BOX 1

1

Lost Soul s

In the dungeon of the Tower of H gh Sorcery, that had once been in Pal ant has
but now resided in N ghtlund, the great archmagus Raistlin Mjere had conjured
a magi cal Pool of Seeing. By gazing into this pool, he was able to foll ow and
somet i nes shape events transpiring in the world. Al though Raistlin Mjere had
been dead many | ong years, his magi cal Pool of Seeing remained in use. The

wi zard Dal amar, who had inherited the Tower from his Shal afi, naintained the
magi ¢ of the pool. A veritable prisoner in the Tower that was an island in the
river of the dead, Dal amar had often nade use of the pool to visit in his mnd
t hose pl aces he could not travel in his body.

Palin Majere stood now at the pool's edge, staring into the unwavering bl ue
flanme that burned in the center of the still water was the chanber's only
light. Dalamar was cl ose beside him gaze fixed on the same unwavering fire.

Al t hough the mages coul d have seen events transpiring anywhere in the world,

t hey

wat ched intently an event that was happening quite close to them an event
taki ng place at the top of the very Tower in which they stood.

ol dnoon of the Citadel of Light, and Mna, Lord of the N ght, |eader of the
Dark Knights of Neraka, were to neet in the | aboratory that had once bel onged
to Raistlin Majere. Goldmoon had already arrived at the strange neeting pl ace.
The | aboratory was cold and dark and shadowed. Dal amar had |left her a lantern
but its Iight was feeble and served only to enphasi ze the darkness that could
never truly be illum nated, not if every lantern and every candle on Krynn
shoul d burst into flame. The darkness that was the soul of this dread Tower
had its heart here in this chanber, which in the past had been a scene of
death and pai n and suffering.

In this chanber, Raistlin Mjere had sought to enul ate the gods and create
life, only to fail utterly, bringing into the world m sbegotten, shanbling,

pat heti c bei ngs known as the Live Ones, who had |ived out their wetched

exi stence in the roomwhere the two w zards now stood. In the chanber, the

Bl ue Dragonl ady Kitiara had died, her death as brutal and bl oody as her life.
Here stood the Portal to the Abyss, a |link between the real mof the nortal and
real mof the dead, a |link that had | ong ago been severed and was not hi ng now
but a hone to nice and spiders.

ol dnoon knew the dark history of this room She nust be considering that now,
Pal i n t hought, watching her image that shimered on the surface of the pool
She stood in the | aboratory, her arns cl asped about her. She shivered not with
the cold, but with fear. Palin was concerned. He could not remenber—n all the
years that he had known her—seei ng Gol dnoon afraid.

Perhaps it was the strange body that CGoldmoon's spirit inhabited. She was over
ninety. Her true body was that of an elderly woman-still vigorous, stil

strong for her years, but with skin marked and marred with tinme, a back that
was starting to stoop, fingers that were gnarled, but whose touch was gentle.
She had been confortable with that body. She had

never feared or regretted the passage of the years that had brought the joy of
| ove and birth, the sorrow of |ove and death. That body had been taken from
her the night of the great storm and she had been given another body, a
stranger's body, one that was young and beautiful, healthful and vibrant. Only
the eyes were the eyes of the woman Palin had known throughout his life.

She is right, he thought, this body doesn't belong to her. It's borrowed
finery. dothing that doesn't fit.



"I should be with her," Palin nmuttered. He stirred, shifted, began to pace
restlessly along the water's edge. The chanber was nmade of stone and was dark
and chill, the only light the unwavering flane that burned in the heart of the
dark pool, and it illumnated little and gave no warmth. "Gol dnmoon | ooks
strong, but she's not. Her body may be that of soneone in her twenties, but
her heart is the heart of a woman whose |ife has spanned ni ne decades. The
shock of seeing Mna agai n—especially as she is—my kill her."

"In that case, the shock of seeing you beheaded by the Dark Knights woul d
probably do very little for her either,” returned Dal amar caustically. "Wich
is what she would see if you were to march up there now. The Tower is
surrounded by soldiers. There nust be at least thirty of themout there."

"I don't think they'd kill me," said Palin.

"No? And what would they do? Tell you to go stand in a corner with your face
to the wall and think what a bad boy you' ve been?" Dal amar scof f ed.

" Speaki ng of corners," he added suddenly, his voice altering, "did you see

t hat ?"

"What ?" Palin jerked his head, |ooked around in alarm

"Not here! There!" Dal anar pointed into the pool. "A flash in the eyes of
dragons that guard the Portal."

u "All | see is dust," Palin said after a nonent's intense gaze, and
cobwebs and nouse dung. You're inmagining things."

"Am | ?" Dal amar asked. Hi s sardonic tone had softened, was unusual ly sonber.
"1 wonder."

"You wonder what ?"

"A great many things," said Dal amar.

Palin eyed the dark elf closely but could not read on that gaunt and drawn
face a single thought stirring behind the dark eyes. In his black robes,

Dal amar was i ndi stinguishable fromthe darkness of the chanmber. Only his hands
with their delicate fingers could be seen, and they appeared to be hands that
| acked a body. The long-lived elf was presumably in the prime of life, but his
wasted form consumed by the fever of frustrated anbition, m ght have bel onged
to an el der of his race.

| shouldn't be casting aspersions. Wat does he see when he | ooks at ne? Palin
asked hinmself. A shabby, m ddle-aged man. My face wan and wasted. My hair
graying, thin. My eyes the enbittered eyes of one who has not found what he
was prom sed.

| stand on the edge of wondrous magic created by nmy uncle, and what have |
done, except fail everyone who ever expected anything of me. Including nyself.
ol dnoon is just the nmost recent. | should be with her. A hero |like ny father
woul d be with her, no matter that it meant sacrificing his freedom perhaps
his life. Yet here | am skulking in the basenent of this Tower.

"Stop fidgeting, will you?" Dalamar said irritably. "You'll slip and fall in
the pool. Look there." He pointed excitedly to the water. "M na has arrived."
Dal amar rubbed his thin hands. "Now we will see and hear sonething to our
advant age. "

Palin halted on the edge of the pool, wavering in his decision. If he left

i medi ately, wal ked the corridors of nmagic, he might yet reach Gol dnobon in
time to protect her. Yet, he could not pull hinself away. He stared down at
the pool in dread fascination

"I can see nothing in this wizard's nurk," Mna was saying |loudly. "W need
nore light."

The light in the chanber grew brighter, so bright that it dazzled eyes
accustoned to the darkness.

"I didn't know M na was a nage," said Palin, shading his eyes with his hand
"She's not," said Dal amar shortly. He cast Palin a strange gl ance. "Doesn't
that tell you sonethi ng?"

Palin ignored the question, concentrated on the conversation.

"You ... you are so beautiful, Mther," Mna said softly, awed. "You look just
as | imagined."

Sinking to her knees, the girl extended her hands. "Come, kiss ne, Mother,"



she cried, tears falling. "Kiss me as you used to. | am Mna. Your Mna."
"And so she was, for many years,"” nurnured Palin, watching in sorrow ul
concern as ol dnoon advanced unsteadily to clasp her adopted child in her
arnms. "Gol dmoon found M na washed up on the shore, presumably the survivor of
some terrible ship weck, though no wreckage or bodi es or any other survivors
were ever discovered. They brought her to the Citadel's orphanage.
Intelligent, bold, fearless, Mna charned all, including Gol dmon, who took
the child to her heart. And then, one day, at the age of fourteen, Mna ran
away. W searched, but we could find no trace of her, nor could anyone say why
she had gone, for she had seenmed so happy. CGol dnmoon's heart broke, then."

"Of course, Goldnmoon found her," Dal amar said. "She was neant to find her."
"What do you mean?" Palin glanced at Dal amar, but the elf's expression was
eni gmatic.

Dal amar shrugged, said nothing, gestured back to the dark pool

"M na!" Col dnoon whi spered, rocking her adopted daughter. "Mna! Child

why did you | eave us when we all |oved you so nuch?"

"I left for love of you, Mdther. | left to seek what you wanted so
desperately. And | found it, Mdther! | found it for you.

"Dearest Mdther." Mna took hold of Goldmoon's hands and pressed themto her

lips. "All that | amand all that | have done, | have done for you."
"I ... don't understand, child," Goldmoon faltered. "You wear the synbol of
evil, of darkness. . . . Wiere did you go?

Wher e have you been? What has happened to you?"

M na | aughed. "Were | went and where | have been is not inportant. Wat
happened to me along the way—that is what you must hear

"Do you renenber, Modther, the stories you used to tell ne? The story about how
you travel ed into darkness to search for the gods? And how you found the gods
and brought faith in the gods back to the people of the world?"

"Yes," said Gol dmoon. She had gone so very pale that Palin deternined to be
with her, cost himwhat it mght.

He began to chant the words of magic. The words that came out of his nouth,
however, were not the words that had formed in his brain. Those words were
rounded, snooth, flowed easily. The words he spoke were thick and

squar e-si ded, tunbled out |ike blocks dropped on the floor

He halted, angry at hinself, forced hinself to cal mdown and try again. He
knew t he spell, could have said it backward. He m ght well have said it
backward, for all the sense it made

"You're doing this to me!" Palin said accusingly.

Dal amar was anmused. "Me?" He waved his hand. "Go to Gol dmoon, if you want. Die
with her, if you want. |'m not stopping you."

"Then who is? This One God?"

Dal amar regarded himin silence a nmoment, then turned back to gaze down into
the pool. He folded his hands in the sl eeves of his robes. "There was no past,
Maj ere. You went back in tine. There was no past."

"You told ne the gods were gone, Mdther," Mna said. "You told ne that because
the gods were gone we had to rely on ourselves to find our way in the world.
But | didn't believe that story, Mbther

"Ch"—M na pl aced her hand over Gol dnmoon's nouth, silencing her—=1 don't think
you lied to me. You were mistaken, that was all. You see, | knew better. |
knew there was a god for | heard the voice of the god when | was little and
our

boat sank and | was cast alone into the sea. You found me on the shore, do you
renmenber, Mther? But you never knew how | cane to be there, because

prom sed | would never tell. The others drowned, but | was saved. The god held
me and supported nme and sang to ne when | was afraid of the |oneliness

and dar k.

"You said there were no gods, Mdther, but | knew you were wong. So | did what
you did. I went to find god and bring god back to you. And |I've done that,

Mot her. The miracle of the storm That is the One God. The miracle of your
yout h and beauty. That is the One God, Modther."



"Now do you understand, Majere?" Dal anar said softly.
"I think I ambeginning to," said Palin. Hi s broken hands clasped tightly

toget her. The roomwas cold, his fingers ached with the chill. "I would add,
"the gods help us,' but that night be out of place."
"Hush!" Dal amar snapped. "I can't hear. Wat did she say?"

"You asked for this," Coldnoon demanded, indicating her altered body with a
gesture. "This is not nme. It is your vision of me...."
"Aren't you pleased?" M na continued, not hearing her or not wanting to hear

"I have so much to tell you that will please you. |'ve brought the miracle of
heal i ng back into the world with the power of the One God. Wth the bl essing
of the One, | felled the shield the elves had rai sed over Silvanesti and

killed the treacherous dragon Cyan Bl oodbane. A truly nonstrous green dragon
Beryl, is dead by the power of the One God. The elven nations that were
corrupt and faithless have both been destroyed, their people dead."

"The el ven nations destroyed!" Dal amar gasped, his eyes burning. "She lies!
She cannot nean that!"

"Strange to say this, but | do not think Mna knows howto lie/' Palin said.
"But in death, they will find redenption,” Mna preached. "Death will |ead
themto the One God."

"l see blood on these hands," Gol dnoon said, her voice

tremul ous. "The bl ood of thousands! This god you have found is terrible god. A
god of darkness and evil!"

"The One God told nme you would feel this way, Mther," M na responded. "Wen

t he ot her gods departed and you thought you were |eft alone, you were angry
and afraid. You felt betrayed, and that was only natural. For you had been
betrayed. The gods in which you had so m sguidedly placed your faith fled in
fear... ."

"No!" Col dnoon cried out. She rose unsteadily to her feet and fell away from
M na, holding out her hand in warding. "No, Child, | don't believe it. | won't
listen to you."

M na sei zed CGol dnoon' s hand.

"You will listen, Mother. You rmust, so that you will understand. The gods fled
in fear of Chaos, Mther. Al except one. One god remrained |oyal to the people
she had hel ped to create. One only had the courage to face the terror of the
Father of Al and of Nothing. The battle left her weak. Too weak to nake
mani f est her presence in the world. Too weak to fight the strange dragons that
cane to take her place. But although she could not be with her people, she
gave gifts to her people to help themfight the dragons. The magi c that they
called the wild magic, the power of healing that you know as the power of the

heart. . . those were her gifts. Her gifts to you."
"I'f those were her gifts, then why did the dead need to steal themfor her
" said Dal amar softly. "Look! Look there!" He pointed to the still water.

"l see." Palin breathed.

The heads of the five dragons that guarded what had once been the Portal to
t he Abyss began to glow with an eerie radi ance, one red, one blue, one green
one white, one black

"What fools we have been,™ Palin nurnured.

"Kneel down," M na conmanded Gol dnmoon, "and offer your prayers of faith and
t hanksgiving to the One True God. The One God who renmained faithful to her
creation—

"No, | don't believe what you are telling nmel" Gol dnoon said, standing fast.
"You have been deceived, Child. | know

this One God. | know her of old. | know her tricks and her |ies and deceits."
ol dnoon | ooked at the five-headed dragon.

"I do not believe your lies, Takhisis!" Goldnoon said defiantly. "I will never

beli eve that the bl essed Pal adi ne and M shakal left us to your mercy!"

"They didn't |eave, did they?" Palin said.

"No," Dal amar said. "They did not."

"You are what you have al ways been," Gol dmoon cried. "A god of Evil who does
not want worshi pers, you want slaves! | will never bow down to you! | wll



never serve you!"
VWhite fire flared fromthe eyes of the five dragons. Palin watched in horror
to see CGol dmoon begin to wither in the terrible

heat .
"Too late," said Dalamar with terrible calm "Too |ate. For her. And for us.
They' Il be conming for us soon. You know that."

"This chanmber is hidden— Palin began

"From Takhi si s?" Dal amar gave a mirthless [ augh. "She knew of this chanber's
exi stence | ong before your uncle showed it to me. How coul d anythi ng be hi dden
fromthe ' One God' ? The One God who stole away Krynn!™"

"As | said, what fools we have been," said Palin.

"You yourself discovered the truth, Mjere. You used the device to journey
back to Krynn's past, yet you could go back only to the nonent Chaos was
defeated. Prior to that, there was no past. \Why? Because in that noment,

Takhi sis stole the past, the present, and the future. She stole the world. The
clues were there, if we'd had sense enough to read them™

"So the future Tassl ehoff saw—

"—wi |l never cone to pass. He |leaped forward to the future that was supposed
to have happened. He landed in the future that is now happening. Consider the
facts: a strange-looking sun mthe sky; one noon where there were once three;
the patterns of the stars are vastly different; a red star burns in the
heavens where one had never before been seen; strange dragons appear from out
of nowhere. Takhisis brought the world here, to this part

of the universe, wherever that may be. Thus the strange sun, the single noon,
the alien dragons, and the One God, all-powerful, with no one to stop her."
"Except Tassl ehoff," said Palin, thinking of the kender secreted in an
upst ai rs chanber.

"Bah!" Dal amar snorted. "They've probably found himby now H mand the gnone.
When they do, Takhisis will do with himwhat we planned to do—she will send

hi m back to die."

Palin glanced toward the door. From sonewhere above cane shouted orders and
the sound of feet running to obey. "The fact Tasslehoff is here at all proves
to me that the Dark Queen is not infallible. She could not have foreseen his
com ng. "

"ding to that if it makes you happy," said Dalamar. "I see no hope in any of
this. Wtness the evidence of the Dark Queen's power."

They continued to watch the reflections of time shimering in the dark pool

In the laboratory, an elderly woman lay on the floor, her white hair |oose and

unbound around her shoul ders. Youth, beauty, strength, life had all been

snat ched away by the vengeful goddess, angry that her generous gifts had been
spur ned.

M na knelt beside the dyi ng woman. Taking hold of Col dnbon's hands, M na
pressed themagain to her lips. "Please, Mther. | can restore your youth. |
can bring back your beauty. You can begin life all over again. You will walk
with nme, and together we will rule the world in the nane of the One God. Al

you have to do is to conme to the One God in hunmility and ask this favor of
her, and it will be done."

ol dnoon cl osed her eyes. Her lips did not nove.

M na bent close. "Mther," she begged. "Mther, do this for ne if not for
yourself. Do this for |love of ne!"

"I pray," said Goldnmoon in a voice so soft that Palin held his breath to hear
"I pray to Pal adine and M shakal that they forgive me for ny lack of faith.
shoul d have known the truth,"” she said softly, her voi ce weakening as she

spoke the words with her dying breath, "I pray that Pal adine will hear ny
prayer and he will cone ... for love of Mna .. . For love of all.. ."

Gol dmoon sank, lifeless, to the floor.

"Mother," said Mna, bew ldered as a lost child, "I did this

for you...."

Palin's eyes burned with tears, but he was not sure for whomit was he
wept —for Col dnoon, who had brought light into the world, or for the orphan



girl, whose |oving heart had been snared, tricked, deceived by the darkness.
"May Pal adi ne hear her dying prayer,"” Palin said quietly.

"May | be given bat wings to flap around this chanber," Dal amar retorted. "Her
soul has gone to join the river of the dead, and | fancy that our souls will
not be far behind."

Footsteps clattered down the stairs, steel swords banged agai nst the sides of
the stone walls. The footsteps halted outside

their door.

"I don't suppose anyone found a key?" asked a deep, rumbling voice.

"I don't like this, Gaidar," said another. "This place stinks of death and
magi c. Let's get out of here."

"We can't get inif there's no key, sir," said a third. "W tried. It wasn't
our fault we failed."

A moment' s pause, then the first voice spoke, his voice firm "M na gave us
our orders. W will break down the door."

Bl ows began to rain on the wooden door. The Knights started to beat on it with
their fists and the hilts of their swords, but none sounded very enthusiastic.
"How I ong will the spell of warding hol d?" Palin asked.

"Indefinitely, against this lot," said Dal amar disparagingly. "Not |ong at al
agai nst Her Dark Majesty."

"You are very cool about this," said Palin. "Perhaps you are not overly sorry
to hear that Takhisis has returned.”

"Say, rather, that she never left," Dalamar corrected with fine irony.

Palin made an inpatient gesture. "You wore the black robes. You worshi ped
her =

"No, | did not," said Dalamar so quietly that Palin could barely hear him over
t he bangi ng and the shouting and the thundering
on the door. "I worshiped Nuitari, the son, not the nother. She coul d never

forgive me for that."

"Yet, if we believe what M na said, Takhisis gave us both the magi c—+e the
wild magi c and you the magic of the dead. Wiy woul d she do that?"

"To nmake fools of us," said Dalamar. "To laugh at us, as she is undoubtedly

I aughi ng now. "

The sounds of fists beating at the door suddenly ceased. Quiet descended on

t hose outside. For a hope-filled noment, Palin thought that perhaps they had
gi ven up and departed. Then came a shuffling sound, as of feet noving hastily
to clear a path. Mre footsteps could be heard—ighter than those before.

A single voice called out. The voice was ragged, as if it were choked by
tears.

"I speak to the wizard Dal amar," called Mna. "I know you are within. Renove
t he magi cal spell you have cast on the door that we may nmeet together and talk
of matters of nutual interest.”

Dal amar's lip curled slightly. He made no response, but stood silent,

i mpassi ve.

"The One God has given you many gifts, Dal amar, made you powerful, nore
powerful than ever," Mna resumed, after a pause to hear an answer that did
not come. "The One God does not ask for thanks, only that you serve her with
all your heart and all your soul. The magic of the dead will be yours. A
mllion mllion souls will cone to you each day to do your bidding. You will
be free of this Tower, free to roamthe world. You may return to your

honel and, to the forests that you |l ove and for which you | ong. The el ven
peopl e are | ost, seeking. They will enbrace you as their |eader, bow down

bef ore you, and worship you in my nane."

Dal amar' s eyes closed, as if in pain.

He has been offered the dearest wi sh of his heart, Palin realized. Wo could
turn that down?

Still, Dalamar said nothing.

"I speak nowto you, Palin Majere," Mna said, and it seemed to Palin that he
could see her anber eyes shining through the

dosed and spell -bound door. "Your uncle Raistlin Mjere had the newer and the



courage to challenge the One God to battle. Look at you, his nephew Hiding

fromthe One God like a child who fears punishnent. Wat a di sappoi ntment you
have been. To your uncle, to your famly, to yourself. The One God sees into
your heart. The One God sees the hunger there. Serve the One God, Majere, and

you will be greater than your uncle, nore honored, nore revered. Do you
accept, Mjere?"
"Had you come to ne earlier, | mght have believed you, Mna," Palin answered.

"You have a way of speaking to the dark part of the soul. But the nonent is
passed. My uncle, wherever his spirit roans, is not ashaned of me. My fanily

| oves me, though | have done little to deserve it. | do thank this One CGod of

yours for opening ny eyes, for making ne see that if | have done nothing el se

of value in this life, | have loved and been I oved. And that is all that truly
matters."

"A very pretty sentinent, Majere,” Mna responded. "I will wite that on your

tomb. \What of you, Dark Elf? Have you nmade your decision? | trust you will not

be as foolish as your friend."
Dal amar spoke finally, but not to Mna. He spoke to the blue flame, burning in

the center of the still pool of dark water.
"I have | ooked into the night sky and seen the dark noon, and | have thrilled
to know that ny eyes were anong the few eyes that could see it. | have heard

the voice of the god Nuitari and reveled in his blessed touch as |I cast ny
spell's. Long ago, the magic breathed and danced and sparkled in nmy bl ood. Now
it crawms out of ny fingers like maggots swarm ng froma carrion carcass.
woul d rather be that corpse than be a slave to one who so fears the living
that she can trust only servants who are dead."

A single hand snote the door. The door and the spell that guarded it
shattered.

M na entered the chanmber. She entered alone. The jet of flane that burned in
t he pool shone in her black arnor, burned in her heart and in her anber eyes.
Her shorn red hair glistened. She was night and power and majesty, but Palin
saw that the anber

eyes were red and swollen, tears stained her cheeks, grief for Goldnoon. Palin
understood then the depth of the Dark Queen's perfidy, and he had never hated
Takhi sis so nuch as he hated her now. Not for what she had done or was about
to do to him but for what she had done to Mna and all the innocents like
her .

Mna's Knights, fearful of the powerful w zards, hung back upon the shadowy
stairs. Dalamar's voice raised in a chant, but the words were nunbl ed and
inarticulate, and his voice faded slowy away. Palin tried desperately to
sumon the magic to him The spell dissolved in his hands, ran through his
fingers like grains of sand from a broken hourgl ass.

M na regarded them both with a disdainful smle. "You are nothing w thout the
magi c. Look at you—two broken-down, inpotent old men. Fall on your knees
before the One God. Beg her to give you back the magic! She will grant your

pl eas. "

Nei t her Palin nor Dal anmar noved. Neither spoke.

"So be it," said Mna.

She rai sed her hand. Flames burned fromthe tips of her five fingers. Geen
fire, blue and red, white, and the red-black of enbers lit the Chanber of
Seeing. The flanes nmerged together to formtwo spears forged of magic. The
first spear she hurled at Dal amar.

The spear struck the elf in the breast, pinned himagainst the wall of the
Chanmber of Seeing. For a moment, he hung inpal ed upon the burning spear, his
body writhing. Then his head sagged, his body went [|inp.

M na paused. Hol ding the spear, she gazed at Palin.

"Beg," she said to him "Beg the One God for your life."

Palin's lips tightened. He knew a noment's pani cked fear, then pain sheared

t hrough his body. The pain was so horrific, so agonizing that it brought its
own bl essing. The pain nade his last living thought a |onging for death.

2



The Significance of the Grone

Dal amar had said to Palin, "You do understand the significance

of the gnome?"

Pal in had not understood the significance at that noment, nor had Tassl ehof f
The kender understood now. He sat in the small and boring roomin the Tower of
H gh Sorcery, a roomthat was pretty nmuch devoid of anything interesting:
sad- | ooki ng tabl es and sone stern-backed chairs and a few kni ck-nacks t hat
were too big to fit in a pouch. He had nothing to do except | ook out a w ndow
to see nothing nore interesting than an i nmense nunber of cypress trees —nore
trees than were absolutely necessary, or so Tas thought —and the souls of the
dead wandering around anong them 1t was either that or watch Conundrum sort

t hrough the various pieces of the shattered Device of Tinme Journeying. For now
Tas understood all too well the significance of the gnone.

Long ago —just how | ong ago Tassl ehof f couldn't renenber, since tine had
becorme extrenely muddl ed for him what with

| eaping forward to one future that turned out wasn't the proper future and
ending up in this future, where all anyone wanted to do was send hi mback to
the past to di e—anyhow, |ong ago, Tassl ehoff Burrfoot had, through no fault of
his own (well, maybe a little) ended up quite by accident in the Abyss.

Havi ng assuned that the Abyss woul d be a hi deous place where all manner of
perfectly horrible things went on—denons eternally torturing people, for
exanpl e—Fas had been nost frightfully disappointed to discover that the Abyss
was, in fact, boring. Boring in the extreme. Nothing of interest happened.
Not hi ng of disinterest happened. Nothing at all happened to anyone, ever.
There was nothing to see, nothing to handle, nothing to do, nowhere to go. For
a kender, it was pure hell.

Tas's one thought had been to get out. He had with himthe Device of Tine

Jour neyi ng—thi s same Device of Tine Journeying that he had with himnow The
devi ce had been broken—ust as it was broken now He had nmet a gnone—simlar
to the gnome now seated at the table across fromhim The gnome had fixed the
devi ce—fust as the gnome was busy fixing it now The one big difference was
that then Tassl ehoff had wanted the gnome to fix the device, and now he
didn't.

Because when the Device of Time Journeying was fixed, Palin and Dal amar woul d
use it to send hi mFassl ehoff Burrfoot—back in tine to the point where the
Fat her of Al and of Nothing would squash himflat and turn himinto the sad
ghost of hinself he'd seen wandering about Ni ghtl und.

"What did you do with this device?" Conundrummuttered irritably. "Run it

t hrough a neat grinder?"

Tassl ehof f cl osed his eyes so he wouldn't have to see the gnonme, but he saw

hi m anyway—hi s nut-brown face and his wispy hair that floated about his head
as though he were perpetually poking his finger into one of his own

i nventions, perhaps the steam powered preanbul ati ng hubbl e-bubbl e or the

| oconotive, self-w nding rutabaga slicer. Wrse, Tas could see the Iight of

cl everness shining in the gnonme's beady eyes. He'd seen that |ight before, and
he was starting to feel dizzy. Wiat did you do with

this device? Run it through a neat grinder? were exactly the same words-or
very close to themthat the previous gnone had said in the previous tine.

To alleviate the dizzy feeling, Tasslehoff rested his head with its topknot of
hair (going only a little gray here and there) on his hands on the table.

I nstead of going away, the unconfortable dizzy feeling spiraled down fromhis
head into his stomach, and spread fromhis stomach to the rest of his body.

A voi ce spoke. The sane voice that he'd heard in a previous tine, in a

previ ous place, |Iong ago. The voice was painful. The voice shriveled his

i nsides and caused his brain to swell, so that it pressed on his skull, and
made his head hurt horribly. He had heard the voice only once before, but he
had never, ever wanted to hear it again. He tried to stop his ears with his



hands, but the voice was inside him so that didn't help.

You are not dead, said the voice, and the words were exactly the sanme words

t he voice had spoken so |l ong ago, nor were you sent here. You are not supposed
to be here at all.

"I know," said Tasslehoff, launching into his explanation. "I canme fromthe
past, and |I'm supposed to be in a different future—=

A past that never was. A future that will never be.

"Is that... is that ny fault?" Tas asked, faltering.

The voi ce | aughed, and the |aughter was horrible, for the sound was like a
steel bl ade breaking, and the feel was of the slivers of the broken bl ade
piercing his flesh.

Don't be a fool, kender. You are an insect. Less than an insect. A note of
dust, a speck of dirt to be flicked away with a brush of ny hand. The future
you are in is the future ofKrynn as it was neant to be but for the neddlings
of those who had neither the wit nor the vision to see how the world m ght be
theirs. Al that happened once will happen again, but this time to suit ny
pur poses. Long ago, one died on a Tower, and his death rallied a Kni ghthood.
Now, another dies on a Tower and her death plunges a nation into despair. Long
ago, one was raised up by the miracle of the blue crystal staff. Now the one
who w el ded that staff be raised up—to receive ne.

"You mean Gol dnoon!" Tassl ehoff cried bl eakly. "She used the blue crystal
staff. |Is Col dnoon dead?"

Laughter sliced through his flesh

"Am | dead?" he cried. "I know you said | wasn't, but | saw nmy own spirit."
You are dead and you are not dead, replied the voice, but that will soon be
remedi ed.

"Stop jabbering!" Conundrum demanded. "You're annoying ne, and | can't work
when |' m annoyed. "

Tassl ehof f's head canme up fromthe table with a jerk. He stared at the gnone,
who had turned fromhis work to glare at the kender

"Can't you see |'m busy here? First you nmpan, then you groan, then you start
to munble to yourself. | find it nmost distracting.”

"I"'msorry," said Tassl ehof f.

Conundrumrol |l ed his eyes, shook his head in disgust, and went back to his

perusal of the Device of Tinme Journeying. "I think that goes here, not there,"
the gnome muttered. "Yes. See? And then the chain hooks on here and w aps
around like so. No, that's not quite the way. It rmust go ... Wait, | see. This

has to fit in there first."

Conundrum pi cked up one of the jewels fromthe Device of Tinme Journeying and
fixed it in place. "Now | need another of these red giznps." He began sorting
through the jewels. Sorting through them now, as the other gnome, Ghinsh, had
sorted through themin the past, Tasslehoff noted sadly.

The past that never was. The future that was hers

"Maybe it was all a dream™ Tas said to hinself. "That stuff about Col dnoon. |
think I'd know i f she was dead. | think I'd feel sort of smothery around the
heart if she was dead, and | don't feel that. Although it is sort of hard to
breathe in here.”

Tassl ehof f stood up. "Don't you think it's stuffy, Conundrun? | think it's
stuffy," he answered, since Conundrumwasn't paying any attention to him
"These Towers of High Sorcery are always stuffy,"” Tas added, continuing to
talk. Even if he was only talking to hinself, hearing

his own voice was far, far better than hearing that other, terrible voice
"It's all those bat wings and rat's eyeballs and noldy, old books. You'd think
that with the cracks in these walls, you' d get a nice breeze, but that doesn't
seemto be the case. | wonder if Dalamar would nmind very nuch if | broke one
of his w ndows?"

Tassl ehof f gl anced about for sonmething to chuck through the wi ndowpane. A
smal | bronze statue of an elf maiden, who didn't seemto be doing nmuch with
her time except holding a weath of flowers in her hands, stood on a small
tabl e. Judging by the dust, she hadn't noved fromthe spot for half a century



or so and therefore, Tas thought, she might |like a change of scenery. He

pi cked up the statue and was just about to send the elf naiden on her journey
out the wi ndow, when he heard voices outside the Tower.

Feel i ng thankful that the voices were com ng fromoutside the Tower and not
inside him Tas lowered the elf naiden and peered curiously out the w ndow

A troop of Dark Knights had arrived on horseback, bringing with them a

hor se-drawn wagon with an open bed filled with straw. The Knights did not

di smount but remained on their horses, glancing uneasily at the circle of dark
trees that surrounded them The horses shifted restlessly. The souls of the
dead crept around the boles of the trees like a pitiful fog. Tas wondered if
the riders could see the souls. He was sorry he could, and he did not |ook at
the souls too closely, afraid he'd see hinself again.

Dead but not dead.

He | ooked over his shoul der at Conundrum bent al nost double over his work and
still munbling to hinself.

"\Whoo- boy, there are a lot of Dark Knights about,"” Tas said |loudly. "I wonder
what these Dark Knights are doing here? Don't you wonder about that,

Conundr un?"

The gnome muttered, but did not |ook up fromhis work. The devi ce was
certainly going back together in a hurry.

I"msure your work could wait. Whwuldn't you like to rest a bit and conme see
all these Dark Knights?" Tas asked.

"No," said Conundrum establishing the record for the shortest gnone response
in history.

Tas sighed. The kender and the gnome had arrived at the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery
in conpany with Tas's former conpanion and longtinme friend Gol dnoon—a Gol dnmoon
who was ninety years old if she was a day but had the body and face of a wonman
of twenty. ol dnoon told Dal amar that she was neeting soneone at the Tower.

Dal amar t ook Gol dmoon away and told Palin to take Tassl ehoff and the gnone
away and put themin a roomto wait—aking this a waiting room It was then
Dal amar had said, You do understand the significance of the gnone?

Palin had left them here, after w zard-|ocking the door. Tas knew the door was
wi zard-1 ocked, because he'd already used up his very best |ockpicks in an
effort to open it w thout success. The day | ockpicks fail is a day w zards are
i nvol ved, as his father had been wont to say.

Standi ng at the wi ndow, staring down at the Knights, who appeared to be

wai ting for sonething and not nuch enjoying the wait, Tasslehoff was struck by
an idea. The idea struck so hard that he reached up with the hand that wasn't
hol di ng onto the bronze statue of the elf nmaiden to feel if he had a |unmp on
his head. Not finding one, he glanced surreptitiously (he thought that was the
word) back at the gnonme. The device was al nost back together. Only a few

pi eces remai ned, and those were fairly small and probably not terribly

i mportant.

Feel i ng nmuch better now that he had a Plan, Tas went back to observi ng what
was happeni ng out the wi ndow, thinking that now he could properly enjoy it. He
was rewarded by the sight of an i mrense m notaur energing fromthe Tower of

H gh Sorcery. Tas was about four stories up in the Tower, and he coul d | ook
right down on the top of the mnotaur's head. If he chucked the statue out the
wi ndow now, he coul d bean the m notaur.

C unking a minotaur over the head was a delightful thought, and Tas was
tenpted. At that nonent, however, several Dark Knights trooped out of the
Tower. They bore sonething between them-a body covered with a black cloth.

Tas stared down, pressing his nose so hard agai nst the glass pane that he
heard cartil age crunch. As the troop carrying the body nmoved out of the Tower,
the wi nd si ghed anbng the cypress trees, lifted the black cloth to reveal the
face of the corpse.

Tassl ehof f recogni zed Dal amar .

Tas's hands went nunb. The statue fell to the floor with a

crash.

Conundrum s head shot up. "Wat in the name of dual carburetors did you do



that for?" he demanded. "You made ne drop

a screw "

More Dark Kni ghts appeared, carrying another body. The w nd bl ew harder, and
the black cloth that had been thrown carel essly over the corpse slid to the
ground. Palin's dead face | ooked up at the kender. H's eyes were w de open
fixed and staring. His robes were soaked in bl ood.

"This is ny fault!" Tas cried, riven by guilt. "If | had gone back to die
like | was supposed to, Palin and Dal amar woul dn't be dead now. "

"I snell snoke," said Conundrum suddenly. He sniffed the air. "Rem nds ne of
horme, " he stated and went back to his work.

Tas stared bl eakly out the wi ndow The Dark Knights had started a bonfire at
t he base of the Tower, stoking it with dry branches and | ogs fromthe cypress
forest. The wood crackl ed. The snmoke curled up the stone side of the Tower

i ke some noxious vine. The Knights were building a funeral pyre.

"Conundrum " said Tasslehoff in a quiet voice, "how are you coming with the
Devi ce of Time Journeying? Have you fixed it yet?"

"Devices? No tine for devices now," Conundrum said inportantly. "l have this
contraption about fixed."

"Cood, " said Tassl ehoff.

Anot her Dark Knight canme out of the Tower. She had red hair, cropped close to
her head, and Tassl ehoff recognized her. He'd seen her before, although he
couldn't recall where

The wonan carried a body in her arms, and she noved very slowy and sol emly.
At a shouted command fromthe

m not aur, the other Knights halted their work and stood with their heads
bowed.

The wonman wal ked slowy to the wagon. Tas tried to see who it was the woman
carried, but his view was bl ocked by the m notaur

The wonman | owered the person gently into the wagon. She backed away and

Tassl ehoff had a clear view

He' d assumed that the person was another Dark Knight, nmaybe one who'd been
wounded. He was astoni shed to see that the person in the wagon was an old, old
worman, and Tas knew i medi ately that the old woman was dead. He felt very
sorry and wondered who she was. Some relationd4?f the Dark Knight with the red
hair, for she arranged the folds ofthe woman's white gown around her and then
brushed out with her fingers the woman's long, flow ng, silver-white hair.
"So CGol dmoon used to brush out ny hair, Gaidar," said the woman.

Her words carried clearly in the still air. Miuch too clearly, as far as Tas
concer ned.
"CGol dmoon. " Tas felt a lunmp of sadness rise up in his throat. "She is dead.

Caranon, Palin .
who shoul d be dead."

The horses drawi ng the wagon shifted restlessly, as if anxious to | eave. Tas
gl anced back at Conundrum Only two tiny jewels remained to be stuck on
sonewher e

"Way did we conme here, M na?" The minotaur's boom ng voice could be heard
clearly. "You have captured Sol ant hus, given the Sol ammics a sound spanki ng
and sent them running home to mama. The entire Sol ammic nation is yours now.
You have done what no one el se has been able to do in the entire history of
the worl| d—=

Everyone | love is dead. And it's ny fault. |I'mthe one

"Not quite, Gaidar," Mna corrected him "W nust still take Sanction, and we
must take it by the time of the Festival of the Eye."

"The . . . festival?" The minotaur's forehead winkled. "The Festival of the
Eye. By ny horns, | had al nost forgotten that old celebration.” He grinned.
"You are such a youngling, Mna, |'m

surprised you know of it at all. It hasn't been cel ebrated since the three

noons vani shed. "

"CGol dmoon told ne about the festival," said Mna, gently stroking the dead
worman' s wri nkl ed cheek. "That it was held on the night when all three
moons—the red, the white, and the bl ack _converged, form ng the inage of a



great staring eye in the heavens. | should like to have seen that sight."
"Anmong humans, it was a night for riot and revelry, or so | have heard. Anmong
nmy peopl e, the night was honored and reverenced, "

Gai dar stated, "for we believed the Eye to be the eye of Sargas, our
god—forner god," he added hastily, with a sidelong glance at Mna. "Still

what has sone old festival to do with capturing Sanction?

The three nmoons are gone, and so is the eye of the gods."

"There will be a festival, Gaidar," said Mna. "The Festival of the New Eye,
the One Eye. W will celebrate the festival in the Tenple of Huerzyd."

"But the Tenple of Huerzyd is in Sanction," Gaidar protested. "W are on the
ot her side of the continent from Sanction, not to mention the fact that
Sanction is firmy in control of the Sol amic Knights. Wen will the festival
occur ?"

"At the appointed tine," said Mna. "Wen the totemis assenbled. Wen the red
dragon falls fromthe skies."

"Ugh," Gaidar grunted. "Then we should be marching to Sanction now and
bringing with us an armnmy. Yet we waste our tine at this fell place." He cast a
gl ance of enmty at the Tower. "Qur march will be further slowed if we nust
cart along the body of this old wonman."

The bonfire roared and crackled. The flanmes | eaped up the stone walls of the
Tower, charring them Snpoke swirled about Gaidar, who batted irritably at it,
and drifted in through the wi ndow. Tas coughed, covered his nouth with his
hand.

I am commanded to bring the body of Gol dmoon, princess of

t he Que-shu, bearer of the blue crystal staff, to Sanction, to the

Tenmpl e of Huerzyd on the night of the Festival of the New Eye.

nere a great mracle will be perfornmed, Gaidar. Qur journey wll
not be slowed. Al will nove as has been ordered. The One God will see to
that."

M na rai sed her hands over the body of Goldnobon and lifted up her voice in
prayer. Orangish-yellow light radiated fromher hands. Tas tried to look into
the light to see what was happening, but the light was like tiny pieces of
glass in his eyes, made them burn and hurt so that he was forced to shut them
tight. Even then he could see the glare right through them

M na's praying ceased. The bright light slowy faded. Tassl ehoff opened his
eyes.

The body of Gol dnmoon lay enshrined in a sarcophagus of gol den anber. Encased
in the anber, Goldnoon's body was once again yout hful, beautiful. She wore the
white robes she had worn in |life. Feathers adorned her hair, that was gold
threaded with silver—yet all now held fast in anber.

Tas felt the sick feeling in his stomach rise up into his throat. He choked
and cl utched the wi ndow | edge for support.

"This coffin you' ve created is very grand, Mna," said Gaidar, and the

m not aur sounded exasperated, "but what do you plan to do with her? Cart her
about as a nonunent to this One God? Exhibit her to the popul ace? W are not
clerics. W are soldiers. W have a war too fight."

M na stared at Gaidar in silence, a silence so large and terrible that it
absorbed into itself all sound, all light, snatched away the air they

breat hed. The awful silence of her fury w thered Gaidar, who shrank visibly
before it.

"I"'msorry, Mna," he munbled. "I didn't mean— "Be thankful that | know you,

Gaidar," said Mna. "I know that you speak from your heart, wi thout thinking.

But soneday, you will go too far, and on that day | will no | onger be able to
protect you.

This woman was nore than nother to ne. Al | have done in the nane of the One
God, | have done for her."

M na turned to the sarcophagus, placed her hands upon the anber, and bent near
to |l ook at Goldmoon's calm still face. "You told nme of the gods who had been
but were no nore. I went in search of them+for you!"

Mna's v°ice trenbled. "I brought the One God to you, Mther. The One God gave



you back your youth and your beauty. | thought you woul d be pl eased. What did
| do wong? | don't understand." Mna's hands stroked the anber coffin, as if

snoot hi ng

out a bl anket. She sounded bew | dered. "You will change your nind, dear
Mot her. You will come to understand...."

"Mna . . ." Gaidar said uneasily, "I'msorry. | didn't know. Forgive ne."

M na nodded. She did not turn her head.
Gai dar cleared his throat. "Wat are your orders concerning the kender?"
"Kender?" M na repeated, only half-hearing him
"The kender and the magical artifact. You said they were in the Tower."
Mna lifted her head. Tears glistened on her cheeks. Her face was pale, the
anber eyes wi de. "The kender." Her lips formed the words, but she did not
speak them al oud. She frowned. "Yes, of course, go fetch him Quickly! Mke
haste! "
"Do you know where he is, Mna?" Gaidar asked hesitantly. "The Tower is
i mense, and there are many roons."

M na rai sed her head, |ooked directly at Tas's w ndow, | ooked directly at Tas,
and poi nt ed.
"Conundrum " said Tasslehoff in a voice that didn't sound to himlike his own
voi ce but belonged to sone altogether different person, a person who was well
and truly scared. "W have to get out of here. Now "

He backed precipitously away fromthe w ndow.
"There, it's finished," said Conundrum proudly displaying the device.
"Are you sure it will work?" Tas asked anxiously. He could hear footsteps on
the stairs, or at |east he thought he coul d.
"Or course,"” Conundrum stated, scowing. "Good as new. By the way, what did it
do when it was new?"
Tas's heart, which had | eaped quite hopefully at the first part of the gnone's
statenment, now sank

How do you know it works if you don't know what it does?"
Tas denmanded. He could quite definitely hear footsteps. "Never mnd. Just give
it to me. Quickly!™"

Palin had w zard-I| ocked the door, but Palin was . . . wasn't here anynore. Tas
guessed that the w zard-1ock wasn't here either. He could hear footsteps and
harsh breathing. He pictured the |arge and heavy minotaur, tronping up al
those stairs.
"I thought at first it m ght be a potato peeler," Conundrum was sayi ng. He
gave the device a shake that made the chain rattle. "But it's a bit small, and
there's no hydraulic lift. Then I thought—=
"It's a device that sends you traveling through tine. That's what |'mgoing to
do with it, Conundrum" Tassl ehoff said. "Journey

back through time. 1'd take you with ne, but I don't think you'd much Iike
where |I' m goi ng, which is back to the Chaos War to be stepped on by a giant.

You see, it's ny fault that everyone | love is dead, and if | go back, they
won't be dead. 1'lIl be dead, but that doesn't natter because |'m al ready
dead—

"Cheese grater," said Conundrum regarding the device thoughtfully. "O it
could be, with a few nodifications, a neat grinder, maybe, and a—

"Never mind," said Tasslehoff, and he drew in a deep breath to give hinself
courage. "Just hand ne the device. Thank you for fixing it. | hate to |eave
you here in the Tower of H gh Sorcery with an angry m notaur and the Dark

Kni ghts, but once |I'm stepped on, they might not be here anynmore. Wuld you
pl ease hand me the device?"

The footsteps had stopped, but not the harsh breathing. The stairs were steep
and treacherous. The minotaur had been forced to halt his clinb to catch his
breat h.

"Conbi nation fishing rod and shoe tree?" guessed the gnome. The m notaur's
footsteps started again. Tas gave up. One could be polite for only so |ong.
Especially to a gnone. Tas nade a grab for the device. "Gve it to ne!"
"You're not going to break it agai n?" Conundrum asked, holding it just out of



t he kender's reach
"I"'mnot going to break it!" Tasslehoff said firmy. Wth a another |unge, he
succeeded i n nabbing the device and w enched

't out of the gnone's hand. "If you'll watch closely, I'll show you how it
works. | hope," he nuttered to hinself.

Hol ding the device, Tas said a little prayer in his heart. "I know you can't
hear ne, Fizban ... O maybe you can but you're so disappointed in ne that you
don't want to hear nme. I'mtruly sorry. Truly, truly sorry." Tears crept into
his eyes. "I never nmeant to cause all this trouble. | only wanted to speak at
Caranon's funeral, to tell everyone what a good friend he was to nme. | never
meant for this to happen. Never! So, if you'll help me just once to go back to
die, 1'll stay dead. | promse."

"I't's not doing anything," Conundrum grumnbled. "Are you sure it's plugged in?"
Hearing the footsteps growi ng | ouder and | ouder, Tas held the device over his
head.

"Wirds to the spell. | have to say the words to the spell. | know the words,"
t he kender said, gulping. "It goes ... It goes ... Thy tine is thine ..
Around it you journey ... No, that can't be right. Travel. Around it you
travel. .. and sonething, somnething

expanses . "

The footsteps were so close now that he could feel the floor shake.

Sweat beaded on the kender's forehead. He gul ped again and | ooked at the
device, as if it mght help him Wen it didn't, he shook it.

"Now | see how it got broken in the first place,"” said Conundrum

severely. "Is this going to take long? | think hear someone comng."

"Grasp firmy the beginning and you'll end up at the end. No, that's wong,"
Tas said miserably. "All of it's wong. | can't remenber the words! Wat's the
matter with me? | used to know it by heart. | could recite it standing on ny
head. | know because Fi zban made ne do it...."

There came a thundering crash on the door, as of a heavy m notaur shoul der
bashing into it.

Tas shut his eyes, so that he wouldn't hear what was goi ng on utside the door
"Fi zban made ne say the spell standing on ny

head backwards. It was a bright, sunny day. W were in a green nmeadow, and the
sky was blue with these little puffy white clouds, and the birds were singing,
and so was Fizban until | asked himpolitely not to. "

Anot her resoundi ng crash and a sound of wood splintering.

Thy time is thy own.

Though across it you travel.

Its expanses you see.

Whirling across forever.

Qobstruct not its flow

Grasp firmy the end and the beginning.

Turn them forward upon thensel ves.

Al that is |oose shall be secure

Destiny be over your own head.

The words fl ooded Tassl ehoff's being, as warm and bright as the sunshine on
that spring day. He didn't know where they canme from and he didn't stick
around to ask.

The device began to glow brightly, jewels glean ng

The | ast sensation Tas felt was that of a hand clutching his. The | ast sound
Tas heard was Conundrum s voice, crying out in panic, "Wiit! There's a screw
| oose—

And then all sound and sensation was lost in the wonderful and exciting

rushi ng-wi nd noi se of the magic.

3

The Puni shnent for Failure
The kender is gone, Mna," Gaidar reported, enmerging fromthe Tower.
"Gone?" Mna turned away fromthe anber coffin that held the body of Gol dnmoon



to stare at the minotaur. "What do you nean? That's i nmpossi bl e? How coul d he
escape—

M na gave a cry of angui sh. Doubling over in wenching pain, she sank to her
knees, her arns clasped around her, her nails

digging into her bare flesh in transports of agony.

"Mna!" Gaidar cried in alarm He hovered over her, helpless, baffled. "Wat
has happened? Are you wounded? Tell ne!l™

M na nmoaned and withed upon the ground, unable to answer.

Gai dar gl ared around at her Knights. "You were supposed to be guardi ng her
What eneny has done this?"

"I swear, Caidar!" cried one. "No one cane near her—

M na," said Gaidar, bending over her, "tell me where you are hurt!"
Shuddering, in answer, she placed her hand on the bl ack hauberk she wore,

pl aced her hand over her heart.

"My fault!" she gasped through lips that bled. She had bitten down on themin
her torment. "My fault. This . . . ny punishment."

M na renai ned on her knees, her head bowed, her hands clenched. Rivulets of
sweat ran down her face. She shivered with fevered chills. "Forgive ne!" she
gasped, the words were flecked with blood. "I failed you. | forgot my duty. It
wi Il not happen again, | swear on my soul "

The spasms of w acking pain ceased. M na sighed, shudderi ng.

Her body rel axed. She drew in deep breaths and rose, unsteadily, to her feet.
Her Knights gathered around her, wondering and ill at ease. "Alarm s over,"
Gaidar told them "Go back to your duties." They went, but not without many
backward | ooks. Gai dar supported M na's unsteady steps.

"What happened to you?" he asked, eyeing her anxiously. "You spoke of

puni shrrent. Who puni shed you and for what?"

"The One Cod," said Mna. Her face was streaked with sweat and drawn with

renenber ed agony, the anmber eyes gray. "I failed in ny duty. The kender was of
par amount i nportance. | should have retrieved himfirst. I . . ." She licked
her bloodied lips, swallowed. "I was so eager to see ny nother, | forgot about

him Now he is gone, and it is my fault."

"The One God did this to you?" Gaidar repeated, appalled,

his voi ce shaking with anger. "The One God hurt you like this?"

"I deserved it, Gaidar," Mna replied. "I welconme it. The pain

inflicted on ne is nothing conpared to the pain the One God

bears because of my failure."

Gai dar frowned, shook his head.

"Come, Gaidar," she said, her tone chiding, "didn't your father whip you as a
child? Didn't your battle master beat you when you nmade a nistake in training?
Your father did not strike you out of malice. The battle master did not hit
you out of spite. Such punishment was neant for your own good."

"It isn't the same," Gaidar growl ed. He would never forget the sight of her
who had led arnies to glorious conquest, on her knees in the dirt, withing in
pai n.

"OfF course, it is the same," Mna said gently. "W are all children
of the One God. How else are we to | earn our duty?"
Gai dar had no reply. Mna took his silence for agreenent.
"Take some of the nen and search every roomin the Tower. Make certain the
kender is not hiding in any of them Wile you are gone, we will burn these
bodi es. "
"Must | go back in there, Mna?" said Gaidar, his voice heavy with reluctance.
"Why? What do you fear?" she asked
"Nothing living," he replied, with a dark scowl at the Tower.
"Don't be afraid, Gaidar," said Mna. She cast a careless glance at the bodies
of the wi zards, being dragged to the funeral pyre. "Their spirits cannot harm
you. They go to serve the One CGod."
A bright light shone in the heavens. Distant, ethereal, the Ilight was nore
radi ant than the sun, made that orb seem di mand tarnished

by conparison. Dalamar's nortal eyes could not |ook long at the sun, lest he



be blinded, but he could stare at this beautiful

pure light forever, or so he imagined. Stare at it with an aching |onging that
rendered all that he was, all that he had been, paltry and insignificant.
As a very small child, he had once | ooked up in the night sky above his

honel and to see the silver moon. Thinking it a bauble, just out of his reach
he wanted it to play with. He demanded his parents fetch it for him and when
they did not, he wept in anger and frustration. He felt that way now He could
have wept, but he had no eyes to weep with, no tears to fall. The bright and
beautiful |ight was out of reach. His way to it was bl ocked. A barrier as thin
as gossamer and strong as adamant stretched in front of him Try as he nm ght,
he coul d not nove past that barrier, a prison wall that surrounded a world.

He was not al one. He was one prisoner anmong many. The souls of the dead roaned
restlessly about the prison yard of their

bl eak existence, all of them |l ooking with |longing at the radi ant

light. None of themable to attain it.
"The light is very beautiful," said a voice that was soft and

beguiling. "What you see is the light of a real mbeyond, the next
stage of your soul's long journey. | will release you, let you travel
there, but first you must bring me what | need.”

He woul d obey. He would bring the voice whatever it wanted, so long as he
could escape this prison. He had only to bring the magic. He | ooked at the
Tower of H gh Sorcery and

recogni zed it as having sonething to do with what he was, what he had been
but all that was gone now, behind him The Tower was a veritabl e storehouse
for the magic. He could see the magic glistening

like streans of gold dust anpbng the barren sand that had been his life.
The other, restless souls streaned into the Tower, now bereft of the one who
had been its naster. Dal amar | ooked at the radiant |ight,

and his heart ached with longing. He joined the river of souls that was
flowing into the Tower.

He had al nost reached the entrance when a hand reached out and seized hol d of
him held himfast. The voice, angry and frustrated

itself, hissed at him "Stop."

"Stop!" Mna conmanded. "Halt! Do not burn the bodies. | have changed ny

m nd. "

Startled, the Knights let [oose their hold. The corpses flopped linply to the
ground. The Kni ghts exchanged gl ances. They had never seen Mna like this,
irresolute and vacillating. They didn't like it, and they didn't like to see
her puni shed, even by this One God. The One God was far away, had little to do
with them M na was near, and they worshi ped her, idolized her

"A good idea, Mna," said Gaidar, enmerging fromthe Tower. He gl ared balefully
at the dead wi zards. "Leave the vultures to be eaten by vultures. The kender
is not in the Tower. W' ve searched high, and we've searched | ow. Let's get
out of this accursed place."

Fire crackl ed. Snoke curled about the Tower, as the mournful dead curled about
the boles of the cypress trees. The living waited in hopeful expectation
longing to | eave. The dead waited patiently, they had nowhere to go. Al of
t hem wondered what M na neant to do.

She knelt beside Dal amar's body. Cd asping one hand over the nedallion she wore
around her neck, she placed her other hand on the nage's nortal wounds. The
staring eyes | ooked up vacantly.

Softly, M na began to sing.
Wake, love, for this time wake. Your soul, ny hand does take. Leave the

dar kness deep. Leave your endl ess sl eep

Dal amar' s fl esh warned beneath M na's hand. Blood tinged the gray cheeks,
warned the chill linbs. Hs lips parted, drewin breath in a shivering gasp

He qui vered and stirred at her touch. Life returned to the corpse, to all but
the eyes. The eyes remmined vacant, enpty.

Gai dar watched in scow ing disapproval. The Knights stared in awe. Al ways
before, M na had prayed over the dead, but she had never brought them back to



life. The dead serve the One God, she had told them

"Stand up," M na ordered.

The living body with the |ifeless eyes obeyed, rose to its feet.
"Go to the wagon," M na ordered. "There await nmy command."

The elf's eyelids shivered. H's body jerked.

"Go to the wagon," M na repeated

Slowy, the mage's enpty eyes shifted, |ooked at M na.

"You will obey ne in this,"” said Mna, "as you will obey me mall things, else
I will destroy you. Not your body. The loss of this lunp of flesh would be of
little consequence to you now. | wll destroy your soul."

The corpse shuddered and, after a nmonent's hesitation, shuffled

of f toward the wagon. The Knights fell back before it, gave it

wi de berth, although a few started to grin. The shanbling thing | ooked
grotesque. One of the Knights actually |aughed al oud.

Horrified and repell ed, Gaidar saw nothing funny in this. He had spoken glibly
of leaving the corpses to the vultures, and he could have done that without a
qgual mthey were w zards, after all—-but he didn't like this. There was

somet hing wong with this, although he couldn't quite say what or why it
shoul d so disturb him

"Mna, is this wise?" he asked.

M na ignored him Singing the sane song over the second wi zard, she placed her
hand upon his chest. The corpse sat up. "Go join your fellow in the wagon,"
she conmmanded. Palin's eyes blinked. A spasmcontorted his features. Slowy,
the hands with their broken fingers started to raise up, reach out, as if to
grab and seize hold of something only he could see. "I will destroy you," M na
said sternly. "You will obey me." The hands cl enched. The face contorted in
agony, a pain that seemed far worse than the pain of death. "Go," said M na,
poi nti ng.

The corpse gave up the fight. Bowing its head, it wal ked to the wagon. This
time, none of the Knights | aughed.

M na sat back, pale, wan, exhausted. This day had been a sad one for her. The
death of the wonman she |oved as a nother, the anger of her god. She drooped,
her shoul ders sagged. She seened scarcely able to stand under her own power.
Gai dar was noved to pity. He longed to confort and support her, but his duty
canme first.

"Mna, is this wise?" he repeated in a | ow voice, for her ears alone. "Bad
enough we nust haul a coffin about Ansal on, but now we are further burdened by
these two . . . things." He didn't know what name to call them "Wy have you
done this? What purpose does it serve?' He frowned. "It unsettles the nmen."
The anber eyes regarded him Her face was drawn with fatigue and grief, but

t he eyes shone clear, undi nmed, and, as always, they saw right through him
"It unsettles you, Gaidar," she said.

He grunted. His nouth tw sted.

M na turned her gaze to the corpses, sitting on the end of the wagon, staring
out at not hi ng.

"These two wi zards are tied to the kender, Caidar."

"They are hostages, then?" said Gaidar, cheering up. This was sonething he
coul d under st and.

"Yes, Gaidar, if you want to think of it that way. They are hostages. \Wen we

recover the kender and the artifact, they will explain to ne to how it works."
"Il put an extra guard on them™

"That will not be necessary,” Mna said, shrugging. "Think of themnot so nuch
as prisoners, but as animated slabs of neat."

She gazed at them her expression thoughtful. "Wat would you say to an arny

of such as these, Gaidar? An arny of soldiers who obey comuands wi t hout
guestion, soldiers who fight wthout

fear, who have inordinate strength, who fall, only to rise again. Isn't that
t he dream of every commander? We hold their souls in thrall,"” she continued,
musi ng, "and send forth their bodies to do battle. Wat would you say to that,
Gai dar ?"



Gai dar could think of nothing to say. Rather, he could think of too rmuch to
say. He coul d i magi ne not hi ng nore hei nous, nothing

nore obscene.
"Fetch ny horse, Gaidar," Mna ordered. "It is time we left this place of
sorrow. '
Gai dar did as he was told, obeyed that order eagerly.

Mounting her horse, Mna took her place at the head of the nournful caravan.
The Knights fell in around the wagon, form ng an honor guard for the dead. The
wagon's driver cracked his whip, and the heavy draft horses heaved agai nst the
harness. The wagon and its strange burden |urched forward.
The souls of the dead parted for Mna, as did the trees. A trail opened up
t hrough the thick and tangl ed wood that surrounded the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery.
The trail was smooth, for Mna would not have the coffin jostled. She turned
often in her saddle to | ook back to the wagon, to the anber sarcophagus.
Gai dar took his customary place at Mna's side.
The bodies of the two wi zards sat on the back of the wagon, feet dangling,
arnms flaccid, hands resting in their laps. Their eyes stared strai ght ahead
behi nd them Once, Gaidar gl anced back at them He saw two wi spy entities
trailing after the living corpses, like silken scarves caught in the wagon
wheel s.
Their soul s.

He | ooked qui ckly away and did not | ook back again.
4

The Death of Skie

The silver dragon had no idea how much tine had passed since he had first
entered the caverns of Skie, the m ghty blue dragon. The blind silver, Mrror
had no way of judging tine,

for he could not see the sun. He had not seen it since the day of that strange
and terrible storm the day he'd heard the voice in the stormand recogni zed
it, the day the voice had commanded that he bow down and worship, the day he'd
been puni shed for his refusal, struck by the bolt that left himsightless and
di sfigured. That day was nonths past. He had wandered the world since,
stunbling about in human form because a blind human can wal k, whereas a blind
dragon, who cannot fly, is al nobst hel pless.

H dden away in this cave, Mrror knew nothing but night, felt nothing but

ni ght's cool shadows.

M rror had no notion how |l ong he had been here in the lair with the suffering
bl ue dragon. It night have been a day or a year since Skie had sought to make
demands of the One God. Mrror had been an unwitting witness to their

encount er.

Havi ng heard the voice in the stormand recognized it, Mrror had cone seeking
an answer to this strange riddle. If the voice was that of Takhisis, what was
she doing in this world when all the other gods had departed? Thinking it

over, Mrror had decided that Skie might be the one to provide himwth

i nformati on.

M rror had al ways had questions about Skie. Supposedly a Krynn dragon I|ike

hi nsel f, Skie had grown | arger and stronger and nore powerful than any ot her

bl ue dragon in the history of the world. Skie had purportedly turned on his
own ki nd, slaying and devouring themas did the dragon overlords. Mrror had
of ten wondered: Had Skie had truly turned upon his own kind? O had Skie
joined his own kind?

Wth great difficulty, Mrror had managed to find Skie's lair and enter it. He
had arrived in time to witness Skie's punishment by Mna for his presunption
for his perceived disloyalty. Skie had sought to kill Mna, but the |ightning
bolt neant to slay her reflected off her arnmor, struck him The i mense bl ue
dragon was nortal |y wounded.

Desperate to know the truth, Mrror had done what he could to heal Skie. He
had been only partially successful. He was keeping the Blue alive, but the
barbs of the gods are powerful weapons, and Mrror, though a dragon, was



nort al

Mrror left his charge only to fetch water for themboth. Skie drifted in and
out of consciousness. During the tinmes he was awake and lucid, Mrror was able
to question the blue dragon about the One God, a god to whom Mrror was now
able to give a nane. These conversations took place over |long periods of tine,
for Skie was rarely able to remai n conscious | ong.

"She stole the world," Skie said at one point, shortly after he first regained
his senses. "Stole it away and transported it to this part of the universe.
She had | ong pl anned out her actions. Al was in readi ness. She awaited only
the right nonent."

"A nmoment that cane during the Chaos Var,'
quietly, "How are you feeling?"

"I amdying," Skie returned bluntly. "That's how | am feeling."

Had M rror been human, he woul d have told some conforting fal sehood intended
to sooth the dying dragon's final monents. Mrror was not hunman, although he
now wal ked in human form Dragons are not given to telling fal sehoods, not
even those nmeant to confort. Mrror was wi se enough to know that such lies
bring confort only to the living.

Skie was a warrior dragon. A blue dragon, he had flown into battle countl ess
times, had sent many of his foes plunmeting to their deaths. He and his fornmer
rider, the infamous Kitiara uth Matar, had cut a swath of terror and
destruction across half of Ansalon during the War of the Lance. After the
Chaos War, Skie had been one of the few dragons in Ansalon to hold his own
agai nst the alien dragon overlords, Malys and Beryl, finally rising in power
to take his place anong them He had sl aughtered and gorged on ot her dragons,
gaining in strength and power by devouring his own kind. He had built a

hi deous totem of the skulls of his victins.

Mrror could not see the totem but he could sense it nearby. He heard the
voi ces of the dead, accusing, angry, crying out for revenge. Mrror had no
love for Skie. Had they net in battle, Mrror would have fought to defeat his
foe and rejoiced in his destruction.
And Skie woul d have rejoiced in such a death. To die as a warrior

to fall fromthe skies with the blood of your foe wet on your talons, the
taste of lightning on your tongue. That was the way Skie would have wanted to
die. Not this way, not lying helpless, trapped in his lair, his |life passing
fromhimin | abored, gasping breaths; his mghty wings stilled; his bl oodied
talons twitching and scrabbling on the rock floor

No dragon should die this death, Mrror thought to hinself. Not even ny worst
enemnmy. He regretted having used his magic to bring Skie back to life, but
Mrror had to know nore about this One God, he had to find out the truth. He

i nured hinmsel f against pity for his foe and continued aski ng questions. Skie
did not have much tine left to answer.

You say Takhisis planned this removal ," Mrror said, during another
conversation. "You were part of her plan."

Skie grunted. Mrror could hear the nassive body shift itself in an effort to
ease the pain.

"I was the nost inportant part, curse the eon | nmet the conniving bitch. | was
the one who discovered the Portals. Qur world, the world where |I and others of
nmy kind were born, is not like this world. W do not share our world with the
short-lived, the soft-bodies. Qurs is a world of dragons.”

Skie was not able to say this w thout many pauses for breath and grunts of
pain. He was determned to continue his tale. H s voice was weak, but Mrror
could still hear the anger, like a runble of distant thunder

"We roaned our world at will and fought ferocious battles for survival. These
dragons you see here, this Beryl and this Malys, they seemto you enornous and
powerful, but in conparison to those who ruled our world, they are small and
pitiful creatures. That was one reason they came to this world. But | junp
ahead of nyself.

"I could see, as could others of our kind, that our world was grow ng
stagnant. We had no future, our children had no future but to eat or be eaten

Mrror said. He paused, asked



W were not advancing, we were regressing. | was not the only one to seek a
way of f the world, but | was the first to be successful. Using ny magic,

di scovered the roads that led through the ethers to worlds far beyond our own.
| grew skilled at traveling these roads. Oten the roads saved nmy life, for if
| was threatened by one of the Elders, | had only to junp into the ethers to
escape.

"It was while | was inside the ethers that | cane upon Her Dark Majesty." Skie
ground his teeth as he spoke, as if he would be glad to grind her between
them "1 had never seen a god before. | had never before behel d anything so
magni fi cent, never been in the presence of such power. | bowed before her and
of fered nmyself to her as her servant. She was fascinated by the roads through
the ethers. | was not so enanored of her that | foolishly revealed their
secrets to her, but | gave her enough information so that she could see how
they m ght be of use to her.

"Takhi sis brought me to her world that she called Krynn. She told ne that on
Krynn she was but one of many gods. She was the

nost powerful, she said, and because of that, the others feared her and were
constantly conspiring agai nst her. She would one day be triunmphant over them
and on that day she would give ne rich reward. | would rule Krynn and the
soft-bodies who lived on it This was to be nmy world in exchange for ny

servi ces. Needl ess

to say, she lied."

Anger stirred in Mrror, anger at the overweening anbition that gave no

t hought or care to any of those living on the world that was apparently little
nore than a bauble to Queen Takhisis. Mrror took care to keep his own anger

hi dden. He had to hear all that Skie had to tell. Mrror had to know what had
happened. He could not change the past, but he might be able to affect the
future.

"I was young then," Skie continued, "and the young of our species are the size
of the blue dragons on Krynn. Queen Takhisis paired ne with Kitiara—a favorite
of the Dark Queen. Kitiara ..."

Skie was silent, renmenbering. He gave a deep sigh, an aching sigh of |onging.
"Qur battles together were glorious. For the first tine, | |earned that one
could fight for nore than survival —ene could fight for honor, for the joy of
the battle, for the glory in victory.

At first, | despised the weaklings who inhabit this world: humans and the
rest. | could not see why the gods permitted themto exist. Soon, | came to
find them fascinating—XKitiara, especially. Courageous, bold, never doubting
hersel f, know ng exactly what she wanted and reaching out to seize it. Ah,
what a goddess she woul d have nade."

Ski e paused. His breath cane with a painful catch. "I will see her again. |
know | will. Together, we will fight... and ride once nore to glory...."

"And all this time," Mrror said, |eading Skie back to the main topic, "you
wor ked for Takhisis. You established the road that would take her here, to
this part of the universe."

"I did. I made all ready for her. She had only to wait for the right tine."
"But, surely, she could not have foreseen the Chaos War?" A terrible thought
cane to Mrror. "Or did that cone about through her machi nati ons?"

Skie snorted in disgust. "Cl ever Takhisis may be, but she is not that clever.
Per haps she had sone inkling that Chaos was trapped inside the Gaygem If so,
she had only to wait—for what is time to her, she is a god—for sone fool to
let himloose. If it had not been that, she would have found sone ot her neans.
She was constantly watching for her chance. As it was, the Chaos War played
right into her hands. Al was in readiness. She nade a show of fleeing the
worl d, w thdrawi ng her support and her power, |eaving those who relied on her
hel pl ess. She had to do that, for she would need all her power for the
enornmous task that awaited her

"The monent came. In the instant that Chaos was defeated, the energy rel eased
was i mense. Takhi sis harnessed that energy, conbined it with her own power,
and wenched the world free of its noorings, brought it along the roads | had



created with my magic, and set it here, in this part of the universe. Al of
t hi s happened

so fast that no one on the world was aware of the shift. The gods thensel ves,
caught up in the desperate battle for survival, had no inkling of her plan

and once they realized what was happeni ng,

they were so depleted of their own power that they were hel pless to stop her
"Takhi sis snatched the world away fromthemand hid it fromtheir sight. Al
proceeded as she had planned. Bereft of the gods' blessing, stripped of their
magi ¢, the people of the world were thrown into turnoil and despair. She
hersel f was exhausted, so weak that she was reduced to al nost nothing. She
needed time to heal herself, time to rest. But she wasn't worried. The |onger
the people were without a god, the greater their need. Wen she returned, they
woul d be so thankful and relieved that they woul d be her abject slaves. She
made one minor miscal cul ation.”

"Malys," said Mrror. "Beryl and the rest."”

"Yes. They were intrigued by this new toy that had suddenly

dropped down anong them Wary of struggling to survive

intheir world, they were only too happy to take over this one. Takhisis was
too weak to stop them She could do nothing but watch in hel pless frustration
as they seized rulership of the
world. Still, she lied to me and continued to pronm se ne that soneday, when
she was again powerful, she would destroy the usurpers and give the world to
me. | believed her for a while, but the years passed, and Malystryx and Beryl
and the rest grew nore powerful still. They killed the dragons of Krynn and
feasted on themand built their totens, and | heard nothing from Takhi sis.

"As for me, | could see this world degenerating into a world |Iike the one

had left. |I |ooked back with joy to ny days of battle with Kitiara. | wanted
nothing nore to do with ny kind, nothing nore to do with the pathetic wetches
who popul ated this place. | went to Takhisis and denanded paymnent.

""Keep the world," | said to her. 'l have no need of it. | do not want it.
Restore Kitiara to ne. W will travel the roads together. Together we wil
find a world where glory awaits us.' "

"She prom sed nme she would. In a place called the Gray, | would find Kitiara's
soul. | sawthe Gray. | went there. O thought | did." Skie runbled deep in
his chest. "You heard the rest. You heard Mna, the Dark Queen's new toady.
You heard her tell me how | had been betrayed."

"Yet, others saw you depart. "

"Qt hers saw what she neant themto see, just as all saw what she nmeant themto
see at the end of the Chaos War."

Skie fell silent, brooding over his wongs. Mrror listened to the bl ue
dragon's | abored breathing. Skie mght live for hours or days. Mrror had no
way of knowi ng. He could not find out where Skie was wounded, and Skie hinself
would not tell him Mrror wondered if the wound was not so much heart-deep as
soul - deep.

M rror changed the subject to turn Skie's thoughts. "Takhisis faced a new
t hreat +he dragon overlords."

"The overlords." Skie grunted. "Yes, they were a problem Takhisis had hoped
that they would continue to fight and eventually
slay each other, but the overlords agreed to a truce. Peace was decl ared.
Peopl e began to grow conpl acent. Takhisis feared at s°on people would start to
wor ship the overlords, as sone
were al ready doing, and have no need of her. The Dark Queen was not yet strong
enough to battle them She had to find a way to increase her power. She had

| ong recogni zed and | amented the waste of energy that passed out of the world
with the souls of the dead. She conceived a way to inprison the dead within
the world, and thus she was able to use themto steal away the wild nagic and
feed it to her. \When she deened she was strong enough to return, she cane
back, the night of the storm"

"Yes," said Mrror. "I heard her voice. She called to me to join her |egions,
to worship her as my god. | might have, but something



stopped me. My heart knew that voice, if ny head did not. And so | was
puni shed. |-

He halted. Skie had begun to stir, trying to lift his great bulk fromthe
floor of the lair.

"What is it? What are you doi ng?"

"You had best hide yourself," said Skie, struggling desperately

to regain his feet. "Malys is comng."

"Malys!" Mrror repeated, alarned.

"She has heard | am dying. Those cowardly ninions who used to serve ne nust

have raced to her with the glad tidings. The great vulture cones to steal ny

totem | should let her! Takhisis has usurped the totens for her own use.
Mal ys takes her worst enemy to bed with her every night. Let the red
nmonster cone. | will fight her with my |ast breath—=

Skie mght be raving, as Mrror truly thought he was, but the Blue's advice to
hi de was sound. Even had he not been blind, Mrror would have avoi ded a fight
with the i mense red dragon, much as he hated and | oathed her. Mrror had seen
too many of his kind caught and crushed in the nmighty jaws, set ablaze by her
horrific fire. Brute strength alone could not overcome this alien creature.
The | argest, strongest dragon ever to wal k Krynn would be no match for

Mal yst ryx.

Not even a god had dared face her

Mrror shifted back to human form He felt very fragile and vulnerable in the
soft skin, the thin and delicate bones, the paltry rmuscul ature. Yet, a blind
human coul d manage in this

world. Mrror began to grope his way around Skie's massive body. Mrror

pl anned to retreat, nove deeper into the twi sting maze of corridors in the
Blue's labyrinthine lair. Mrror was feeling his way about, when his hand

t ouched sonet hi ng snooth and col d.

A shiver passed through his arm Mrror could not see, but he knew i nmedi ately
what he had touched—Skie's totem made of skulls of his victinms. Shuddering,

M rror snatched his hand away and al nmost [ ost his balance in his haste. He

stunbled into the wall, steadied hinmself, used the wall to guide his steps.
"Wait," Skie's voice hissed through the dark corridors. "You did ne a favor,
Silver. You kept ne fromdeath by her foul hands. Because of you, | can die on
my own terns, with what dignity | have left. I will do you a favor in return

The ot hers of your kind—the Golds and Silvers—you' ve searched for them and
you cannot find them True enough?"

Mrror was reluctant to admit this, even to a dying blue dragon. He made no
reply but continued groping his way al ong the passage.

"They did not flee in fear," Skie continued. "They heard Takhi sis's voice the
night of the storm Some of themrecognized it, understood what it neant. They
left the world to try to find the gods.™

M rror paused, turned his sightless face to the sound of Skie's voice.
Qut si de, he could now hear what Skie had heard | ong before hi mthe beating of
enor nous W ngs.

"It was a trap," Skie said. "They left, and now they cannot return. Takhisis
hol ds them pri soner, as she holds the souls of the dead prisoner."

"What can be done to free then?" Mrror asked.

"I have told you all | know," Skie replied. "My debt to you is paid, Silver.
You had best make haste."

Movi ng as fast as possible, Mrror slipped and slid down

t he Passage. He had no notion of where he was goi ng, but

guessed that he was traveling deeper into the lair. He kept his

right hand on the wall, noved with the wall, never let go. Thus,

he reasoned, he would be able to find his way out. Wen he heard Malys's

voi ce, strident and high-pitched—an odd sound to cone from such a massive
creature—M rror halted. Keeping his hand firmy against the wall, he hunkered
down onto the snooth floor, shrouded in the lair's cool darkness. He quieted
even his breathing, fearful that she m ght hear himand cone seeking him
Mrror crouched in the blue dragon's lair and awaited the outcone



with dread.
Ski e knew he was dying. Hs heart lurched and shivered in his rib cage. He
fought for every breath. He longed to |lie down and rest, to close his eyes, to
| ose hinself in the past. To once nore spread his wings that were the col or of
heaven and fly up anmong the clouds. To hear Kitiara's voice again, her firm
conmmands,

her nmocking |l aughter. To feel her hands, sure and capable, on the reins,
guiding himunerringly to the fiercest, hottest part of the battle. To revel
again in the clash of arms and snmell the blood, to feel the flesh rend beneath
his talons and hear Kitiara's exultant battle cry, challenging all coners. To
return to the stables, have his wounds dressed, and wait for her to cone, as
she always did, to sit down beside himand relive the battle. She would cone
to him |eaving behind those puny humans who sought to | ove her. Dragon and
rider, they were a teama deadly team
"So, Skie," said a voice, a hated voice. Malys's head thrust inside the
entrance to the lair, blotted out the sunlight. "I was
m si nforned. You're not dead yet, | see."
Skie roused hinmself. H's dreams, his menories had been very real. This was
unreality.
"No, | amnot dead," he grow ed. Hi s talons dug deep into the rock, fighting
agai nst the pain, forcing hinmself to remain standing.

Mal ys insinuated nore of her great bulk inside his |air—her head and
shoul ders, front talons and neck. Her wi ngs renmai ned folded at her side, her
hind feet and tail dangled down the cliff
face. Her small, cruel eyes swept over himdisdainfully.

Di scounting him she searched for the reason she had come—his totem She found
it, elevated in the center of the lair, and her
eyes gli stened.

"Don't mind ne," she said coolly. "You were dying, | believe. Please continue.
| don't nean to interrupt. |I just came to collect a few nenentos of our tine
t oget her . "

Reachi ng out her talon, Milys began to weave a mmgi cal web around the skulls
of his totem Skie saw eyes in the skulls of the totem He could sense his
Queen's presence. Takhisis had no care for him Not anynore. He was of no use
to her now She had eyes only for Malys. Fine. Skie wi shed themjoy together
They deserved each ot her.

H s legs trenbled. They could not support his weight any |onger, and he
slunped to the floor of his lair. He was angry with hinmsel f, furious. He had
to fight, to take a stand, to at |east |eave his mark upon Malys. He was so
weak, shivering. H's heart pounded as if it would burst in his chest.

"Skie, ny lovely Blue!" Kitiara's voice cane to him nocking, |aughing. "What,
you sluggard, still asleep? Wake up! W have battles to fight this day. Death
to deal. Qur enenies do not

sl unmber, you may be certain of that."

Ski e opened his eyes. There she stood before him her blue dragon arnor
shining in the sun. Kitiara smled her crooked smle and, lifting her arm she
poi nt ed.

"There stands your foe, Skie. You have one fight left in you. One nore battle
to go. Then you may rest."

Skie raised his head. He could not see Malys. Hi s sight was going rapidly,
draining away with his life. He could see Kitiara, though, could see where she
pointed. He drew in a breath, his |last breath. He had better nake it a good
one.

The breath mingled with the sulfur in his belly. He exhal ed.

Li ght ni ng cracked and sizzled, split the air. Thunder booned, shook the
nmount ai n. The sound was horrendous, but he could still hear Malys's shriek of
rage and pain. He could not see what danmage

had done to her, but he guessed it had been consi derable.

Enraged, Malys attacked him Her razor-sharp talons dug through his scales,
ripped apart his flesh, tore a gaping hole in his flank



Skie felt nothing, no nore pain, no nore fear

Pl eased, he let his head sink to the floor of his lair.

"Well done, ny lovely Blue," cane Kitiara's voice, and he was proud to fee
the touch of her hand on the side of his neck. "Wll done. "

Ski e's weak thunderbolt had caused Malys no real harm beyond a jarring,
tingling sensation that danced through her body and knocked a | arge chunk of
scaly flesh off the joint of her upper left foreleg. She felt the pain nore to
her pride than to her great, bloated body, and she | ashed out at the dying
Skie, ripping and rending his flesh until the lair was awash w th bl ood.
Eventual l y,

she realized she was doi ng nothing but maltreating an unfeeling corpse.

Her fury spent, Mlys resumed her dismantling of his totem prepared it for
transport back to her lair in the new Goodl und Range, the Peak of Malys.

@ oating over her prize, eyeing with satisfaction the |arge nunber of skulls,
Mal ys coul d feel her own power swell just handling them

She had never had much use for Krynn dragons. In a world where they were the
dom nant species, Krynn dragons were feared and revered by the rest of the
worl d's puny inhabitants and had thus becone spoiled. Sonetinmes, it was true,
Krynn's soft-skins had taken up arms agai nst the dragons. Malys had heard
accounts of these contests from Skie, heard himgo on and on about sone event
known as the War of the Lance, about the thrill of battle and the bonds forned
bet ween dragonrider and dragon

Clearly Skie had been away fromhis native world for too long, if he

consi dered such childlike flailings to be true battles. Milys had gone up

agai nst a few of these dragonriders, and she'd never seen anything so anusing
in her life. She thought back to

her old world, where not a day went by but that sone bl oody fieht erupted to
establ i sh hi erarchy anong the clan.

Survi val had been a daily battle, then, one reason Malys and the others had
been glad to find this fat and lazy world. She did not mss those cruel tines,
but she tended to | ook back upon themw th nostalgia, |ike an old war veteran
reliving his past. She and her kind had taught these weakling Krynn dragons a
val uabl e | esson-those who survived. The Krynn dragons had bowed down before
her, had promi sed to serve and worship her. And then came the night of that
strange storm

The Krynn dragons changed. Malys could not say exactly what was different. The
Reds and Bl acks and Bl ues continued to serve her, to cone when summoned and
answer her every beck and call, but she had the feeling they were up to
sormet hi ng.

She woul d often catch themin whi spered conversations that broke off whenever
she appeared. And, of late, several had gone missing. She'd received reports
of Krynn dragons bearing dragonri ders—bark Kni ghts of Neraka—nto battle

agai nst the Sol ammi cs at Sol ant hus.

Mal ys had no objections to the dragons killing Sol amics, but she should have
been consulted first. Lord Targonne woul d have done so, but he had been sl ain,
and it was in the reports of his death that Malys had first heard the nost

di sturbing news of all—the appearance on Krynn of a god.

Mal ys had heard runors of this god—the very god who had brought the world to
this part of the universe. Malys had seen no signs of this god, however, and
could only conclude that the god had been daunted by her arrival and had
abandoned the field. The idea that the god might be lying | ow, building up her
strength, never occurred to Mal ys—not surprising, for she cane froma world
devoid of guile, a world ruled by strength and m ght.

Mal ys began to hear reports of this One God and of the One God's chanpi on—a
human girl-child named M na. Malys did not Pay much attention to these, mainly
because this Mna did nothing

to annoy Malys. Mna's actions actually pleased Malys. M na renoved the
shield fromover Silvanesti and destroyed the

sniveling, self-serving green dragon, Cyan Bl oodbane. The

Silvanesti elves were properly cowed, crushed beneath the boots of the Dark



Kni ght s.

Mal ys had not been pleased to hear that her cousin Beryl was about to attack
the Iand of the Qualinesti elves. Not that Mlys cared anything for the elves,
but such actions broke the pact. Malys didn't trust Beryl, didn't trust her
anbition and her greed. Malys m ght have been tenpted to intervene and put a
stop to this, but she had been assured by Lord Targonne, |ate | eader of the
Dark Knights, that he had the situation under control. Too |ate Mlys found
out that Targonne didn't even have his own
situation under control

Beryl flew off to attack and destroy Qualinesti, and she was successful. The
Qualinesti elves were now fleeing the weckage of their honeland like the
vernmn they were. True, Beryl nmanaged to get herself killed in the process,
but she had al ways been an inpul sive, over-enotional, irrational ninconpoop
The green dragon's death was reported to Malys by two of Beryl's m nions—+ed
dragons, who cringed and grovel ed properly but who, Mlys suspected, were
chortling out of the sides of their nouths.

Malys did not |ike the way these reds gl oated over her cousin's death. They
didn't show the proper respect. Nor did Malys like what she heard of the
reports of Beryl's death. It had the whiff of the god about it. Beryl m ght
have been a brayi ng donkey of a dragon, but she was an i nmense and power f ul
beast, and Malys coul d not envision any circunstances under which a band of

el ves coul d have taken her down without divine assistance.

One of the Krynn dragons gave Malys the idea of seizing Beryl's totem He had
happened to mention the totem wondered what they were going to do with it.
Power radiated fromthe totemstill, even after Beryl's death. There was sone
tal k anong her surviving human generals that they m ght make use of it
t hensel ves, if they could figure out how to harness the magic.
Appal | ed by the idea of humans laying their filthy hands on sonething so
powerful and sacred as the totem WMalys flew

imediately to claimit for herself. She used her magic to transport

it to her lair, added the skulls of Beryl's victinms to the skulls £ her own.
She drew upon the magic and felt it well up inside her naking her stronger
nore powerful than ever. Then cane the report from Mna that she had slain the
m ghty Ski e.

Mal ys wasted no tinme. So much for this god. She had best creep back into
what ever hol e she had crawl ed out of. Malys wapped Skie's totemin magi c and
prepared to carry it off. Pausing,

she glanced at the mangl ed remai ns of the great blue dragon, and wondered if
she shoul d add his head to the totem

"He does not deserve such distinction," Malys said, shoving aside a bit of
Skie's bone and flesh with a disdainful toe. "Mad, that's what he was. |nsane.
Hs skull would likely be a curse.™

She gl owered at the wound on her shoul der. The bl eedi ng had stopped, but the
burned fl esh stung and ached, the damage to the nuscle was causing her front
foreleg to stiffen. The wound woul d not inpede her flying, however, and that
was all that mattered

Gathering up the skulls in her nagical web, Milys prepared to depart. Before
| eaving, she sniffed the air, took one last | ook around. She had noticed

somet hing strange on her arrival—an odd snell. At first she'd been unable to
determ ne the nature of the smell, but now she recognized it. Dragon. One of
t hose Krynn dragons and, unless Malys was much nistaken, a Krynn netallic

dr agon.

Mal ys searched the chanber of Skie's lair in which his body |ay, but found no
trace of a netallic dragon: no gol den scal es |lying about, no silver scrapings
on the walls. At length, Malys gave up. Her wound pai ned her. She wanted to
return to the dark and restful sanctuary of her lair and build up her totem
Hol di ng fast to the web-encased skulls of the totem and favoring

her wounded | eg, Malys worned her massive body out of the lair of the dead
Bl ue and fl apped off eastward.



5

The Silver Dragon and the Bl ue

Mrror remained in hiding until he was certain beyond doubt that Mlys was
gone and that she woul d not

return. He had heard the battle, and he'd even felt pride in Skie for standing
up to the heinous red dragon, experienced a twinge of pity at Skie's death.
Mrror heard Malys's furious roar of pain, heard her rip apart Skie's body.
When he felt a trickle of warmliquid flow past his hand, Mrror guessed that
it was Skie's bl ood.

Yet now that Malys was gone, Mrror wondered what he woul d do. He put his hand
to his maimed eyes, cursed his handi cap

He was in possession of inportant information about the true nature of the One
God. He knew what had becone of the netallic dragons, and he coul d do not hing
about any of it. Mrror realized he was going to have to do sonmething—go in
search of food and water. The odor of dragon bl ood was strong, but through it
he could just barely detect the scent of water. He used his magic to shift
back to his dragon form for his sense of

snell was better in that formthan this puny human body. He invariably | ooked
forward to the shifting, for he felt cranped and vul nerable in the frail,

wi ngl ess human form with its soft skin and fragil e bones.

He flowed into the dragon's body, enjoying the sensation as a human enjoys in
a long, luxurious stretch. He felt nore secure with his arnored scales, felt
better bal anced on four legs than on two. He could see far nore clearly, could
spot a deer running through a field mles bel ow him

O, rather, | could have once seen nore clearly, he anended. Hi s sense of

snel |l now nuch nore acute, he was soon able to find a streamthat flowed

t hrough the cavernous lair.

Mrror drank his fill and then, his thirst slaked, he next considered easing
hi s hunger pangs. He snelled goat. Skie had brought down a mountain goat and
not yet had a chance to eat it. Once he quieted the runblings of his belly,
Mrror would be able to think nore clearly.

He hoped to avoid returning to the main chanber where the remmants of Skie's
body lay, but his senses told himthat the goat neat he sought was in that
chanmber. Hunger drove Mrror back. The floor was wet and slippery w th bl ood.
The stench of bl ood and death hung heavy in the air. Perhaps it was this that
dulled Mrror's senses or perhaps the hunger made hi m carel ess. Whatever the
reason, he was startled beyond nmeasure to hear a voice, dire and cold, echo in
t he chanber.

"I thought at first you nmust be responsible for this," said the dragon
speaking in the | anguage of dragons. "But now | realize that | was wong. You
could not have brought down the m ghty Skie. You can barely nove about this
cavern wi thout bunping into things."

Cal ling defensive magical spells to mind, Mrror turned his sightless head to
face the unknown speaker—a bl ue dragon, by the sound of his voice and the
faint scent of brimstone that hung about him The blue nust have flown in the
main entrance to Skie's lair. Mrror had been so preoccupied with his hunger
that he had not heard him

"I did not slay Skie," said Mrror. "Wo did, then? Takhisis?"

Mrror was surprised to hear her nane, then realized that he Wuldn't be. He
was not the only one to have recogni zed t hat

voice in the storm

"You mght say that. The girl called Mna w el ded the magical bolt that

brought about his death. She acted in self-defense. Skie attacked her first,
claimng that she had betrayed him"

"OfF course she betrayed him" said the Blue. "Wen did she ever do anything

el se?"

"I am confused," said Mrror. "Are we speaking of Mna or

Takhi si s?"

"They are one and the same, to all intents and purposes. So what are you doing



here, Silver, and why is the stench of Malys heavy about the place?"

"Malys took away Skie's totem Skie was nortally wounded, yet he still nanaged
to defy her. He wounded her, | think, though probably not severely. He was too
weak. She did this to himin retaliation.'

"Good for him" grow ed the Blue. "I hope gangrene sets in and she rots. But

you didn't answer ny first question, Silver. Wy are you here?"

"I had questions," said Mrror

"Did you receive answers?"

"I did," said Mrror.

"Were you surprised to hear these answers?"

"No, not really,” Mrror admtted. "What is your name? | amcalled Mrror."
"Ah, the Guardian of the G tadel of Light. | amcalled Razor. | am—the Bl ue
paused and when he next spoke, his voice was heavy and tinged with grief—I
was the partner of Marshal Medan of Qualinesti. He is dead, and | amon ny own
now. You, bejng a Silver, mght be interested to hear that Qualinesti has been
destroyed, " Razor added. "The Lake of Death, the elves call it. That is al
that is left of the once-beautiful city."

Mrror was suspicious, wary. "I can't believe this!"

"Believe it," said Razor grimy. "I saw the destruction with ny own eyes. |
was too |late to save the Marshal, but | did see the great, green dragon Beryl
nmeet her death." H's tone held grimsatisfaction

"I would be interested to hear the account,"” said Mrror

The Bl ue chuckl ed. "1 inmagi ne you woul d. The el ves of

Qual inesti were warned of her coming, and they were ready for her. They stood
on their rooftops and fired thousands of arrows at her. Attached to each arrow
was cord that soneone had strengthened with magi c. The el ves thought it was
their magic, naturally. It wasn't. It was her magic."

" Takhi si s?"

"Sinmply ridding herself of another rival and the elves at the same tinme. The
t housands of strands of magical cord formed a net over Beryl, dragged her down
fromthe skies. The elves planned to kill her as she lay hel pless on the
ground, but their plans went awy. The elves had worked with the dwarves, you
see, to dig tunnels beneath the ground of Qualinesti. Miny el ves managed to
escape through these tunnels, but, in the end, they proved to be Qualinesti's
undoi ng. When Beryl |anded on the ground, her great weight caused the tunnels
to collapse, formng

a huge chasm She sank deep into the ground. The waters of the White-Rage
River left their banks and flowed into the chasm flooding Qualinesti and
turning it into a gigantic |ake. A Lake of Death."

"Beryl dead," Mrror murmured. "Skie dead. The Qualineseti |ands destroyed.
One by one, Takhisis rids herself of her enemes."

"Your enemes, too, Silver," said Razor. "And mine. These overlords, as they
call themsel ves, have slain many of our kind. You should rejoice in our
Queen's victory over them Watever you may think of her, she is the goddess
of our world, and she fights for us."

"She fights for no one but herself,” Mrror retorted. "As she has al ways done
This is all her fault. If Takhisis had not stolen away the world, these

overl ords woul d have never found us. Those who have died would be alive today:
dragons, el ves,

, kender. The great dragons murdered them but Takhisis herself is ultimately
responsi ble for their deaths, for she brought

us here.”

"Stole the world . . ." Razor repeated. H s claws scratched agai nst the rock
He shifted his tail slowy back and forth, his wings stirred restlessly. "So
that is what she did."

"According to Skie, yes. So he told ne."

"And why would he tell you, Silver?" Razor asked, sneering.

"Because | tried to save his life."

"He a blue dragon, your nost hated eneny! And you tried to save his life!"
Razor scoffed. "I am not sone hatchling to swallow this kender tale."



Mrror couldn't see the Blue, but he could guess what he | ooked like. A
veteran warrior, his blue scales would be shining

cl ean, perhaps with a few scars of his prowess on his chest and head.
"My reasons for saving himwere col d- bl ooded enough to satisfy even you,"

Mrror returned. "I canme to Skie seeking answers to my questions. | could not
let himdie and take those answers to the grave with him | used him | admt
it. I amnot proud of nyself, but at |east, because of ny aid, he managed to

live long enough to strike a bl ow against Malys. For that, he thanked ne."
The Blue was silent. Mrror could not tell what Razor was thinking. Hs claws
scraped the rock, his wi ngs brushed the blood-tainted air of the lair, his
tail sw shed back and forth. Mrror had spells ready, should Razor decide to
fight. The contest would not be equal —a seasoned, veteran Bl ue against a blind
Silver. But at least, like Skie, Mrror would | eave his mark upon his eneny.
"Takhi sis stole the world." Razor spoke in thoughtful tones. one brought us
here. She is, as you say, responsible. Yet, she is our goddess as of old, and
she fights to avenge us agai nst our enenies.”

"Her enemes," said Mrror coldly. "Else she would not bother."

"Tell me, Silver," Razor chall enged, "what did you feel when you first heard
her voice. Did you feel a stirring in your heart, in your soul? Did you fee
not hi ng of this?"

"I felt it,” Mrror admitted. "Wien | first heard the voice in the storm |
knew it to be the voice of a god, and | thrilled to hear it. The child whose
father beats himw Il yet cling to that parent, not because he is a good or

wi se parent, but because he is the only parent the child knows. But then I
began to ask questions, and nmy questions led nme here."

"Questions," Razor said dismss!lvely. "A good sol dier never questions. He
obeys. "

"Then why haven't you joined her armes?" Mrror demanded. "Wy are you here
in Skie's lair, if not to ask questions of hinP" Razor had no response. Was he
br oodi ng, thinking things over or was he angry, planning to attack? Mrror

couldn't tell, and he was suddenly tired of this conversation, tired and
hungry. At the thought of food, his stomach runbl ed.

"If we are going to battle,” Mrror said, "I ask that we do it after | have
eaten. | am fam shed, and unless | ammi staken, | snell fresh goat neat in the
lair."

"I amnot going to fight you," said Razor inpatiently. "Wat honor is there in
fighting a blind foe? The goat you seek is over to your left, about two

tal on-lengths away. My mate's skull is in one of those totens. Perhaps, if we
had not been brought to this place, she would be alive today. Still," the Blue
added rmoodily, slashing his tail, "Takhisis is ny goddess."

Mrror had no help to offer the Blue. Mrror had solved his own crisis of
faith. Hs had been relatively easy, for none of his kind had ever worshi ped
Takhi sis. Their love and their loyalty bel onged to Pal adi ne, God of Light.
Was Pal adi ne out there sonewhere searching for his lost children? After the
storm the netallic dragons left to find the gods, or so Skie had said. They
nmust have failed, for Takhisis remained unrivaled. Yet, Mrror believed,

Pal adi ne still exists. Somewhere the God of Light is |ooking for us. Takhisis
shrouds us in darkness, hides us fromhis sight. Like castaways |ost at

sea, we rmust find a way to signal those who search the vast ocean that is the
uni ver se

Mrror settled down to devour the goat. He did not offer to share. The Bl ue
woul d be well fed, for he could see his prey. When Mrror wal ked the land in
human form he carried a begging

bow, lived off scraps. This was the first fresh nmeat he'd eaten in a long
time and he nmeant to enjoy it. He had some notion now of what he could do, if
he could only find the means to do it. First, though, he had to rid hinself of
this Blue, who appeared to think he had found a friend.

Bl ues are social dragons, and Razor was in no hurry to | eave. He settled down
to chat. He had seened initially a dragon of few words, but now they poured
out of him as though he was relieved to be able to tell someone what was in



his heart. He described the death of his mate, he spoke with sorrow and pride
of Marshal Medan, he tal ked about a Dark Kni ght dragonrider named Gerard.
Mrror listened with half his brain, the other half toying with an idea.
Fortunately, eating saved himfromthe necessity of replying beyond a grunt or
two. By the tine Mrror's hunger was assuaged, Razor had once nore fallen
silent. Mrror heard the dragon stir and hoped that finally the Blue was ready
to | eave

Mrror was m staken. Razor was merely shifting his bulk to obtain a nore
confortable position

If I can't get rid of him Mrror decided dourly, 1'll make use of him

"What do you know of the dragon-skull totens?" Mrror asked cautiously.
"Enough." Razor grow ed. "As | said, my mate's skull adorns one of them Wy
do you ask?"

"Skie said sonmething about the totenms. He said"-Mrror had

to do some fancy nental shuffling to keep fromrevealing all Skie

had sai d about the totenms and the missing metallic dragons—

"somet hi ng about Takhi si s having taken them over, subverted

themto her own use."

What does that nean? It's all very vague," Razor stated.

"Sorry, but he didn't say anything nore. He sounded half crazy when he said
it. He may have been raving."

"Fromwhat | have heard, one person al one knows the m nd of Takhisis, and that
is the girl Mna, the |leader of the One God's arnies. | have spoken to many
dragons who have joined her. They say that this Mna is bel oved of Takhisis
and that she carries with her the goddess's blessing. |If anyone knows the
nmystery of the totenms, it would be Mna. Not that this means nuch to you,
Silver."

"On the contrary,” Mrror said thoughtfully, "it mght nean nore than you

i mgine. | knew Mna as a child."

Razor snorted, skeptical

"I am Guardi an of the Citadel, remenber?" Mrror said. "She was a foundling of
the Citadel. | knew her."

"Perhaps you did, but she would consider you her eneny now. "

"So one would think,” Mrror agreed. "But she came upon me only a few nonths
ago. | was in human shape, blind, weak, and al one. She knew ne then and spared
nmy life. Perhaps she

renmenber ed our experiences together when she was a child. She was al ways
aski ng questi ons—=

"She spared you out of sentinental weakness." Razor snorted. "Humans, even the
best of them all have this failing."

Mrror said nothing, carefully hid his smle. Here was a blue dragon who coul d

grieve for his dead rider and still chide a human for being sentinentally
attached to people from her youth.

"Still, in this instance, the failing could prove useful to us," Razor
continued. He gave a refreshing shake, fromhis head to the tip of his tail
and flexed his wings. "Very well. We will confront this Mna, find out what is
goi ng on."

"Did you say 'we'?" Mrror asked, astounded. He truly thought he hadn't heard
correctly, although the words "we" and "1" in the | anguage of dragons are very
di stinct and easily distinguished.

"I said'"—Razor lifted his voice, as though Mrror were deaf, as well as

blind—that we will go together to confront this Mna and demand to know our
Queen's pl ans—

"Inmpossible,” said Mrror shortly. Watever he hinself planned, it did not
i nvol ve partnering with a Blue. "You see ny

handi cap. "

"I see it," said Razor. "A grievous injury, yet it does not seemto have

st opped you from doi ng what you needed to do. You cane here, didn't you?"
Mrror couldn't very well deny that. "I travel on foot, slowy. | amforced to
beg for food and shelter—



"W don't have tine for such nonsense. Begging! O humans!" Razor shook his
head so that his scales rattled. "I would think you woul d have rmuch rat her
died of starvation. You nust ride with ne. Time is short. Mnentous events are
happening in the world. We don't have tine to waste trudging along at a
human' s pace. "

Mrror didn't know what to say. The idea of a blind silver dragon riding on
the back of a Blue was so utterly ludicrous as to make himsorely tenpted to

[ augh out | oud.

"I'f you do not cone with ne," Razor added, seeing that Mrror was apparently
havi ng trouble making up his mnd, "I will be forced to slay you. You speak
very glibly about certain information Skie gave you, yet you are vague and
evasive when it cones to the rest. | think Skie told you nore than you are
willing to admit to me. Therefore you will either come with me where | can
keep an eye on you, or | will see to it that the information dies with you.
Mrror had never nmore bitterly regretted his blindness than at this nonent. He
supposed that the noble thing to do would be to defy the Blue and die in a
brief and brutal battle. Such a death would be honorabl e, but not very
sensible. Mrror was, so far as he knew, one of two beings on Krynn who were
aware of the departure of his fellow gold and silver dragons, who had fl own
off on the wings of magic to find the gods, only to be trapped and inprisoned
by the One God. M na was the other being who knew this, and although Mrror
did not think that she would tell him anything, he would never know for
certain until he had spoken to her

"You leave ne little choice,"” said Mrror

"Such was ny intent," Razor replied, not snug, nerely matter-of-fact.

Mrror altered his form abandoning his strong, powerful dragon body for the
weak, fragile body of a human. He took on the aspect of a young man with
silver hair, wearing the white robes of a nystic of the Citadel. He wore a

bl ack cloth around his hideously injured eyes.

Moving slowy on his human feet, he groped about with his human hands. Hi s
shuffling footsteps stunbled over every rock in the lair. He slipped in Skie's
bl ood and fell to his knees, cutting the weak flesh. Mrror was thankful for
one bl essing—he did not have to see the | ook of pity on Razor's face.

The Blue was a soldier, and he made no gibes at Mrror's expense. Razor even
guided Mrror's steps with a steadying talon, assisted himto crawl upon the
Bl ue's broad back.

The stench of death was strong in the lair where lay Skie's maltreated corpse.
Both Blue and Silver were glad to | eave. Perched on the | edge of the cavern,
Razor drew in a breath of fresh air, spread his wi ngs and took to the cl ouds.
Mrror held on tightly to the Blue's mane, pressed his legs into Razor's

fl anks.

"Hold on," Razor warned. He soared high into the air, wheeled about in a huge
arc. Mrror guessed what Razor planned and held on tightly, as he'd been

or der ed.

Mrror felt Razor's lungs expand, felt the expul sion of breath. He snelt the
bri mst one and heard the sizzle and crackle of Iightning.

A blast and the sound of rock splitting and shattering, then the sound of
tons of rock sliding down the cliff face, runbling and roaring am dst the

t hunder of the lightning bolt. Razor unl eashed another blast, and this tine it
sounded to Mrror as if the entire mountain was falling into rubble.

"Thus passes Khell endros, known as Skie," said Razor. "He was a courageous
warrior and loyal to his rider, as his rider was loyal to him Let this m ght
be said of all of us when it comes our tinme to depart this world."

H s duty done to the dead, Razor dipped his wings in a final salute, then
wheel ed and headed off in a different direction.

Mrror judged by the warnth of the sun on the back of his neck that they were
flying east. He held fast to Razor's mane, feeling the rush of wind strong
against his face. He envisioned the trees, red and gold with the com ng of
autumm, like jewels set against the green velvet cloth of the grasslands. He
saw in his mnd the purple-gray nountains, capped by the first snows of the



seasons. Far below, the blue | akes and snaking rivers with the golden bl ot of

a village, bringing in the autumm wheat, or the gray dot of a manor house with
all its fields around it.

"Why do you weep, Silver?" Razor asked

Mrror had no answer, and Razor, after a nonent's thought, did not repeat the

guesti on.

6

The Stone Fortress of the Mnd

The Wl der elf known as the Lioness watched her husband with grow ng concern
Two weeks had passed since they had heard the terrible news of the Queen

Mot her's death and the destruction of the elven capital of Qualinost. Since
that time, Glthas, the Qualinesti's young king, had barely spoken a word to
anyone—not to her, not to Planchet, not to the nenbers of their escort. He
sl ept by hinself, covering hinmself in his blanket
and rolling away from her when she tried to offer himthe confort of her
presence. He ate by hinself, what small amount he ate. His flesh seened to
melt fromhis bones, and he'd not had that much to spare. He rode by hinsel f,
silent, brooding.

H s face was pale, set in grim tight lines. He did not mourn

He had not wept since the night they'd first heard the dreadfu
tidings. Wen he spoke, it was only to ask a single question: how

much farther until they reached the neeting pl ace?
The Lioness feared that G lthas m ght be slipping back into
the ol d sickness that had pl agued hi mduring those early years
of his enforced rulership of the Qualinesti people. King by title and prisoner
by circunstance, he had fallen into a deep depression that left himlethargic
and uncaring. He had often spent days sleeping in his bed, preferring the
terrors of the dreamworld to those of reality. He had come out of it,
fighting his way back fromthe dark waters in which he'd nearly drowned. He'd
been a good king, using his power to aid the rebels, led by his wife, who
fought the tyranny of the Dark Knights. Al that he had gai ned seened to have
been | ost,

however. Lost with the news of his beloved nother's death and the destruction
of the elven capital

Pl anchet feared the sane. H s Mjesty's bodyguard and
val et de- chanber, Pl anchet had been responsible, along with the Lioness, in
luring Glthas away fromhis nightmare world back to those who | oved and
needed him
"He bl anes himself," said the Lioness, riding alongside Planchet, both gazing
with concern on the lonely figure, who rode al one ami dst his bodyguards, his
eyes fixed unseeing on the road ahead. "He bl ames hinself for |eaving his

nmot her there to die. He blames hinself for the plan that ended up destroying
the city and costing so many hundreds of |ives. He cannot see that because of
his plan Beryl is dead."
"But at a terrible cost," said Planchet. "He knows that his people can never
return to Qualinost. Beryl may be dead, but her armies are not destroyed.
True, many were |lost, but according to the reports, those who remain continue
to burn and ravage our beautiful land."
"What is burned can be restored. What is destroyed can be rebuilt. The
Silvanesti went back to their homes to fight the dream" said the Lioness.
"They took back their homel and. We can do the sane."
"I"'mnot so sure,"” Planchet returned, his eyes fixed on his king. "The
Silvanesti fought the dream but |ook where it |led them+to even greater fear
of the outside world and an attenpt to isolate thensel ves inside the shield.
That proved disastrous."
"The Qualinesti have nore sense,” insisted the Lioness.

Pl anchet shook his head. Not wanting to argue with her, he let the subject
drop. They rode several nmiles in silence, then 'Planchet said quietly, "You
know what is truly wong with GIlthas, don't you?" The Lioness said nothing



for long nonments, then replied

softly, "I think I do, yes."

"He bl anes hinself for not being anong the dead," said
Pl anchet .

Her eyes filling with tears, the Lioness nodded.

Much as he now loathed this life, Glthas was forced to live it. Not for his
sake, for the sake of his people. Lately he began to wonder if that was reason
enough to go on enduring this pain. He saw no hope for anyone, anywhere in
this world. Only one thin strand tethered himto this life: the prom se he had
made to his nmother. He had prom sed Laurana that he would | ead the refugees,

t hose who had nanaged to escape Qualinesti and who were waiting for himon the
edges of the Plains of Dust. A prom se

made to the dead is a prom se that nust be fulfilled.

Still, they never rode past a river but he |looked into it and i magi ned the
peace he would find as the waters closed over his head.

G lthas knew his wife grieved for himand worried about him He knew or
suspected that she was hurt that he had withdrawn fromher, retreated to the
stone-walled fortress in which he hid fromthe world. He would have liked to
open the gates and let her cone inside, but that required effort. He would
have to | eave the sheltered corner in which he'd taken refuge, advance into
the sunlight, cross the courtyard of menmory, unlock the gate to admit her
synmpat hy, a synpathy he did not deserve. He couldn't bear it. Not yet. Maybe
not ever.

G lthas blamed hinself. H's plan had proven disastrous. H's Plan had brought
destruction to Qualinesti and its defenders. Hi s plan had caused his nother's
death. He shrank fromfacing the refugees. They would think hima nurderer—-and
rightly so. They would think hima coward—and rightly so. He had run

away and left his people to die. Perhaps they woul d accuse hi m of having
deliberately plotted the Qualinesti's dowmnfall. He was part human, after all.
In his depression, nothing was too outrageous

or fantastic for himto believe.

He toyed with the idea of sending an internediary, of avoiding

facing the refugees directly.

"How very like the coward you are," Glthas said to hinself with a sneer
"Shirk that responsibility, as you've shirked others."

He woul d face them He would suffer their anger and pain in silence as his
due. He would relinquish the throne, would hand over everything to the Senate.
They coul d choose another ruler. He would return to the Lake of Death, where

| ay the bodies of his nother and his people, and the pain would end.
Thus were the dark thoughts of the young elven king as he rode, day after day,
by hinself. He | ooked straight ahead toward a single destinati on—the gathering
pl ace for the refugees of Qualinost, those who had, through the gall ant
efforts of the dwarves of Thorbardin, escaped through tunnels that the dwarves
had dug deep beneath the elven |l ands. There to do what he had to do. He would
fulfill his prom se, then he would be free to leave . . . forever.

Sunk in these nmusings, he heard his wife's voice speak his nane.
The Lioness had two voices—ene her wifely voice, as Glthas termed it, and the
other her nilitary conmmander voice. She made the shift unconsciously, not
aware of the difference until Glthas had pointed it out to her |ong ago. The
wife's voice was gentle and | oving. The comander's voice coul d have cut down
small trees, or so he teasingly clained.

He closed his ears to the gentle and loving wife's voice, for he did not fee
he deserved | ove, anyone's |l ove. But he was king, and he could not shut out
the voice of the nilitary conmander. He knew by the sound she brought bad
news.

"Yes, what is it?" he said, turning to face her, steeling hinself.

"I have received a report . . . several reports." The Lioness paused, drew in
a deep breath. She dreaded telling himthis,

but she had no choice. He was king. "The armi es of Beryl that we thought were
scattered and destroyed have regrouped and reformed. We did not think this was



possi bl e, but it seenms they have a new | eader, a man named Sanuval. He is a
Dark Knight, and he follows a new Lord of the Night, a human girl
called Mna."
G lthas gazed at his wife in silence. Some part of himheard and under st ood
and absorbed the information. Another part crawl ed farther into the dark
corner of his prison cell
"This Samuval clains he serves a god known as the One God. The nessage he
brings his soldiers is this: The One God has wenched Qualinesti fromthe
el ves and neans to give it back to the humans, to whomthis land rightly

bel ongs. Now, all who want free | and have only to sign on to serve with this
Captain Samuval . His arny is i mense, as you can inmagi ne. Every derelict and
ne' er-do-well in the human race is eager to claimhis share of our beautiful
| and. They are on the march, Glthas," the Lioness said in conclusion

"They are well arnmed and well supplied and noving swiftly to seize and secure
Qualinesti. W don't have nuch time. W have to warn our people.™

"And then do what?" he asked.
The Lioness didn't recognize his voice. It sounded muffled, as if he were
speaki ng from behind a cl osed door

"We follow our original plan," she said. "W march through the Pl ains of Dust

to Silvanesti. Only, we nust nove faster than we had anticipated. I will send
riders on ahead to alert the refugees—

"No," said Glthas. "I nust be the one to tell them | will ride day and night
if need be."

"My husband . . ." The Lioness shifted to the wife voice, gentle, |oving

"Your health-—=

He cast her a look that silenced the words on her lips, then turned and
spurred his horse. Hi s sudden departure took his bodyguard by surprise. They
were forced to race their horses to catch up with him

Si ghi ng deeply, the Lioness followed.

The place G lthas had chosen for the gathering of the elven refugees was
| ocated on the coast of New Sea, close enough to Thorbardin so that the
dwarves could assist in the defense of the refugees, if they were attacked,
but not near enough to make the dwarves nervous. The dwarves knew in their
heads that the forest-1oving el ves woul d never think of living in the mghty
underground fortress of Thorbardin, but in their hearts the dwarves were
certain that everyone on Ansal on nust secretly envy themtheir stronghold and
woul d cl ai m Thor bardin
for themselves, if they could.
The elves had also to be careful not to draw the ire of the great dragon
Onysabl et, who had taken over what had once been New Coast. The | and was now
known as New Swanp, for she had used her foul magicks to alter the | andscape
into a treacherous bog. To avoid traveling through her territory, G lthas was
going to attenpt to cross the Plains of Dust. A vast no-man's |land, the plains
were inhabited by tribes of barbarians, who lived in the desert and kept to
t hensel ves, taking no interest

in the world outside their borders, a world that took very little interest in
t hem
Slow y, over several weeks, the refugees straggled into the nmeeting place.
Sone traveled in groups, streamng through the tunnels built by the dwarves
and their giant dirt-devouring worns. (thers cane singly or by twos, escaping
through the forests with the help of the Lioness's rebel forces. They |eft
behi nd their hones, their possessions, their farm and, their crops, their |ush
forests and fragrant gardens, their beautiful city of Qualinost with its
gl eam ng Tower of the Sun
The el ves were confident they would be able to return to their bel oved

honel and. The Qualinesti had al ways owned this land, or so it seenmed to them
Looki ng back throughout history, they could not find a time when they had not
clained this | and. Even after the elven kingdonms had split in twain follow ng
the bitter Kinslayer Wars, creating the two great elven nations, Qualinesti
and Silvanesti, the Qualinesti continued to rule and inhabit |and that had



al ready been theirs.

Thi s uprooting was tenporary. Many anong themstill remenbered how they had
been forced to flee their honel and during the War of the Lance. They had
survived that and returned to nake their homes stronger than before. Human
arm es mght cone and go. Dragons night cone and go, but the Qualinesti nation
woul d remai n. The choki ng snoke of burning woul d soon be bl own away. The green
shoots woul d shove up from underneath the bl ack ash. They would rebuild,

repl ant. They had done it before, they would do it again.

So confident were the elves of this, so confident were they in the defenders
of their beautiful city of Qualinost, that the nood in the refugee canps,

whi ch had been dark at first, becanme al nost nerry.

True, there were losses to mourn, for Beryl had taken delight in slaughtering
any el ves she caught out in the open. Some of the refugees had been killed by
the dragon. Others had run afoul of ranpagi ng humans or been caught by the
Dark Knights of Neraka and beaten and tortured. But the nunbers of dead were
surprisingly few, considering that the elves had been facing destruction and
anni hil ati on. Through the planning of their young king and the help of the
dwarven nation, the Qualinesti had survived. They began to | ook toward the
future and that future was in Qualinesti. They could not picture anything

el se.

The wi se anmong the elves remained worried and troubled, for they could see
certain signs that all was not well. Wiy had they not heard any news fromthe
def enders of Qualinesti? WIdrunners

had been stationed in the city, ready to speed swiftly to the refugee canps.
They shoul d have been here by now with either good news or bad. The fact that
they had not come at all was deeply disturbing to sone, shrugged off by

ot hers.

"No news is good news," was how the humans put it, or "No explosion is a step
inthe right direction," as the gnones woul d say.

The elves pitched their tents on the sandy beaches of New Sea. Their children
played in the gently | apping waters and nade castles in the sand. At night
they built fires of driftwod, watching

t he ever-changing colors of the flames and telling stories of other times the
el ves had been forced to flee their honel and—stories that always had a happy
endi ng.

The weat her had been beautiful, with unusually warm days for this late in the
year. The seawater was the deep, blue-black color that is seen only in the
aut um nont hs and presages the coming of the winter stornms. The trees were
heavily laden with their harvest gifts, and food was plentiful. The el ves
found streans of fresh water for drinking and bathing. Elven soldiers stood
guard over the people by day and by night, dwarven sol diers

wat ched fromthe forests, keeping one eye alert for invading arm es and one
eye on the elves. The refugees waited for Glthas, waited for himto cone tel
them that the dragon was defeated, that they could all go hone.

"Sire," said one of the elven body guards, riding up to Glthas, "you asked ne
to tell you when we were within a few hours' ride of the refugee canp. The
canpsite is up ahead." The elf pointed. "Beyond those foothills."

"Then we will stop here," said Glthas, reigning in his horse. He glanced up
at the sky, where the pale sun shone alnost directly overhead. "W will ride
agai n when dusk falls."

"Why do we halt, ny husband?" the Lioness asked, cantering up in tinme to hear
Glthas give his instructions. "W have nearly broken our necks to reach our
peopl e, and, now that we are near, we stop?"

"The news | have to tell should be told only in darkness,"” he said,
di smounting, not |ooking at her. "The light of neither sun nor noon will shine
on our grief. | resent even the cold light of the stars. | would pry them from

the skies, if | could.”

"G |lthas— she began, but he turned his face from her and wal ked away,
vani shing into the woods.

At a sign fromthe Lioness, his guard acconpani ed him rmaintaining



a discreet distance, yet close enough to protect him
I amlosing him Planchet," she said, her voice aching with pain and sorrow,
"and | don't know what to do, howto reclaimhim"”

"Keep loving him" Planchet advised. "That is all you can do. The rest he nust
do himsel f."

Glthas and his retinue entered the elven refugee encanpnment in the early
hours of darkness. Fires burned on the beach. Elven children were sprightly
shadows dancing anmidst the flanes. To them this was a holiday, a grand
adventure. The nights spent in the dark tunnels with the gruff-voiced and
fearsone | ooki ng dwarves were now di stant menories. School |essons were
suspended,

their daily chores renmtted. G lthas watched them dance and t hought of what
he must tell them The holiday would end this night. In the norning, they
woul d begin a bitter struggle, a struggle for their very lives.

How many of these children who danced so gaily around the fire would be | ost
to the desert, succunbing to the heat and the |ack of water, or falling prey
to the evil creatures reputed to roamthe Plains of Dust? How many nore of his
peopl e woul d di e? Wuld they survive as a race at all, or would this be
forever known as the |last march of the Qualinesti?

He entered the canmp on foot w thout fanfare. Those who saw himas he passed
were startled to see their king—those who

recogni zed himas their king. Glthas was so altered that many did not know
hi m
Thin and gaunt, pale and wan, G lthas had | ost al npbst any trace of his human
heritage. H s delicate elven bone-structure was nore visible, nore pronounced.
He was, some whispered in awe, the very image of the great elven kings of
antiquity, of Silvanos

and Kit h-Kanan.

He wal ked through the canp, heading for the center, where blazed a | arge
bonfire. Hs retinue stayed behind, at a conmand fromthe Lioness. \Wat
Glthas had to say, he had to say al one.

At the sight of his face, the elves silenced their |aughter, ceased their
storytelling, halted the dancing, and hushed their children. As word spread
that the king had cone anong them silent and al one, the el ves gathered around
him The | eaders of the Senate canme hastily to greet him clucking to
themselves in irritation that he had robbed them of a chance to wel cone him
wi th proper cerenony. Wen they saw his face—deathlike in the firelight—they
ceased their duckings, forgot their wel com ng speeches, and waited with dire
foreboding to hear his words.

Agai nst the nmusic of the waves, rolling in one after the other, chasing each
other to shore and falling back, Glthas told the story of the downfall of
Qualinesti. He told it clearly, calmy, dispassionately.

He spoke of the death of his nmother. He spoke of the heroismof the city's
def enders. He | auded the heroi smof the dwarves and humans who had died
defending a | and and a people not their own. He spoke of the death of the

dr agon.

The el ves wept for their Queen Mdther and for | oved ones now surely dead.
Their tears slid silently down their faces. They did not sob aloud |est they
m ss hearing what came next.

What came next was dreadful

G I thas spoke of the arm es under this new | eader. He spoke of a new god, who
clained credit for ousting the elves fromtheir honel and and who was handi ng
that |land over to humans, already pouring into Qualinesti fromthe north.
Heari ng of the refugees, the arnmy was noving rapidly to try to catch them and
destroy them

He told themthat their only hope was to try to reach Silvanesti.

The shield had fallen. Their cousins would wel come themto their land. To
reach Silvanesti, however, the elves would have to march through the Pl ains of
Dust .

"For now," Glthas was forced to tell them "there will be no homecom ng



Per haps, with the help of our cousins, we can forman arny that will be

power ful enough to sweep into our beloved | and and drive the eneny fromit,
t ake back what they have stolen. But although that nust be our hope, that hope
is far in the future. Qur first thought nust be the survival of our race. The
road we walk will be a hard one. We nust wal k that road together with one goa
and one purpose in our hearts. If one of us falls out, all wll perish.

"I was nmade your king by trickery and treachery. You know the truth of that by
now. The story has been whi spered anong you for years. The Puppet King, you
called ne."

He cast a glance at Prefect Palthai non as he spoke. The

prefect's face was set in a sorrowmful mask, but his eyes darted this way and
that, trying to see how the people were reacting.

"It would have been best if | had remained in that role,” G lthas continued,

| ooki ng away fromthe senator and back to his people. "I tried to be your
ruler, and | failed. It was nmy plan that destroyed Qualinesti, my plan that
left our |land open to invasion."

He rai sed his hand for silence, for the elves had begun to nurnur anong
t hensel ves.

"You need a strong king," Glthas said, raising his voice that was grow ng
hoarse from shouting. "A ruler who has the courage and the wisdomto | ead you
into peril and see you safely through it. I amnot that person. As of now, |
abdi cate the throne and renounce all my rights and clains to it. | |leave the
succession in the hands of the Senate. | thank you for all the kindness and

| ove that you have shown nme over the years. | wish | had done better by you. |
wi sh | was nore deserving."

He wanted to | eave, but the people had pressed cl ose about himand, nmuch as he
needed to escape, he did not want to force a path through the crowd. He was
forced to wait to hear what the Senate had to say. He kept his head | owered,
did not |Iook into the faces of his people, not wanting to see their hostility,
their anger, their blane. He stood waiting until he was dism ssed.

The el ves had been shocked into silence. Too much had happened

too suddenly to absorb. A |l ake of death where once stood their city. An eneny
arnmy behind them a perilous journey to an uncertain future ahead of them The
ki ng abdicating. The senators

thrown into confusion. D smayed and appall ed, they stared at each ot her
wai ted for someone to speak the first word.

That word bel onged to Pal t hai non. Cunning and conniving, he saw this disaster
as a nmeans to further his own anbition. Odering sone elves to drag up a | arge
log, he mounted it and, clapping his hands, called the elves loudly to
silence, a command that was conpletely unnecessary, for not even a baby's cry
broke the hushed still ness.

"I know what you are feeling, nmy brethren,'’

the prefect stated in sonorous

tones. "I, too, am shocked and grieved to hear of the

tragedy that has befallen our people. Do not be fearful. You are in good
hands. | will take over the reins of |eadership until such tine as a new ki ng
i s naned."

Pal t hai non pointed his bony finger at Glthas. "It is right that this young
man has stepped down, for he brought this tragedy upon us—he and those who
pul l ed his strings. Puppet King. Yes, that best describes him Once Glthas
all owed hinself to be guided by my wi sdom and experience. He cane to ne for
advice, and | was proud and happy to provide it. But there were those of his
own famly who worked against me. | do not name them for it is wong to speak
ill of the dead, even though they sought

continuously to reduce ny influence."

Pal t hai non warned to his topic. "Anmong those who pulled the puppet's strings
was the hated and detested Marshal Medan—the true engi neer of our destruction
for he seduced the son as he seduced the not her—=

Rage—whi t e- hot —struck the fortress prison in which Glthas had | ocked hi nsel f,
struck it like the fiery bolt of a blue dragon. Leaping upon the |og on which
Pal t hai non stood, Glthas hit the elf a blow on the jaw that sent himreeling



The prefect |anded on his backside in the sand, his fine speech knocked cl ean
out of his head.

G lthas said nothing. He did not | ook around. He junped off the | og and
started to shove his way through the crowd.

Pal t hai non sat up. Shaking his nmuzzy head, he spat out a tooth and started to
sputter and point. "There! There! Did you see what he did! Arrest hin
Arrest—

"G lthas," spoke a voice out of the crowd.

"G lthas," spoke another voice and another and anot her

They did not chant. They did not thunder his nane. Each elf spoke his nane
calmy, quietly, as if being asked a question and giving an answer. But the
nane was repeated over and over throughout the crowd, so that it carried with
it the quiet force of the waves breaking on the shore. The elderly spoke his
nane, the young spoke his name. Two senators spoke it as they assisted

Pal t hai non to his feet.

Ast oni shed and bewi | dered, G lthas raised his head, |ooked around.

"You don't understand— he began

"We do understand,” said one of the elves. His face was drawn, nmarked with
traces of recent grief. "So do you, Your Mjesty. You understand our pain and
our heartache. That is why you are our Kking."

"That is why you have al ways been our king," said another, a wonman, holding a
baby in her arms. "Qur true king. W know of the work you have done in secret
for us."

"I'f not for you, Beryl would be wallowing in our beautiful city," said a
third. "W would be dead, those of us who stand here before you."

"Qur enem es have triunphed for the nonment," said yet another, "but so |long as

we keep fast the menory of our loved nation, that nation will never perish.
Sone day, we will return to claimit. On that day, you will |ead us, Your
Maj esty. "

G lthas could not speak. He | ooked at his people who shared his |oss, and he
was ashanmed and chastened and hunbl ed. He did not feel he had earned their
regard—ot yet. But he would try. He would spend the rest of his life trying.
Prefect Palthainon spluttered and huffed and tried to nmake hinsel f heard, but
no one paid any attention to him The other senators crowded around G|t has.
Pal t hai non glared at themgrimy, then, seizing hold of the armof an elf, he
whi spered softly, "The plan to defeat Beryl was ny plan all along. O course,
| allowed His Majesty to take credit for it. As for this little dust-up
between us, it was all just a

m sunder st andi ng, such as often happens between father and son. For he is
like a son to me, dear to ny heart."
The Lioness renmained on the outskirts of the canp, her own heart too full to
see or speak to him She knew he would seek her out. Lying on the pallet she
spread for both of them on the edge of the water, near the sea, she heard his
footsteps in the sand, felt his hand brush her cheek
She put her arm around him drew hi mbeside her.
"Can you forgive ne, beloved?" he asked, lying down with a sigh
"Isn't that the definition of being a wife?" she asked him sniling.
G lthas made no answer. H s eyes were closed. He was already fast asleep
The Lioness drew the bl anket over him rested her head on his chest, |istened
to his beating heart until she, too, slept.
The sun would rise early, and it would rise bl ood red.
7

An Unexpect ed Journey

Fol  owi ng the activation of the Device of Time Journeying, Tasslehoff Burrfoot
was aware of two things: inmpenetrable darkness and Conundrum shrieking in his
left ear, all the while clutching his (Tasslehoff's) left hand so tightly that
he

conpletely lost all sense of feeling in his fingers and his thunb. The rest of
Tas could feel nothing either, nothing under him nothing over him nothing



next to hi mexcept Conundrum Tas couldn't tell if he was on his head or his
heel s or an interesting conbinati on of both.
This entertaining state of affairs lasted an extrenmely long tine, so |long that
Tas began to get a bit bored by it all. A person can stare into inpenetrable
dar kness only so long before he thinks he nmight |ike a change. Even tunbling
about in time and space (if that's what they were doing, Tas wasn't at al
sure at this point) grows old after you' ve been doing it a |long while.
Eventual | y you decide that being stepped on by a giant is preferable to having
a gnome shrieking continuously in your
ear (remarkabl e lung capacity, gnones) and nearly pinching your hand off at
the wist.
This state of affairs continued for a good long while until Tassl ehoff and
Conundrum sl anmmed down, bunp, into sonething

that was soft and squi shy and snelled strongly of mud and pi ne needl es. The
fall was not a gentle one and knocked the

boredom out of the kender and the shrieks out of the gnone.
Tassl ehof f lay on his back, making gasping attenpts to catch what woul d
probably be the | ast few breaths he would ever take. He | ooked up, expecting
to see Chaos's enornmous foot poised above him Tas had just a few seconds in
which to explain matters to Conundrum who was about to be inadvertently

squi shed.
"W're going to die a hero's death," said Tasslehoff with his first nouthful
of air.

"What ?" Conundrum shrieked with his first mouthful of air.

"We're going to die a hero's death," Tassl ehoff repeated.
Then he suddenly realized that they weren't.
Absorbed in preparing both hinself and the gnone for an imm nent deni se,
Tassl ehof f had not taken a close | ook at their surroundi ngs. He assuned t hat
all he would be seeing was the ugly underside of Chaos's foot. Now that he had
time to notice, he saw above himnot a foot, but the dripping needles of a
pine tree in a rain storm
Tassl ehof f felt his head to see if he had received a severe bunp, for he knew
from past experience that severe bunps to the head can cause you to see the
nost remarkabl e things, although those were generally starbursts, not dripping
pi ne needles. He could find no signs of a bunp, however

Heari ng Conundrum drawi ng i n another |arge breath, undoubtedly preparatory to
letting | oose another ear-piercing shriek, Tasslehoff raised his hand in a
conmandi ng gest ure.

"Hush," he whispered tensely, "I thought | heard sonething."

Now, if truth be told, Tasslehoff had not heard sonething. Well, he had. He'd
heard the rain falling off the pine needles, but he hadn't heard anything
dire, which is what his tone

inplied. He'd only pretended that in order to shut off the gnome's shrieks.
Unfortunately, as is often the way with transgressors,

he was i mredi ately puni shed for his sin, for the nonment he pretended to hear
somet hing dire, he did hear sonething dire—the clash of steel on steel

foll omed by a crackling bl ast.

In Tas's experience as a hero, only two things made sounds |ike that: swords
beati ng agai nst swords and fireballs expl odi ng agai nst just about anything.
The next thing he heard was nore shrieking, only this time it was not,

bl essedl y, Conundrum The shrieki ng was sone di stance

away and had the distinct sound of dying goblin to it, a notion that was

rei nforced by the sickening snell of burnt goblin hair. The shrieking ended
summarily, then came a crashing, as of |arge bodies running through a forest
of dri pping

wet pine needl es. Thinking these m ght be nore goblins and realizing that this
was an inopportune tinme to be running into goblins, especially those who have
just been fireball-blasted, Tasslehoff squirmed his way on his belly
underneath a sheltering, |ow hanging pi ne bough and dragged Conundrumin after
hi m



"Where are we?" Conundrum demanded, lifting up his head out of the mud in
which they were lying. "How did we get here? \When are we goi ng back?"
Al perfectly sound, |ogical questions. Trust a gnone, thought Tas, to go
right to the heart of the matter

"I"'msorry," said Tas, peering out through the wet pine needles,

trying to see what was goi ng on. The crashi ng sounds were grow ng | ouder
whi ch neant they were coming closer. "But | don't know. Any of it."

Conundrum gaped. His chin fell so far it came back up with mud on it. "Wat do
you mean you don't know?" he gasped, swelling with indignation. "You brought
us here.”

"No," said Tas with dignity, "I didn't. This brought us here." He indicated
the Device of Time Journeying that he was holding in his hand. "Wen it wasn't
supposed to."

Seei ng Conundrum sucki ng i n anot her huge breath, Tas fixed the gnone with a
wi thering stare. "So | guess you didn't fix it, after all."
The breath wheezed out of Conundrum He stared at the device, nuttered
somet hi ng about m ssing schematics and | ack of internal directives, and held

out his mud-covered hand. "Gve it tonme. |I'll take a look at it."
"No, thank you," said Tasslehoff, shoving the device into a pouch and cl osing
the flap. "I think I should hold onto it. Now hush!" Turning back to stare out

from under the pine bough, Tas put his fingers to his lips. "Don't let on
we're here."

Contrary to nost gnones, who never see anything outside of the inside of Mount
Never mi nd, Conundrum was a well-travel ed gnonme who'd had his share of
adventures, nost of which he hadn't enjoyed in the slightest. Nasty,
bot her sone things, adventures. Interrupted a fellow s work. But he had | earned
an inportant | esson—+the best way to survive adventures

was to lie hidden in sonme dark and unconfortabl e place and keep your mouth
shut. This he was good at doing.

Conundrum was so good at hiding that when Tassl ehoff, who was not at all good
at this sort of thing, started to get up with a glad and joyful cry to go to
nmeet two humans who had just run out of the forest, the gnone grabbed hold of
the kender with a strength borne of terror and dragged hi m back down.

"What in the nane of all that's conbustible do you think you' re doing?"
Conundr um gasped.

"They're not burnt goblins, like I first thought," Tas argued, pointing. "That

man is a Solamic Knight. | can tell by his armor. And the other man is a
mage. | can tell by his robes. I'"mjust going to go say hello and introduce
nmysel f."

"If there is one thing that |I have learned in ny travels," said Conundrumin a

snot hered whisper, "it is that you never introduce

yourself to anyone carrying a sword or wearing w zard' s robes. Let them go
their way, and you go your way."

"Did you say sonething?" said the strange nage, turning to his conpanion

"No," said the Knight, raising his sword and | ooki ng keenly about.

"Well, sonebody did," said the nage grimy. "I distinctly heard voices."

"I can't hear anything for the sound of my own heart beating." The Knight
paused, |istening, then shook his head. "No, |I can't hear a thing. Wuat did it
sound | i ke? Goblins?"

"No," the nmage said, peering into the shadows.

The man was a Sol amnic by his | ooks, for he had long, blond hair that he wore
brai ded to keep out of his way. Hi s eyes were blue, keen, and intense. He wore
robes that mght have started out red but were now so stained with nud,
charred with snoke, and smeared with bl ood that their col or was

i ndi stinguishable in the gray light of the rainy day. A glint of golden trim
could be seen at the cuffs and on the hem

"Look at that!" gasped Tassl ehoff, agog with amazenent, "He's carrying

Rai stlin's staff!"

"Qddly enough," the nage was saying, "it sounded like a kender."

Tassl ehof f cl apped his hand over his nmouth. Conundrum shook his head bl eakly.



"What woul d a kender be doing here in the niddle of a battle field?" asked the
Knight with a snile.

"What does a kender do anywhere?" the mage returned archly, "except cause
trouble for those who have the misfortune to encounter him"

"How true," sighed Conundrum gl oomly.

"How rude," nuttered Tassl ehoff. "Maybe | won't go introduce

nyself to them after all."

"So long as it was not goblins you heard," the Knight said. He cast a gl ance
over his shoulder. "Do you think we've stopped thenP"

The Kni ght wore the arnor of a Knight of the Crown. Tas had first taken himto
be an ol der man, for the Knight's hair had gone quite gray, but after watching
himawhile, Tas realized that the Knight was far younger than he appeared at
first glance. It

was his eyes that made him |l ook ol der—+they had a sadness about them and a
weari ness that should not have been seen in one so young.

"We've stopped themfor the time being," the nmage said. Sinking

down at the foot of the tree, he cradled the staff protectively in his arns.
The staff was Raistlin's, all right. Tasslehoff knew that staff well, with its
crystal ball clutched in the golden dragon's claw. He remenbered the nany
times he'd reached out to touch it, only to have his hand smacked.

"And many tines |'ve seen Raistlin hold the staff just like that," Tas said
softly to hinself. "Yet that nmage is nost certainly not Raistlin. Maybe he's
stolen Raistlin's staff. If so, Raistlin will want to know who the thief is."
Tas listened with all his ears, as the old kender saying went.

"Qur enemy now has a healthy fear of your sword and ny nagic," the nmage was
sayi ng. "Unfortunately, goblins have an even healthier fear of their own
conmanders. The whip will soon convince themto cone after us."

"It will take themtinme to regroup.” The Kni ght squatted down beneath the
tree. Picking up a handful of wet pine needles, he began to clean the blood
off his sword. "Tinme enough for us to rest, then try to find our way back to
our company. O time for themto find us. They are undoubtedly out searching
for us even now. "

"Searching for you, Huma," said the mage with a wy snile. He | eaned back
against the tree and wearily closed his eyes. "They will not be | ooking very
hard for ne."

The Kni ght appeared disturbed by this. His expression grave, he concentrated
on his cleaning, rubbing hard at a stubborn speck. "You have to understand

t hem Magi us— he began.

"Huma .. ." Tas repeated. "Magius ..." He stared at the two, blinked in
wonder. Then he stared down at the Device of Tinme Journeying. "Do you suppose
o "

"I understand themquite well, Huma," Magius returned. "The average Sol amic

Knight is an ignorant, superstitious
dolt, who believes all the dark tales about wi zards told to himby his nursery
maid in order to frighten himinto keeping quiet at night, in consequence of
whi ch he expects ne to start

| eapi ng t hrough canp naked, gibbering and ranting and transforning

himinto a newt with a wave of nmy staff. Not that | couldn't do it, mind
you," Magius continued with a quirk of his brow and the twi st of an infectious
smle. "And don't think I haven't considered it. Spending five mnutes as a
newt would be an interesting change for nost of them Expand their nminds, if
not hi ng el se. ™
"I don't think I'd nuch care for life as a newt," said Huna.
"You, alone, are different, ny friend," Magius said, his tone softening.
Reachi ng out his hand, he rested it on the Knight's wist. "You are not afraid
of new ideas. You are not afraid of that which you do not understand. Even as
a child, you did not fear to be ny friend."
"You will teach themto think better of w zards, Mgius," said Huma, resting
his hand over his friend's. "You will teach themto view magi c and t hose who
wield it with respect.”



"I will not," said Magius coolly, "for | really have no care what they think
of me. If anyone can change their obsol ete, outdated and outnoded views, you
are the one to do it. And you had best do it quickly, Huma," he added, his
nocki ng tone now serious. "The Dark Queen's power grows daily. She is raising
vast armies. Countless thousands of evil creatures flock to her standard.
These goblins would never before have dared to attack a conmpany of Knights,
but you saw with what ferocity they struck us this norning.

| begin to think that it is not the whip they fear, but the wath of the Dark
Queen should they fail."

"Yet she will fail. She nmust fail, Magius," said Huma. "She and her evil
dragons must be driven fromthe world, sent back to the Abyss. For if she is
not defeated, we will live as do these wetched goblins, live our lives in

fear." Huma sighed, shook his head. "Although, | admit to you, dear friend,
do not see how that is possible. The nunbers of her mnions are countl ess,
their power inmense—

"But you do defeat her!" Tasslehoff cried, unable to restrain hinself any

| onger. Freeing hinself from Conundrumis frantic grasp, Tas scranbled to his
feet and burst out from underneath the pine trees.

Hurma j unped up, drawing his sword in one, sw ft novenent.

Magi us extended the staff with the crystal held fast in the dragon's cl aw,
aimed the staff at the kender, and began to speak words that Tas recogni zed by
their spidery sound as being words of magic.

Knowi ng that perhaps he didn't have much tine before he was turned into a
newt, Tasslehoff accel erated his conversation

"You raise an army of heroes, and you fight the Queen of Darkness herself, and
whil e you die, Huma, and you die, too, Magius—+'mreally very sorry about

that, by the way—you do send all the evil dragons back to—ul p"

Several things happened sinultaneously with that "ulp." Two | arge, hairy, and
foul -snel ling goblin hands grabbed hol d Conundrum while anot her

yel | ow ski nned, sl avering-jawed goblin seized hold of Tassl ehoff.

Before the kender had tinme to draw his bl ade, before Conundrum had tinme to
draw his breath, a blazing arc of |ightning

flared fromthe staff and struck the goblin who had hold of Conundrum Huna
ran his sword through the goblin trying to drag off Tas.

"There are nore goblins conming," said Huma grimy. "You had best take to your
heel s, Kender."

Fl appi ng goblin feet could be heard crashing through the trees, their guttura
voi ces raised in hideous howls, prom sing death. Huma and Magi us stood back to
back, Huma with his sword drawn, Magius wielding his staff.

"Don't worry!" Tasslehoff cried. "I have ny knife. It's called Rabbit-slayer."
Openi ng a pouch, he began searching anmong his things. "Caranon named it. You
don't know hi m=

"Are you mad?" Conundrum screamed, sounding |like the noon whistle at Mount
Neverm nd, a whistle that never, on any account, goes off at noon

A hand touched Tassl ehoff on the shoulder. A voice in his ear whispered, "Not
now. It is not yet tinme."

"I beg your pardon?" Tassl ehoff turned to see who was tal king.

And kept turning. And turning.

Then he was still, and the world was turning, and it was all a mass of
swirling color, and he didn't knowif he was on his head or his heels, and
Conundrum was at his side, shrieking, and then it was all very, very dark

In the midst of the darkness and the turning and the shrieking,

Tassl ehof f had one thought, one inportant thought, a thought so inportant that
he made sure to hang onto it with all his brain.

"I found the past. "

8

The Coming of the God

Rain fell on the Solamic plains. The rain had been falling w thout |etup
since the Knights' crushing defeat by Mna's force at the city of Sol ant hus.



Fol l owing the loss of the city, Mna had warned the surviving Knights that she
meant next to take the city of Sanction. She had also told themto think on
t he power of the One God, who was responsible for the Solamic's

defeat. This done, she had bidden themride off in safety, to spread the word
of the One Cod.
The Knights didn't have much choice but to glumy obey the command of their
conqueror. They rode for days through the rain, heading for Lord Urich's
manor house, |ocated about fifty mles east of Solanthus. The rain was chil
and soaked everything. The Knights and what renai ned of their meager force
were wet through, coated with nud, and shivering fromthe cold. The wounded
t hey brought with them soon grew feverish, and many of them di ed.

Lord Nigel, Knight of the Crown, was one of the dead. He was

buri ed beneath a rock cairn, in the hopes that at some future date his
relatives would be able to renove the body and give him proper burial in his
famly's vault. As CGerard hel ped pl ace the heavy stones over the corpse, he
couldn't help but wonder if Lord Nigel's soul had gone to join the arny that
had defeated the Sol ammi c Kni ghts—+the arny of the dead. In life, Lord Nige
woul d have shed his |ast drop of blood before he betrayed the Knighthood. In
death, he m ght becone their eneny.

CGerard had seen the souls of other Solammic Knights drifting on the fearful
tide of the river of souls. He guessed that the dead had no choice, they were
conscripts, constrained to serve. But who or what did they serve? The girl

M na? O soneone or sonething nore powerful ?

Lord U rich's manor house was constructed along sinple lines. Built of stone
quarried fromthe I and on which the house stood, it was solid, nassive, with
square towers and thick walls. Lord Urich had sent his squire ahead to warn
his lady wife of their coming, and there were roaring fires, fresh rushes on
the floors, hot bread and mulled wine waiting for themon their arrival. The
Kni ghts ate and drank, warmed thensel ves and dried out their clothes. Then
they met in council to try to detern ne

what to do next.

Their first nove was obvi ous—they sent nessengers riding in haste to Sanction
to warn the city that the Knights of Neraka had taken Sol anthus and that they
were threatening to march next on Sanction. Before the | oss of Sol ant hus, the
Kni ghts woul d have scoffed at this notion. The Dark Knights of Neraka had been
| ayi ng siege to Sanction for nonths w thout any success. Sol amic

Kni ghts insured that the port renmai ned open and that supplies

flowed into the city, so that while the besieged citizens didn't live well,
they didn't starve either. The Sol amics had once al nost broken the siege, but
had been driven back by strange nmi schance. The siege continued, the bal ance
hel d, neither side maki ng any headway agai nst the other.

But that had been before Sol anthus had fallen to an arny of dead souls, living
dragons, a girl called Mna, and the One Cod.

These all figured large in the discussions and argunments that rang throughout
the great hall of the manor house. A |arge,

rectangular room the hall had walls of gray stone covered with a few splendid
tapestries depicting scenes illustrative of texts fromthe Measure. Thick
beeswax candles filled the hall with light. There were not enough chairs, so

t he Kni ghts stood gathered around their |eaders, who sat behind a | arge,
ornately carved wooden table.

Every Knight was permitted his say. Lord Tasgall, Lord of the Rose and head of
t he Knights' Council, listened to themall in patient silence—ncluding il a,
whose say was extrenely unconfortable to hear

"W were defeated by a god," she told them as they shifted and nuttered and
gl anced askance at each other. "Wat other power on Krynn could hurl the souls
of the dead agai nst us?"

"Necromancers," suggested Lord U rich.

"Necromancers rai se the bodies of the dead,"” Odila stated. "They drag

skel etons fromthe ground to fight against the living. They have never had
power over the souls of the dead.”



The ot her Knights were glum bedraggl ed, dour. They | ooked and felt defeated.
By contrast, Qdila was invigorated, exalted. Her wet, black hair gleamed in
the firelight, her eyes sparked as she spoke of the god.

"What of death knights such as Lord Soth?" Lord Urich argued. The pudgy Lord
Urich had | ost considerable weight during the long, dispirited journey. Loose
skin sagged around his mouth. Hs usually cheerful face was solem, his bright
eyes shadowed.

"You prove ny point, my lord," CQdila replied coolly. "Soth was cursed by the
gods. Only a god has such power. And this god is powerful."

She raised her voice to be heard anbng the angry cries and denunciations. "You
have seen that for yourself! \Wat other force could create |egions of souls
and claimthe loyalty of the dragons. You saw them You saw themon the walls
of Sol anthus—+ed and white, black and green and blue. They were not there in

t he

service of Beryl. They were not there in the service of Malys or any other of
t he dragon overlords. They were there in the service of Mna. And Mna is
there in the service of the One God."

dila's words were drowned out by jeers and boos, but that meant only that
she'd struck a weak point in their arnmor. None could deny a word she said.
Lord Tasgall, the elder Knight, graying, upright, stern of bearing and

count enance, shouted repeatedly for order and banged his sword hilt upon the
table. Eventually order was restored. He | ooked at Qdila, who remained
standing, her head with its two thick, black braids thrown back in defiance,
her face fl ushed.

"What is your proposal — he began, and when one of the Knights hissed, the
Lord Knight silenced himwith a withering gl ance.

"We are a people of faith," said Odila. "W have al ways been people of faith.
| believe that this god is trying to speak to us and that we should Iisten—=
The Kni ghts thundered in anger, many shaking their fists.

"A god who brings death!" cried one, who had | ost his brother in the battle.
"What of the old gods?" (dila shouted back. "They dropped a fiery nountain on
Krynn!"

Sone of the Knights were silenced by this, had no argument. Qthers continued
to rant and rage.

"Many Sol ammics lost their faith after the Cataclysm" Gdila continued. "They
clained that the gods had abandoned us. Then we cane to find out during the
War of the Lance that we were the ones who had abandoned the gods. And after

t he Chaos War, when we woke to find the gods missing, we cried out again that
they had left us. Perhaps again that is not the case. Perhaps this Mna is a
second Col dnmoon, coming to bring us the truth. How do we know until we

i nvesti gate? Ask questions?"

How, indeed? Cerard asked hinmself, the seeds of a plan starting

to take root in his mnd. He couldn't help but adnire Gdila, even as he wanted
to grab her by the shoul ders and shake her

until her teeth rattled. She al one had the courage to say al oud what needed to
be said. Too bad she | acked the tact to say it in such a way that didn't start
fistfights.

The hall erupted into chaos with people arguing for and agai nst and Lord
Tasgal | banging his sword hilt with such force that chips flew fromthe wooden
table. The wangling continued

far into the night, and eventually two resol utions were presented

for consideration. A small but vocal group wanted to ride to Ergoth, where
the Knights still held firm there to lick their wounds and build up their
strength. This plan was favored by many until someone sourly pointed out that
if Sanction fell they might build up their strength fromnow until the end of
forever and they wouldn't be strong enough to retake all that they had | ost.
The ot her resolution urged the Knights to march to Sanction, there to
reinforce the Knights already defending that disputed city. But, argued the
mnority, how do we even know they nean to go to Sanction? Way would this girl
give away her plans? It is a trick, a trap. Thus they argued, back and forth.



No one nentioned

anyt hi ng about the One Cod.
The council itself was divided. Lord Urich was in favor of riding to
Sanction. Lord Siegfried, who replaced the late Lord Nigel on the council, was
fromErgoth and argued that the Knights would do better to retreat.

CGerard glanced at Odila, who stood near him She was thoughtful and very

qui et, her eyes dark and shadowed. She apparently had no nore argunents to
present, nothing nore to say. Gerard should have realized silence was a bad
sign for the glib-tongued young woman. As it was, he was too absorbed in his
own thoughts and plans to pay nmuch attention to her beyond wonderi ng what
she'd expected to acconplish in the first place. Wen next he | ooked around at
her, to ask her if she wanted to go get sonething to eat, he found that she
had gone.

Lord Tasgall rose to his feet. He announced that the council would take both
matters under advisement. The three retired to discuss the matter in private.
Thi nki ng that his own proposed plan of action mght aid their decision making,
Cerard left his fellows, who were still arguing, and went in search of the
Lord Knights. He found themcloseted in what had once been an old chape
dedicated to the worship of Kiri-Jolith, one of the old gods and one favored
by the Sol ammi ¢ Kni ghts.

Retainers in the service of Lord Urich stood guard at the door. Gerard told
them he had a matter of urgency to bring before the council and then, having
been standing for hours, he sank thankfully onto a bench outside the chapel to
await the Lord Knights' pleasure. Wile he waited, he went over his plans once
nore, searching for any flaw. He could find none. Confident and excited, he
waited inpatiently for the Knights to sumon him

At length, the guard canme to himand said that they woul d see hi mnow As
CGerard entered the old chapel, he realized that the council had al ready
reached a decision. He guessed, by the way Lord Urich was smling, that the
deci sion was to march to Sanction

CGerard was kept waiting a nonent |onger while Lord Siegfried conferred in a

| ow voice with Lord Tasgall. Gerard glanced with interest around the old
chapel. The walls were nade of rough-hewn stone, the floor lined with wooden
benches, worn snooth by years of use. The chapel was small, for it was a
private chapel, intended for the famly and servants. An altar stood at the
front. Gerard could just barely make out the symbol of Kiri-Jolith—+the head of
a buffal o—arved in relief.

Cerard tried to picture in his mnd what the chapel had been like all those
many years ago, when the Lord Knight and his lady wife and their children
their retinue and their servants, had come to this place to worship their god
The ceiling woul d have been hung with bright banners. The priest—probably a
stern, warrior-type—aould have taken his place at the front as he prepared to
read fromthe Measure or relate some tale of Vinas Sol ammus, the founder of

t he Kni ght hood. The presence of the god woul d have been felt in this chapel

H s peopl e woul d

have been conforted by that presence and would have left to go about their
daily lives strengthened and renewed.

H s presence was | acking now, when it was sorely needed.

"W will hear you now, Sir CGerard," said Lord Tasgall with a touch of

i npatience, and Gerard realized with a start that this was the second tine
he' d been addressed.

"I beg your pardon, ny lords," said Gerard, bow ng.

Receiving an invitation to advance and speak, he did so,

outlining his plan. The three Knights listened in silence, giving no hint of
their feelings. In conclusion, Gerard stated, "I could provide

you with the answer to one question, at |east, nmy |lords—whether in truth
this Mna does intend to march to Sanction or if that was a ruse to divert us
fromher true goal. If so, | mght be able to discover the nature of that
goal . "

"The risk you run is very great,'

observed Lord Siegfried, frowning.



"'The greater the risk, the greater the glory/" quoted Lord Urich, with a
smile.

"I would it were so, nmy lord," said Gerard with a shrug, "but, in truth,
will not be in all that nuch danger. | am known to the Dark Knights, you see.
They woul d have little reason to question nmy story."

"I do not approve of the use of spies," stated Lord Siegfried, "much | ess one
of our own Knights acting in such a deneani ng capacity. The Measure forbids
it."

"The Measure forbids a ot of things," said Lord Tasgall dryly. "I, for one,
tend to choose comon sense over rules that have been handed down in the

di stant past. | do not command you to do this, Sir Gerard, but if you
vol unt eer =

"I do, ny lord," said Gerard eagerly.

"—then | believe that you can be of inestinmable help to us. The council has
determ ned that the Knights will ride to the support

of Sanction. | amconvinced that this Mna does nean to attack and therefore
we cannot delay. However, | would be glad to receive confirmation of this and
to learn of any plans she has for the capture of the city. Even with dragons,
she will find her
way difficult, for there are many underground structures where arnies can be
safely conceal ed from attack."

"Then, too, her own armes may be susceptible to the dragonfear,"

stated Lord Urich. "She nmay use dragons against us, only to watch hel plessly
as her own troops flee the field in terror.™

The dead won't flee in terror, thought Gerard, but he kept that thought to

hi nsel f. He knew by their grimexpressions and gri mer faces that the Knights
understood that as well as he did.

"Good luck to you, Sir Gerard," said Lord Tasgall, rising to his feet to shake
hands.

Lord U rich al so shook hands heartily. Lord Siegfried was stiff and sol etm and
clearly disapproving, but he made no further argument and actually w shed
Gerard luck, although he did not shake hands.

"We' || say nothing of this plan to anyone, gentlenen," said Lord Tasgall

gl anci ng around at the others.

This agreed to, Cerard was about to take his departure when the retainer
entered to say that a nmessenger had arrived with urgent news.

Since this mght have some inpact on Gerard' s plan, Lord Tasgall gave a sign
that he was to remain. The messenger entered. CGerard was alarmed to recognize
a young squire fromthe household of Lord Warren, commander of the outpost of
Sol ammi ¢ Knights that protected Sol ace, |ocation of CGerard' s |ast posting.
Cerard tensed, sensing dire news. The young man was nud-spattered, his clothes
travel -worn. He strode forward, came to stand in front of Lord Tasgall

Bowi ng, he held out a seal ed scroll case.

Lord Tasgall opened the scrollcase, drew out the scroll, and began to read.

H s countenance changed markedly, his eyebrows raised. He | ooked up, anazed.
"Do you know what this contains?" Lord Tasgall asked.

"Yes, ny lord," answered the squire. "lIn case the nessage was |ost,

conmitted it to menory to relate to you."

"Then do so," said Lord Tasgall, leaning on the table. "I want

these gentlenen to hear. | want to hear nyself," he added in a | ow voice, "for

| can scarce believe what | have read."

"My lords," said the squire, facing them "three weeks ago, the dragon Beryl
| aunched an attack agai nst the elven nation of Qualinesti."

The Kni ghts nodded. None were surprised. Such an attack had been | ong
foreseen. The nessenger paused to draw breath and consi der what he woul d say
next. CGerard, in a fever of inpatience to hear news of his friends in
Qualinesti, was forced to clench his fists to keep from dragging the

i nformation out of the man's throat.

"My lord Warren regrets to report that the city of Qualinost was conpletely
destroyed in the attack. If the reports we have received are to be believed,



Qual i nost has di sappeared off the face of Ansalon. A great body of water
covers the city."
The Kni ghts stared, astounded.
"The el ves did nanage to take their eneny down with them The dragon overlord,
Beryl, is dead."
"Excell ent news!" said Lord Urich
"Perhaps there is a god, after all,’
at whi ch no one | aughed.
Gerard bounded across the room Gasping the startled nmessenger by the collar,
Cerard nearly lifted the young nman off the floor. "Wat of the elves, damm
you? The Queen Mbdther, the young king? What of then? What has happened to
t hen®?"
"Pl ease, sir— the messenger exclained, rattled.
CGerard dropped the gasping young man. "I beg your pardon, sir, ny lords," he
said, lowering his strident tones, "but | have recently been in Qualinesti, as
you know, and | came to care deeply for these people."
"Certainly, we understand, Sir Gerard," said Lord Tasgall. "What news do you
have of the king and the royal fanily?"
"According to the survivors who managed to reach Sol ace, the Queen Mot her was
killed in the battle with the dragon," said the nessenger, eyeing Cerard
di strustfully and keeping out of his reach. "She is being proclainmed a hero.
The king is reported to

have escaped safely and is said to be joining the rest of his people, who fled
the dragon's wath."
"At least with the dragon dead, the elves can now go back to Qualinesti,"
CGerard, his heart heavy.
"I amafraid that is not the case, ny lord," the messenger replied grimy
"For although the dragon is dead and her armi es di spersed, a new comrander
arrived very shortly afterward to take control. He is a Knight of Neraka and
clains he was present during the attack on Sol anthus. He has rallied what was
left of Beryl's arm es and overrun Qualinesti. Thousands flock to his standard
for he has prom sed wealth and free land to all who join him™"
"What of Sol ace?" asked Lord Tasgall anxiously.
"For the noment, we are safe. Haven is free. Beryl's forces who held contro
of that city abandoned their posts and traveled south to be in on the |ooting
of the elven nation. But ny lord believes that once this Lord Samuval, as he
calls himself, has a firmgrip on Qualinesti,

he will next turn his gaze upon Abanasinia. Thus does ny |ord request

rei nforcenents...."
The nessenger paused, |ooked fromone |ord knight to another. None net the
man' s pl eadi ng gaze. They | ooked at each other and then | ooked away. There
were no reinforcenents to send
CGerard was so shaken that he did not i mediately recognize the name Sanuval
and call to mnd the man who had escorted himthrough Mna's canp. He woul d
renenber that only when he was on the road to Sol ant hus. For now, all he could
t hi nk about was Laurana, dying in battle against the great dragon, and his
friend and eneny, the Dark Kni ght conmander, Marshal Medan. True, the
Sol ammi cs woul d never nention himor nane Medan a hero, but Gerard guessed
that if Laurana had died, the gallant Marshal had preceded her in death.
Cerard's heart went out to the young king, who nust now | ead his people in
exile. Glthas was so young to have such terrible

responsi bility thrust upon him young and untried. Wuld he be up to the
task? Coul d anyone, no matter how old and
experienced, be up to that task?

said Lord Siegfried, making a weak joke

said

"Sir Gerard ..."

"Yes, my lord."

"You have |l eave to go. | suggest that you depart tonight. In all the turmoil,
no one will think to question your di sappearance. Do you have everything you
need?"

"I need to nmake arrangenents with the one who is to carry ny nessages, ny



lord." CGerard had no nore |uxury for sorrow. Soneday, he hoped to have the
chance to avenge the dead. But, for now, he had to make certain that he did

not join them "Once that is acconplished, | amready to depart on the
instant."

"My squire, Richard Kent, is young, but sensible, and an expert horsenan,"
said Lord Tasgall. "I will appoint himto be your messenger. Wuld that be

satisfactory?"

"Yes, ny lord," said Cerard.

Ri chard was summoned. Gerard had seen the young man before and been i npressed
with him The two soon settled where Richard was to wait to hear from Cerard
and how they were going to communi cate. Gerard saluted the Knights of the
council, then departed.

Leavi ng the chapel of Kiri-Jolith, Gerard entered the sodden wet courtyard,
ducked his head to keep the rain out of his eyes. Hs first thought was to
find dila, to see how she was faring. H s second and better thought convinced
himto | eave her al one. She woul d ask questions about where he was going and
what he was pl anning, and he'd been ordered to tell no one. Rather than lie to
her, he decided it would be easier to not speak to her at all

Taking a circuitous route to avoid the possibility of bunping into her or
anyone el se, he went to gather up what he needed. He did not take his arnor,
nor even his sword. Going to the kitchen, he packed some food in a saddl ebag,
snagged some water, and a thick cape that had been hung in front of the fire
to dry. The cape was still danmp in places and snelled strongly of wet sheep

t hat had been baked in an oven, but it was ideal for his purpose. Clad only in
his shirt and breeches, he wapped hinself in the cape and headed for the

st abl es.

He had a | ong ride ahead of hinm4ong, wet, and | onely.

9

The Pl ai ns of Dust
The rain that drenched the northlands of Ansal on and was such a misery to the
Sol ammi ¢ Kni ghts woul d have been wel come to the elves in the south, who were
just starting their journey through the Plains of Dust. The Qualinesti elves
had always gloried in the sun. Their Tower was the Tower of the Sun; their

ki ng, the Speaker of the Sun. The sun's |ight bani shed the darkness and
terrors of the night, brought life to the roses and warnth to their houses.
The el ves had | oved even the new sun, that had appeared after the Chaos War
for though its light seemed feeble, pale, and sickly at times, it continued to
bring life to their Iand.

In the Plains of Dust, the sun did not bring life. The sun brought death.
Never before had any elf cursed the sun. Now, after only a few days' travel
t hrough the enpty, harsh |and under the strange, glaring eye of this sun —an
eye that was no |longer pale and sickly but fierce and unforgiving as the eye
of a vengeful goddess —the
elves grew to hate the sun and cursed it bleakly as it rose with mal evol ent
vi ndi ctiveness every norning.
The el ves had done what they could to prepare for their journey,

but none, except the runners, had ever traveled so far fromtheir honel and,
and they had no idea what to expect. Not even the runners, who naintained
contact with Al hana Starbreeze of the Silvanesti, had ever crossed the Pl ains
of Dust. Their routes took themnorth through the swanp | and of the dragon
overlord Onysablet. Glthas had actually considered trying to travel these
routes, but rejected the idea alnpst imediately. While one or two could creep
t hrough the swanps undetected by the dragon or the evil creatures who served
her, an entire popul ace could not escape her notice. The runners reported that
t he swanmp grew darker and nore dangerous, as the dragon extended her contro
over the land, so that few who ventured into it these days cane out alive.
The rebel elves—npst of them WIder elves, who were accustoned

to living out-of-doors-had a better idea of what the people would face.
Al t hough none of them had ever ventured out into the desert, they knew that



their lives nmight well depend on being able to flee at a nonment's notice, and
t hey knew better than to burden themselves with objects that are precious in
life, but have no value to the dead.

The majority of the refugees had yet to learn this hard | esson. The Qualinesti
el ves had fled their hones, nade a dangerous journey through dwarven tunnels
or travel ed by night under the shelter of the trees. Even so, many had nanaged
to bring al ong bags and boxes filled with sil ken gowns, thick wool en robes,
jewel s and jewel boxes, books containing famly histories, toys and dolls for
the children, heirloons of all types and varieties. Such objects held sweet
remenbrances of their past, represented their hope for the future.

Acting on the advice of his wife, Glthas tried to convince the peopl e that
they should | eave their heirloons and jewels and fam |y histories behind. He

i nsisted that every person carry as nmuch water as he or she could possibly
manage, along with food enough for a

week's journey. If that neant an elf maiden could no |onger carry her dancing
shoes, so be it. Mst thought this stricture harsh in the extreme and grunbl ed
i ncessantly. Soneone canme up with the idea of building a litter that could be
dragged al ong behi nd and soon many of the el ves began |ashing together tree
linbs to haul their goods. G |thas watched and shook his head.

"You will never force themto abandon their treasures, ny love," said the
Li oness. "Do not try, lest they come to hate you."
"But they will never make it alive through the desert!" G lthas gestured to an

el ven |l ord who had brought al ong nost of his househol d possessions, including
a small striking clock. "Don't they understand that?"

"No," the Lioness said bluntly, "but they will. Each person nust make the
decision to | eave his past behind or die with it hangi ng about his neck. Not
even his king can nmake that decision for him" Reaching out, she rested her
hand over his. "Renmenber this, Glthas, there are some who would rather die.
You nust steel yourself to face that."

G Ithas thought of her words as he trudged over the w ndswept

rock that flowed like a harsh, hard, and barren red-orange sea to the blue
hori zon. Looking back across the | and that shinmered

in the hot sun, he saw his people straggling al ong behind. Distorted by the
waves of heat rising fromthe rock, they appeared to waver in his vision, to
| engt hen and recede as he watched. He had placed the strongest at the rear of
the group to assist those who were having difficulty, and he set the WI der
el ves to keep watch along the fl anks.

The first few days of their march, he had feared being attacked by the human
arm es ranpagi ng through Qualinesti, but after traveling in the desert, he
soon realized that here they were saf e—safe because no one in his right mnd
woul d ever waste his energy chasing after them Let the desert kill them his
enem es woul d say. |ndeed, that seened likely.

"We're not going to make it," Glthas realized
The elves did not know how to dress for the desert. They di scarded

their clothes in the heat and many were terribly burned by
the sun. The litters now served a useful purpose—arrying those too burned or
sick to wal k. The heat sapped strength and energy, so that feet stunbled and
heads bowed. As the Lioness had predicted,

the el ves began to divest thenselves of their past. Although they left no
mark on the rock, the tale of their passage could be read in the abandoned
sacks and broken chests dunped off the litters or thrown down by weary arns.
Their pace was sl ow-heartbreakingly slow According to the maps, they would
have to cross two hundred and fifty mles of desert before they reached the
remmants of the old King' s H ghway

that led into Silvanesti. Managing only a few nmles a day, they would run out
of both food and water |ong before they reached the mdpoint. Glthas had
heard that there were places in the desert where one could find water, but
t hese were not marked on the maps, and he didn't know how to | ocate them

He had one hope—the hope that had led himto dare to make this treacherous
journey. He must try to find the Pl ai nspeopl e who made their homes in this



forbi ddi ng, desolate land. Wthout their help, the Qualinesti nation would
peri sh.

G Ithas had naively supposed that traveling the Plains of Dust was sinmilar to
traveling in other parts of Ansalon, where one could find villages or towns
within a day's journey along the route. He had been told that there was a
vill age of Plains-people at a place called Duntol. The map showed Duntol to be
due east from Thorbardin. The elves travel ed east, wal king straight into the
nmorni ng sun, but they saw no signs of a village. Gazing across the enpty
expanse of glistening red rock, Glthas could see for mles in all directions
and in all directions he saw no sign of anything except nore rock.

The people were drinking too much water. He ordered that waterskins be
collected by the Wlder elves and rationed. The sane with the food.

At the loss of their precious water, the elves becane angry and afraid. Somne
fought, others pleaded with tears in their eyes. Glthas had to be harsh and
stern, and sonme of the elves turned fromcursing the sun to cursing their
king. Fortunately for Glthas—his

one single stroke of |uck—Prefect Palthai non was so badly

sunburned that he was too sick to cause trouble.

"When the water runs out, we can bleed the horses and live off their blood for
a few days," said the Lioness.

"\What happens when the horses di e?" he asked.

She shrugged.

The next day, two of the sunburn victins died. The elves could not bury them
for no tool they owned woul d break through the solid rock. They could find no
stones on the wi ndswept plains to cover the bodies. They finally wapped t hem
i n wool en capes and | owered the bodies with ropes into deep crevices in the

r ock.

Li ght - headed fromwal king in the blazing sun, Glthas |istened

to the keening of those who nourned the dead. He stared down into the crevice
and thought dazedly how blissfully cool it nmust be at the bottom He felt a
touch on his arm

"W have conpany," said the Lioness, pointing north.

G lthas shaded his eyes, tried to see against the harsh glare. In the

di stance, wavering in the heat, he could make out three riders on horseback
He coul d not discern any detail s—t+hey were shapel ess | unps of darkness. He
stared until his eyes watered, hoping to see the riders approaching, but they
did not nmove. He waved his arns and shouted until his parched throat was
hoarse, but the riders sinmply stood there.

Uwi lling to lose any nore tine, Glthas gave the order for the people to
start wal ki ng.

"Now the watchers are on the nove," said the Lioness.

"But not toward us," said Glthas, sick wth di sappoi ntnment.

The riders traveled parallel to the elves, sonetines vani shing from sight
anong the rocks, but always reappearing. They made their presence known, made
the elves aware that they were being watched. The strange riders did not
appear threatening, but they had no need to threaten. If they viewed the el ves
as an eneny, the blazing sun was the only weapon they required.

Hearing the wailing of children in his ears and the npans of the ill and
dying, Glthas could bear it no | onger

"You're going to talk to them" the Lioness said, her voice
cracking fromlack of water.

He nodded. Hi's nouth was too parched to waste words. "If they are
Pl ai nspeopl e, they have no | ove for strangers
trespassing in their territory," she warned. "They might kill you."

He nodded again and took hold of her hand, raised it to his lips, kissed it.
Turning his horse's head, he rode off toward the north, toward the strange
riders. The Lioness called a halt to the narch. The el ves sank down on the
burni ng rock. Sonme watched their young king ride off, but nost were too tired
and dispirited to care what happened to himor them



The strange riders did not gallop forth to meet Glthas, nor did they gallop
of f. They waited for himto come to them He could still make out very few
details, and as he drew cl oser, he could see why. The strangers were envel oped
in white garnments that covered themfromhead to toe, protecting themfromthe
sun and the heat. He could also see that they carried

swords at their sides.

Dark eyes, narrowed agai nst the sun, stared at himfromthe shadows cast by
the folds of cloth swathed around their heads. The eyes were cold,

di spassi onate, gave no indication of the

t hought s behi nd t hem

One rider urged his horse forward, putting hinmself forth as the | eader

G lthas took note of him but he kept glancing at a rider who kept slightly
apart fromthe rest. This rider was extrenely tall, towered over the heads of
the others, and, although Glthas could not say why, instinct led himto
believe that the tall man was the person in charge

The lead rider drew his sword, held it out before himand

shouted out a conmand.

G lthas did not understand the words. The gesture spoke for itself, and he
halted. He raised his own sunburned hands to show that he carried no weapons.
"Bin'on du auth," he said, as best he could talk for his cracked

lips. "I give you greeting."

The stranger answered with a swarm of unfaniliar words that

buzzed about the king's ears, all of them sounding alike, none

maki ng any sense.

"I amsorry," Glthas said, flushing and shifting to Conmon, "but that is al

I know of your |anguage." Speaki ng was pai nful

Hi s throat was raw

Wavi ng the sword, the stranger spurred his horse and rode straight at G lthas.
The king did not nove, did not flinch. The sword whistled harm essly past his
head. The stranger wheel ed, galloped back, bringing his horse to a halt in a
flurry of sand and a fine display of riding skill

He was about to speak, but the tall man raised his hand in a gesture of
conmand. Riding forward, he eyed G Ithas approvingly.

"You have courage," he said, speaking Conmon.

"No," Glthas returned. "I amsinply too tired to nove."

The tall man | aughed aloud at this, but his |aughter was short and abrupt. He
notioned for his conrade to sheathe his sword, then turned back to G lthas.
"Why do the elves, who should be living on their fat |and,

| eave their fat land to invade ours?"

G lthas found hinmself staring at the water skin the man carried,

a waterskin that was swollen and beaded with drops of cool water. He tore his
gaze away and | ooked back at the stranger.

"W do not invade your land," he said, licking his dry lips. "W are trying to
cross it. W are bound for the land of our cousins, the Silvanesti."

"You do not plan to take up residence in the Plains of Dust?" the tall man
asked. He was not wasteful of his words, spoke only what was needful, no nore,
no less. Glthas guessed that he was not one to waste anything on anyone,

i ncludi ng synpathy. "Trust nme, no, we do not," said Glthas fervently. "W are
a people of green trees and cold, rushing water." As he spoke these words, a
honesi ckness wel Il ed up inside himso that he could have wept. He had no tears.
They had been burned away by the sun. "W nust return to our forests, or else
we wll die."”

"Why do you flee your green |land and cold water?" the tall man asked.

G lthas swayed in the saddle. He had to pause to try to gather enough noisture
in his throat to continue speaking. He failed. Hi s words cane out a harsh

whi sper.

"The dragon, Beryl, attacked our |and. The dragon is dead, but the capita
city, Qualinost, was destroyed in the battle. The lives of many el ves, humans,
and dwarves were | ost defending it. The Dark Kni ghts now overrun our | and.
They seek our total annihilation



W are not strong enough to fight them so we nmust—=

The next thing Glthas knew, he was flat on his back on the ground, staring up
at the unwi nking eye of the vengeful sun. The tall man, wapped in his robes,
squatted confortably at his side, while one of his conrades dribbled water
into Glthas's lips

The tall man shook his head. "I do not know which is greater—the courage of
the elves or their ignorance. Traveling in the heat of the day, wthout the
proper clothing ..." He shook his head again.

Glthas struggled to sit up. The man giving himwater shoved hi m back down.
"Unless | am much nistaken,” the tall man continued, "you are G lthas, son of
Laur al ant hal asa and Tanis Hal f-elven."

G lthas stared, amazed. "How did you know?"

"l am Wanderer," said the tall man, "son of Riverw nd and Gol dnoon. These are
nmy conrades." He did not nanme them apparently leaving it up to themto

i ntroduce thensel ves, sonething

they did not seem di sposed to do. Obviously a people of few words. "W will
hel p you," he added, "if only to speed you through our |and."

The offer was not very gracious, but Glthas took what he could get and was
grateful for it.

"I'f you must know, " Wanderer continued, "you have ny nmother to thank for your
sal vation. She sent ne to search for you."

G lthas could not understand this in the slightest, could only suppose that
ol dnoon had received a vision of their plight.

"How is ... your nother?" he asked, savoring the cool drops of tepid water
that tasted of goat, yet were better to himthan the finest w ne

"Dead, " said Wanderer, gazing far off over the plains.

G Ithas was taken aback by his matter-of-fact tone. He was about to rmunbl e
somet hing consoling, but the tall man interrupted him

"My nother's spirit came to ne the night before last, and told ne to trave
south. | did not know why, and she did not say. | thought perhaps | night find
her body on this journey, for she told me that she lies unburied, but her
spirit di sappeared before she could tell me where."

G lthas again began to stanmer his regrets, but Wanderer paid no heed to his
wor ds.

"Instead,” Wanderer said quietly, "I find you and your people. Perhaps you
know how to find my nother?"
Before G Ithas could answer, Wanderer continued on. "I was told she fled the

Citadel before it was attacked by the dragon, but no one knows where she went.
They said that she was in the grip of some sort of madness, perhaps the
scattered wits that cone to the very old. She did not seemmad to ne when |
saw her spirit. She seened a prisoner."

G lthas thought privately that if Gol dnmoon was not mad, her son certainly
was—all this talk of spirits and unburied bodies. Still, Wanderer's vision had
saved their lives, and Glthas could not very well argue against it. He
answered only that he had no idea where Gol dnoon was, or if she was dead or
alive. H's heart ached, for he thought of his own nother, |ying unburied at
the bottom of a newfornmed | ake. A great weariness and | ethargy canme over him
He wi shed he could lie here for days, with the taste of cool water on his
lips. He had his people to think of, however. Resisting all adnmonitions to
remain prone, Glthas staggered to his feet.

"We are trying to reach Duntol," he said.

Wanderer rose with him "You are too far south. You will find an oasis near

here. There your people may rest for a few days and build up their strength

bef ore you continue your journey. | will send nmy conrades to Duntol for food

and supplies.”

"W have noney to pay for it," Glthas began. He swal |l owed the words when he
saw Wanderer's face darken in anger. "W find some way to repay you," he
anmended | anely.

"Leave our land," Wanderer reiterated sternly. "Wth the dragon sei zing ever
nore land to the north, our resources are stretched as it is."



"W intend to," said Glthas, wearily. "As | have said, we travel to

Si | vanesti . "

Wanderer gazed long at him seenmed about to say nore, but then apparently

t hought better of it. He turned to his conpani ons and spoke to themin the

| anguage of the Plainspeople. GIlthas wondered what \Wanderer had been about to
say, but his curiosity

evaporated as he concentrated on just remaining upright. He was glad to find
that they had given his horse water.

Wanderer's two conpani ons gal |l oped off. Wanderer offered to ride with G lthas.
"I will show you how to dress yourselves to protect your fair skin fromthe
sun and to keep out the heat," Wanderer said. "You nust travel in the cool of
the night and the early norning, sleep during the heat of the day. My people

will treat your sick and show you how to build shelters fromthe sun. | will
gui de you as far as the old King' s H ghway, which you will be able to foll ow
to Silvanesti. You will take that road and | eave our |and and not return."”
"Why do you keep harping on this?" Glthas demanded. "I mean no of f ense,

Wanderer, but | cannot imagi ne anyone in his right mind wanting to live in a
place like this. Not even the Abyss could be nore enpty and desol ate.”
G lthas feared his outburst m ght have angered the Pl ai nsman and was about to
apol ogi ze, when he heard what sounded |ike a snothered chuckle conme from
behind the cloth that covered
Wanderer's face. G lthas renenbered Riverwind only dimy, when he and Gol dnoon
had visited his parents |ong ago, but he was suddenly
rem nded of the tall, stern-faced hunter
"The desert has its own beauty," said Wanderer. "After a rain, flowers burst
into life, scenting the air with their sweetness. The red of the rock agai nst
the blue of the sky, the flow of the cloud shadows over the rippling sand, the
swirling dustdevils and the rolling tunble weed, the sharp scent of sage.

m ss these when
am gone fromthem as you niss the thick canopy of incessantly dripping

| eaves, the continuous rain, the vines that tangle the feet, and the snell of
m | dew t hat cl ogs the lungs."
"One man's Abyss is another nman's Paradise, it seens," said Glthas, smling.
"You may keep your Paradi se, Wanderer, and you are welcone to it. | wll keep
nmy trees and cool water."
"I hope you will," said Wanderer, "but | would not count upon it."
"Why?" G lthas asked, alarned. "Wat do you know?"
"Not hi ng for certain,” said Wanderer. Checking his horse, he turned to face
Glthas. "I was of two minds whether to tell you this or not. These days,
runors drift upon the wind Iike the cot-tonwod seeds."
"Yet, obviously, you give this runor credence,"” Glthas said.
When Wanderer still did not speak, Glthas added, "W intend to go to
Silvanesti no matter what has happened. | assure you, we have no plans to
remain any longer in the desert than is necessary for us to cross it."
Wanderer gazed out across the sand to the mass of elves, bright spots of color
t hat had bl ossoned anbng the rocks w t hout

benefit of life-giving rain.
"The runors say that Silvanesti has fallen to the Dark Knights." Wanderer
turned his dark eyes to Glthas. "You've heard nothing of this?"

"No," replied Glthas. "I have not."

"I wish | could give you nore details, but, needless to say, your people do
not confide in us. Do you believe it?"

Even as G lthas shook his head firmy in the negative, his heart sank. He

m ght speak confidently before this stranger and before his people, but the
truth was that he had heard nothing fromthe exiled Silvanesti queen, Al hana
St arbreeze, in many weeks, not since before the fall of Qualinost. Al hana

St arbreeze had been waging a concerted fight to reenter Silvanesti, to destroy
the shield that surrounded it. The last G |thas had heard, the shield had
fallen and she and her forces were poised on the border, ready to enter her
former honel and. One m ght argue



that Al hana's nessengers would have a difficult time finding him since he'd
been on the nove, but the Silvanesti WIldrunners were friends with the eagles
and the hawks and all whose sight was keen. If they had wanted to find him
they coul d have. Al hana had sent no runners, and perhaps this expl ai ned why.
Here was yet another burden to bear. If this was true, they were not fleeing
danger, they were running headl ong toward it. Yet, they could not stay in the
desert.

At least if | have to die, let it be under a shade tree, G |thas thought.

He straightened in the saddle. "I thank you for this information

Wanderer. Forewarned is forearned. Now | should no |longer delay telling ny
peopl e that help is com ng. How many days will take us to reach the King's
H ghway?"

"That depends on your courage," said Wanderer. G lthas could not see the man's
lips, due to the folds of cloth that swathed his face, but he saw the dark
eyes warmwith a smle. "If all your people are like you, | should not think
the journey will take long at all."

Glthas was grateful for the conplinment. He wi shed he had earned it. Wat is
taken for courage mght only be exhaustion, after all

10

Breaking Into Prison
erard planned to enter Sol anthus on foot. He stabled the animal at a roadhouse
about two nmiles fromthe city—a roadhouse recommended by young Ri chard. Taking
the opportunity to eat a hot meal (about the best that could be said for it),
CGerard caught up on the | ocal gossip. He put out that he was a sell-sword,
wondered if there might be work in the great city.

He was immediately told all he needed and nore than he wanted to know about
t he di sastrous rout of the Solamic Knights and the takeover of the city by
the Dark Knights of Neraka. There had not been many travelers after the fal
of
Sol ant hus several weeks ago, but the inn's mistress was hopeful that business
woul d soon inprove. Reports coning from Sol anthus indicated that the citizens
were not being tortured and sl aughtered

in droves as nmany had feared, but that they were well treated and encouraged
to go about their daily lives as though nothing had happened.
Ch, certainly, a few people had been haul ed off to prison, but they had
probably deserved it. The person in charge of the Knights, who was said to be
a slip of agirl, was not |opping off heads, but was preaching to the people
of a new god, who had conme to take care of them She had gone so far as to
order an old tenple of Pal adine cl eaned out and restored, to be dedicated to
this new god. She went about the city healing the sick and

perform ng other miracles. The people of Sol anthus were becom ng enanored of
her .
Trade routes between Sol ant hus and Pal ant has, | ong cl osed, had now been
reopened, which nmade the nmerchants happy. Al in all, the innkeeper stated,
t hi ngs coul d be worse.
"I heard there were evil dragons about," CGerard said, dunking

his stale bread in the congealing gravy, the only way to make either

pal atable. "And worse than that." He |owered his voice. "I heard that the dead
wal ked i n Sol ant hus!"
The wonman sniffed. She'd heard sonething al ong these |lines, but she'd seen
not hi ng of any dragons herself, and no ghost had cone to the roadhouse aski ng
for food. Chuckling at her own hunor, she went bustling off to provide

i ndi gestion to sonme other unsuspecting guest, leaving Gerard to feed the rest
of his neal to the roadhouse dog and ponder what he'd heard.

He knew the truth of the matter. He'd seen the red and bl ue dragons flying
above the city, and he'd seen the souls of the dead surrounding the city's
wal l's. The hair still rose on the back of his neck whenever he thought about
that army of enpty eyes and gapi ng nout hs, w spy hands wi th ragged fingers
that stretched out to himover the gulf of death. No, that had been very real



| nexpl i cabl e, but real
He was startled to hear that the people of Sol anthus were being so well
treated, but not nuch surprised to hear that they had apparently taken Mna to
their hearts. He'd had only a brief talk with the charismatic | eader of the
Dark Knights, and yet he retained a vivid picture of her: he could see the
fell, amber eyes, hear the tinbre of her voice, recall every word she'd
spoken. Did the fact that she was treating the Sol ant hians well make his job
easier or nore difficult? He argued one way and the other and at |ength cane
to the conclusion that the only way to find out was to go there and see for
hi nmsel f.
Paying for his nmeal and for the stabling of the horse for a week, Gerard set
out for Sol anthus on foot.
Coming within sight of the city walls, he did not imediately enter. He sat
down in a grove of trees, where he could see but not be seen. He needed nore
information on the city, and he needed that information froma certain type of
person. He had been sitting

there for about thirty m nutes when a wi cket at the nmain gate opened up and
several small bodies shot out, as though forcibly propelled from behind.
The smal |l bodi es picked thensel ves up, dusted thenselves off as though this
were nothing out of the ordinary, and, after shaking
hands all round, set off upon their separate ways.
One of the snmall bodi es happened to pass quite close to Gerard. He called out,
acconpanying his call with a friendly gesture,

and the small body, which belonged to a kender, imediately
canme over to chat.
Rem nding hinmself that this was for a worthy cause, Gerard braced hinself,
smled in a friendly manner at the kender, and invited himto be seated.
"CGoat weed Tangl eknot," said the kender, by way of introduction

"My goodness, but you're ugly," he added cheerfully, peering

up into Gerard's pocknarked face, admring his corn-yellow and recal citrant
hair. "You' re probably one of the ugliest humans |'ve ever net."
The Measure prom sed that all who made the suprene sacrifice

for the sake of their country would be rewarded in the afterlife.

CGerard figured that this particul ar experience should gain hima suite of
roonms in some celestial palace. Gitting his teeth, he said he knew he
woul dn't win any prizes as queen of the May dance.
"And you have very blue eyes," said Goatweed. "Unconfortably
blue, if you don't mnd ny saying so. Wuld you like to see what | have in ny
pouches?"
Bef ore Gerard could answer, the kender dunped out the contents

of several pouches and began happily to sort through them
"You just left Solanthus," Gerard said, interrupting Goatweed in the niddle of
a story about how he'd cone by a hammer that had once bel onged to sone
unfortunate tinker. "What's it like inside there? | heard that it had been
t aken over by Dark Kni ghts?"
Coat weed nodded vigorously. "It's about the sanme as usual. The guards round us
up and throw us out. Except that now they take us first to this place that
used to belong to the Mystics, and before that it was a tenple of sonme old god
or other. They brought in a group of Mystics fromthe Citadel of Light and
talked to them That was fun to watch, | tell you! A girl stood up in front of
them dressed up like a knight. She had very strange eyes. Very strange.
Stranger than your eyes. She stood in front of the Mystics and told them al
about the One God, and she showed thema pretty lady stored up in an anber box
and told themthat the One God had al ready performed one miracle and given the
pretty lady her youth and beauty and the One God was goi ng to perform anot her
mracle and bring the pretty |lady back to life.
"The Mystics stared at the pretty |ady, and sone of them began to cry. The
girl asked the Mystics if they wanted to know nore about this One God, and
t hose who said they did were marched of f one way, and those who said that they
didn't were marched off another, including some old nan called the Star-master



or sonmething like that. And then the girl canme to us and asked us lots of
guestions, and then she told us all about this new god who has conme to Krynn.
And then she asked us if we'd like to worship this new god and serve the new
god. "

"And what did you say?" Gerard was curi ous.

"Way | said 'yes,' of course," said Goatweed, astonished that he coul d suppose
otherwise. "It would be rude not to, don't you think? Since this new god has
taken all this trouble to cone here and everything, shouldn't we do what we
can to be encouragi ng?"

"Don't you think it m ght be dangerous to worship a god you don't know
anyt hi ng about ?"

"Ch, | know a lot about this god," CGoatweed assured him "At |east, as nuch as
seens inmportant. This god has a great liking for kender, the girl told us. A
very great liking. So great that this god is searching for one very special
kender in particular. If any of us find this kender, we're supposed to bring
himto the girl and she'll give us a huge reward. W all prom sed we woul d,
and that's the very thing I"'moff to do. Find this kender. You haven't seen
him by any chance?"

"You're the first kender |'ve seen in days," said Gerard. And hopefully the

| ast, he added nentally. "How do you nanage to get into the city w thout—=
"Hi s nane," said Goatweed, fixated on his quest, "is The Tassl ehof f Burrfoot,
and he—=

"Eh?" Cerard excl ai med, astonished. "Wat did you say?"

"Which tinme? There was what | said about Sol anthus and what | said about the
girl and what | said about the new god—

"The kender. The special kender. You said his name was Burrfoot? Tassl ehof f

Bur r f oot ?"

"The Tassl ehoff Burrfoot," CGoatweed corrected. "The 'The' is very inportant
because he can't be just any Tassl ehoff Burrfoot."

"No, | guess he couldn't be," said Gerard, thinking back to the kender who had
started this entire adventure by nanaging to get hinmself |ocked inside the
Tonb of Heroes in Sol ace.

"Al t hough, to make sure," Goatweed continued, "we're supposed

to bring any Tassl ehoff Burrfoot we find to Sanction for the girl to have a

| ook at."

"You nmean Sol ant hus," said Gerard.

CGoat weed was absorbed in examining with interest a bit of broken blue gl ass.
Hol ding it up, he asked eagerly, "Do you think that's a sapphire?”

"No," said Gerard. "It's a piece of broken blue glass. You said you were
supposed to take this Burrfoot to Sanction. You nmean Sol anthus. The girl and
her army are in Sol ant hus, not Sanction."

"Did | say Sanction?" Coatweed scratched his head. After some thought, he
nodded. "Yes, | said Sanction, and | neant Sanction. The girl told us that she
wasn't going to be in Sol ant hus

| ong. She and her arny were all heading off to Sanction, where the new god was
going to establish a huge tenple, and it was in Sancti on where she wanted to
see Burrfoot."

That answers one of ny questions, Gerard thought to hinself.

"I think it's a sapphire,” CGoatweed added, and slid the broken gl ass back into
hi s pouch.

"I once knew a Tassl ehoff Burrfoot— Gerard began hesitantly.

"Did you?" CGoatweed | eaped to his feet and began to skip around Gerard in
excitement. "Were is he? How do |I find hinP"

"I haven't seen himfor a long time," CGerard said, notioning the kender to

cal mdown. "It's just that | was wondering what makes this Burrfoot so
speci al . "
"I don't think the girl said, but I nmay be mistaken. I'mafraid | dozed off

for a bit at about that point. The girl kept us sitting there a very |ong
time, and when one of us tried to get up to | eave, a soldier stuck us with a
sword, which isn't as exciting as it sounds like it mght be. What was the



guesti on?"

Patiently, Gerard repeated it.

CGoat weed frowned, a practice that is conmonly known to aid the nental process,
then said, "All | can renmenber is that he is very special to the One God. If
you see this Tasslehoff friend of yours, will you be sure to tell himthe One
God is looking for hin? And pl ease nmention my nane."

"I promise," said Gerard. "And now, you can do ne a favor. Say that a fellow
had a very good reason for not entering

Sol ant hus t hrough the front gate, what's another way a fell ow could get

i nsi de?"

CGoat weed eyed Cerard shrewdly. "A fell ow about your size?"

"About," said Gerard, shrugging.

"What would this information be worth to a fell ow about your size?" Goatweed
asked.

CGerard had foreseen this, and he brought forth a pouch containing

an assortnment of interesting and curious objects he'd appropriated fromthe
manor house of Lord Urich

"Take your pick," he said.

Cerard regretted this inmrediately, for Goatweed was thrown

into an agony of indecision, dithering over the lot, finally ending up torn
between a rusty caltrop and an old boot mssing its heel

"Take them both," Gerard said.

Struck by such generosity, CGoatweed described a great many pl aces whereby one
coul d sneak unnoticed into Sol ant hus.

Unfortunately, the kender's descriptions were nore confusing than hel pful, for
he often jumped forward to add details about one he hadn't described yet or
fell backward to correct information about one he'd described fifteen m nutes
earlier.

Eventual | y, Gerard pi nned Goatweed down and made him go over each in detail—a
ti me-consum ng and frustrating process, during which Gerard canme perilously
close to strangling Goatweed. At length, CGerard had three |ocations in mnd
one he deened nost suitable to his needs and the other two as back-up
CGoatweed required Gerard to swear on his yellow hair that he woul d never,
never divulge the location of the sites to anyone. Gerard did so, wondering if
CGoat weed hinsel f had taken that very sane vow and considering it highly
likely.
After this cane the hard part. Gerard had to rid hinself of the kender, who
had by now deci ded that they were best friends, if not brothers or naybe
cousins. The | oyal CGoatweed was quite prepared to travel with Gerard for the
rest of his days. Gerard said that was fine with him he was going to | ounge
about here for a good long while. Maybe take a nap. Goatweed was free to wait.
Fifteen m nutes passed, during which the kender devel oped the fidgets and
CGerard snoozed with one eye open to see that he didn't | ose anything of val ue.
Finally Goatweed could stand the strain no | onger. He packed up his treasure
and departed, com ng back several tinmes to renind Gerard that if he saw The
Tassl ehof f Burrfoot, he was to send himstraight to the One God and nention
that his friend Goatweed was to receive the reward. Gerard prom sed and
finally managed to rid hinself of the kender. He had several hours to wait
until darkness, and he whiled away his tinme trying to figure out what M na
wanted wi th Tassl ehoff Burrfoot.
CGerard couldn't imagine that M na had any great |ove for kender. The magi cal
Devi ce of Tinme Journeying the kender
carried was probably the prize the girl was after
"Which neans,"” said Gerard to hinself, "that if the kender can be found, we
shoul d be the ones to find him"

He nade a nmental note to tell the Solammic Knights to be on the | ookout for
any kender calling hinmself Tasslehoff Burrfoot and to seize and hold said
kender for safekeeping and, above all, not et himfall into the hands of the
Dark Knights. This settled, Gerard waited for nightfall.
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The Prison House of Death

Gerard had no difficulty slipping unobserved into the city. Although his first
choi ce had been bl ocked up—showi ng that the Dark Knights were working to stop
up all the "rat hol es"—+they had not yet found the second. True to his vow,
Gerard never revealed the |ocation of the entrance site.
The streets of Sol ant hus were dark and enpty. According to the innkeeper, a
curfew had been inposed on the city. Patrols marched through the streets,
forcing Gerard to duck and dodge to avoid them sliding into a shadowed
doorway, ducking behind piles of rubbish in an alleyway.
What with hiding fromthe patrols and an i nperfect know edge

of the streets, Gerard spent a good two hours roam ng about the city before
he finally saw what he'd been | ooking for—+the walls of the prison house.

He huddl ed inside a doorway, keeping watch and wonderi ng how he was going to
manage to sneak inside. This had al ways

been the weak point of his plan. Breaking into a prison was proving

just as difficult as breaking out.
A patrol marched into the courtyard, escorting several curfew violators.

Li stening as the guard nmade his report, Gerard found out that all the taverns
had been shut down by order of the Dark Knights. A tavern owner, trying to cut
his | osses, had secretly opened his doors to a few regular custoners. The
private party had turned rowdy, drawing the attention of the patrols, and now
the custoners and the proprietor were all being incarcerated.

One of the prisoners was singing at the top of his lungs. The proprietor wung
hi s hands and demanded to know how he was supposed to feed his famly if they
took away his livelihood. Another prisoner was sick on the pavenent. The
patrol wanted to rid thenselves of their onerous burden as quickly as
possi bl e, and they beat on the door, yelling for the gaol er

He arrived, but he didn't | ook pleased. He protested that the jail cells were
filled to overflowi ng, and he didn't have roomfor any nore. Wile he and the
patrol |eader argued, Gerard slid out of his doorway, darted across the
street, and took his place at the back of the group of prisoners.

He pulled the hood of his cloak over his head, hunched his shoul ders, and
crowded as close to the others as possible. One of the prisoners glanced at
him and his eyes blinked. Gerard held his breath, but after staring at hima
nmonent, the man broke into a drunken grin, |eaned his head on Gerard's
shoul der, and burst into tears.
The patrol |eader threatened to march away and | eave the prisoners

in the street, adding that he would nost certainly report this obstruction of
his duty to his superiors. Cowed, the gaoler flung open the door of the prison
and shouted for the prison guards. The prisoners were handed over, and the
patrol marched off.
The guards herded Gerard and the others into the cell block
The nonent the gaoler canme in sight, the prisoners began shouting. The gaol er
paid no attention to them Shoving his prisoners

into any cell that could acconmpbdate them the gaoler and his guards |eft
with all haste
The cell in which they stuffed Gerard was al ready so packed that he didn't
dare sit down for fear of being tranmpled. Adjoining cells were just as bad,
some filled with nen, others with wonen, all of themclanoring to be set free
The stench of unwashed bodies, vonit, and waste was intol erable. Gerard
retched and cl anped his hand over his nose and mouth, trying desperately and
unsuccessfully to filter the smell through his fingers.

CGerard shoved his way through the mass of bodies toward the back of the cell,
as far fromthe overfl owi ng sl op bucket as he coul d nanage. He had feared he
and his clothes mght |ook too clean for what he planned, but he no | onger had
to worry about that. A few hours in here and the stench would cling to himso
that he doubted if he could ever be free of it. After a brief tinme spent

convi ncing hinmself that he was not going to throw up, he noticed that a

nei ghboring cell —ene that was | arge and spaci ous—appeared to be enpty.



Nudgi ng one of his cellmates in the ribs, Gerard jerked a thumb in that
direction.

"Why don't they put some of us in there?" he asked.

"You can go in there if you want to," said the prisoner, with a dark gl ance.
"Me, I'lIl stay here.™

"But it's enpty," Cerard protested.

"No, it ain't. You just can't see 'em Good thing, too.
"Bad enough | ookin' at 'em by daylight."

"What are they?" asked Gerard, curious.

"Wzards," the nman grunted. "At least, that's what they was. | ain't sure what
they are now "

"Why? What's wrong with then"

"You'll see," the man predicted dourly. "Now |l et nme get sone sleep, will you?"
Squatting down on the floor, the man closed his eyes. CGerard figured he should
try to rest, too, although he guessed gloonmily it would be inpossible.

He was pl easantly anazed to wake up sone hours later to find daylight
struggling to nake its way inside the slit w ndows. Rubbing the sleep fromhis
eyes, he looked with interest at the

occupants of the neighboring cell, wondering what nade the
wi zards so very formdable

Startled, Gerard pressed his face against the bars that separated

the two cells.

"Palin?" CGerard called out in a low voice. "lIs that you?"

He honestly wasn't certain. The mage | ooked like Palin. But if this was Palin,
t he usual ly conscientious mage had not bathed or shaved or combed his hair or
taken any care of his appearance

for weeks. He sat on a cot, staring at nothing, eyes enpty, his face

expr essi onl ess.
Anot her nage sat on another cot. This nmage was an elf, so enaciated that he

m ght have been a corpse. He had dark hair, unusual in the elves, who tended
to be fair, and his skin was the color of bleached bone. He wore robes that

m ght have started out black in color, but grinme and dust had turned them
gray. The elf sat still and lifeless as Palin, the sanme expression that was no
expression on his face.

Cerard called Palin's name again, this tinme slightly |ouder so that it could
be heard over the coughi ng, hacking, wheezing, shouting,

and conpl ai ning of his fellow prisoners. He was about to call again when he
was distracted by a tickling sensation on his neck

"Dam fleas,"” he muttered, slapping at it.

The mage lifted his head, |ooked up

"Palin! What are you doing here? What's happened to you? Are you hurt? Drat
these fleas!" Gerard scrubbed viciously at his neck, wiggled about in his

cl ot hes.

Palin stared vacantly at Gerard for |ong nonents, as if waiting

for himto do something or say sonething nore. When Gerard only repeated his
earlier questions, Palin shifted his eyes away and once nore stared at

not hi ng.

Cerard tried several nore tinmes but finally gave up and concentrated

on ridding hinmself of the itching verm n. He managed to do so at |last, or so
he assumed, for the tickling sensation ceased.

"\What happened to those two?" Cerard asked his cell mate.

"Dunno," was the answer. "They were |ike that when | was brought here, and
that was three days ago. Every day, someone

cones in and gives 'emfood and water and sees that they eat it. Al day, they
just sit like that. Gves a fellow the horrors, don't it."

Yes, Gerard thought, indeed it did. He wondered what had happened to Palin.
Seei ng spl otches of what appeared to be dried blood on his robes, Gerard

concl uded that the nmage had been beaten or tortured so nuch that his wits had
left him H's heart heavy with pity, Gerard scratched absently at his neck
then turned away. He couldn't do anything to help Palin now, but, if all went

The man gri maced.



as he planned, he nmight be able to do sonmething in the future.

He squatted down in the cell, keeping his distance froma | oathsone-I| ooki ng
straw mattress. He had no doubt that's where he'd picked up the fleas.
"Well, that was a waste of time," renmarked Dal amar.

The elf's spirit lingered near the prison's single window. Even in this
twilight world that he was forced to inhabit—neither dead nor alive—-he felt as
if he were suffocating inside the stone walls. He found it conforting at | east
to i magi ne he was breat hing

fresh air.

"What were you trying to acconplish?" he asked. "I take it you weren't

i ndulging in a practical joke."

"No, no joke," said Palin's spirit quietly. "If you nust know, | was hoping to
be able to contact the man, to speak to him™"

"Bah!" Dal amar snorted. "I would have thought you had nore sense. He cares

not hing for us. None of them do. Who is he, anyhow?"

"His nane is Gerard. He's a Solamic Knight. | knew himin Qualinesti. W were
friends . . . well, maybe not friends. | don't think he liked ne. You know how
Sol ammi cs feel about mages, and | wasn't very pl easant conpany, | have to
admt. Still"—Palin remenbered what it was to sigh—=I thought perhaps | m ght

be able to conmunicate with him just as my father was able to
communi cate with ne."
"Your father |oved you, and he had somet hing of inportance to relate to you,"
sai d Dal anar. "Besides, Caranpn was quite
t horoughly dead. W are not, at least | nust suppose we are not. Perhaps that
has something to do with it. Wat were you hoping he could do for you,
anyhow?"
Palin was silent.
"Come now," said Dalamar. "We are hardly in a position to keep secrets from
one anot her."
If that is true, Palin thought, than what do you do on those solitary ranbles
of yours? And don't tell nme you are lingering beneath the pine trees to enjoy
nature. \Where do you go and why?
For a long tinme after their return fromdeath, the nages' spirits
remai ned tethered to the bodies they had once inhabited, as a prisoner is
chained to a wall. Dalamar, restless, searching for a way back to life, was
the first to discover that their bonds were self-created. Perhaps because they
were not wholly dead, their spirits were not enslaved to Takhisis, as were the
soul s caught up in the river of the dead. Dal amar was able to sever the |ink
t hat bound body and soul together. His spirit left its jail, left Sol ant hus,
or so he told Palin, although he didn't say where he had gone. Yet, even
t hough he could | eave, the mage was al ways forced to return.
Their spirits tended to be as jealous of their bodies as any miser of the
chest that holds his wealth. Palin had tried venturing
out into the sad world of the other inprisoned souls only to be consuned by
fear that sonething nmight happen to his body in his absence. He flitted back
to find it still sitting there, staring at nothing. He knew he should fee
gl ad, and part of himwas, but another part was bitterly disappointed. After
that, he did not |eave his body. He could not join with the dead souls, who
nei t her
saw nor heard him He did not |like to be around the living for the sane
reason.
Dal amar was often away from his body, though never for long. Palin was
convinced that Dal amar was nmeeting with Mna, trying to bargain with her for
the return of his life. He could not prove it, but he was certain it was so.
"I'f you must know," said Palin, "I was hoping to persuade Gerard to kill ne.
"I't would never work," said Dalamar. "Don't you think |I've already considered
it?"
"It mght," Palin insisted. "The body lives. The wounds we suffered are
heal ed. Killing the body again m ght sever the cord that binds us."
"And once again, Takhisis would bring us back to this charade of life. Haven't



you figured out why? Why does our Queen feed us and watch over us as the
Shal afi once fed and cared for those poor wetches he termed the Live Ones? W
are her

experiment, as they were his. The tine will come when she will
determ ne if her experinent has succeeded or failed. She will determine it. W
will not. Don't you think I've tried?"

He spoke the last bitterly, confirmng Palin's suspicions.

"First," Palin said, "Takhisis is not ny queen, so don't include nme in your

t hi nki ng. Second, what do you nean—experinment? She's obviously keeping us
around to make use of the nagical Device of Tinme Journeying, should she ever
get hold of it."

"I'n the beginning that was true. But now that we've done so well—thrived, so
to speak—she's starting to have other ideas. Wiy waste good fl esh and bone by
letting it rot in the ground when it could be animated and put to use? She

al ready has an arny of souls. She plans to augment her forces by creating an
arnmy of corpses to go along with it."

"You sound very certain."

"I am" said Dalamar. "One might say |'ve heard it fromthe horse's mouth.”
"All the nore reason for us to end this," said Palin firmy. "I—=

Dal amar's spirit made a sudden nove, darted quickly back to be near the body.
"We are about to have visitors," he warned.

Guards entered the cells, dragging al ong several kender, tied together with
ropes around their waists. The guards marched the kender through the cells to
t he cl amorous amusenent of the other prisoners. Then jeering and insults
ceased abruptly. The prison grew hushed, quiet.

M na wal ked al ong the rows of cells. She glanced neither to the right nor the
left, took no interest in those behind the bars. Sone of the prisoners | ooked
at her with fear, sonme shrank fromher. Qhers reached out their hands in
wor dl ess pl eadi ng. She ignored them all

Halting in front of the cell in which the bodies of the two nmages were

i ncarcerated, M na took hold the rope and dragged the assorted kender forward.
"Every one of themclains to be Tasslehoff Burrfoot," she said, speaking to
the corpses. "Is one of these the kender | seek? Do either of you recognize
hi nP"

Dal amar' s corpse responded with a shake of the head.

"Palin Mjere?" she asked. "Do you recogni ze any of these kender?"

Palin could tell at a glance that none of them were Tassl ehoff, but he refused
to answer. If Mna imgi ned she had the kender, let her waste her tinme finding
out otherw se. He sat there, did nothing.

M na was not been pleased at his show of defiance.

"Answer me," she commanded. "You see the shining light, the real ns beyond?"
Palin saw them They were his constant hope, his constant tornment.

"I'f you have any thought of freedom of obtaining your soul's wish to | eave
this world, you will answer ne."

When he did not, she clasped her hand around the nedallion she wore at her

t hr oat .

"Just tell her!" Dalamar hissed at him "What does it matter? A sinple search
of the kender will reveal that they don't have the device. Save your defiance
for sonething truly inportant.”

Palin's corpse shook its head.

M na rel eased her hold on the nedallion. The kender, nost of them protesting
that they were too The Tassl ehoff Burrfoot, were marched away.

Wat chi ng them go, Palin wondered how Tassl ehof f +he real one-had nmanaged to
evade capture for so long. Mna and her God were both grow ng increasingly
frustrated

Tassl ehof f and his device were the bedbugs keeping the Queen from having a
really good night's sleep. The know edge of her vulnerability must nip at her
constantly, for no matter how powerful she grew, the kender was out there when
and where he shoul d not be.

| f anyt hing happened to hi mand what kender ever lived to a ripe old age?—Her



Dark Majesty's grand schemes and plans woul d conme to naught. That might be a
conforting thought, but for the fact that Krynn and its people would cone to
naught, as well.

"All the nore reason to remain alive,'

Dal amar stated with vehenence, speaking

to Palin's thoughts. "Once you join that river of death, you will drown and be
forever at the nmercy of the tide, as are those poor souls who are out there
now. W still have a nodicumof free will, as you just discovered. That is the

flaw in the experiment, the flaw that Takhisis has yet to correct. She has
never |iked the concept of freedom you know Qur ability to think and act for
oursel ves has al ways been her greatest eneny. Unless she sonehow finds a way
to deprive us of that, we must cling to our one strength, keep fast hold of

it. Qur chance will come, and we mnust be ready to seize it."

Qur chance or yours? Palin wondered. He was hal f-anused by Dal amar, hal f-angry
at him and on reflection, wholly ashamed of hinsel f.

As usual, he thought, 1've been sitting around feeling sorry for nyself while
nmy self-serving, anbitious coll eague has been out and doing. No nore. | wll
be just as selfish, just as anbitious as any two Dalamars. | may be lost in a
foreign country, hobbled hand and foot, where no one speaks ny | anguage and
they are all deaf, dunb, and blind to boot. Yet, some way, some how, | will
find someone who sees ne, who hears me, who understands ne.
Your experinment will fail, Takhisis, Palin vowed. The experi ment

itself will see to that.

12

In the Presence of the God

The day Cerard spent in the cell was the worst day of his life. He hoped he
woul d grow used to the snell, but that proved inpossible, and he caught

hi nsel f seriously wondering if breathing was actually worth it. The guards
tossed food inside and brought buckets of water for drinking, but the water
tasted like the snell, and he gagged as he swal |l owed. He was gl oom |y pl eased
to note that the day gaol er, who appeared none too intelligent, was, if
possi bl e, nore harassed and confused than the night man.

Late in the afternoon, Gerard began to think that he'd m scal cul at ed,

that his plan wasn't as good as he'd thought and that there was every
possibility he would spend the rest of his life in this cell. He'd been caught
by surprise when M na had entered the cells, acconpanying the kender. She was
the [ ast person he wanted to see. He kept his face hidden, remained crouched
on the floor until she had gone.
After a few nore hours, when it appeared that no one else was likely to coneg,
CGerard was begi nning to have second thoughts

about this mssion. Suppose no one cane? He was reflecting that he wasn't
nearly as smart as he'd thought he was, when he heard a sound that inproved
his spirits inmensely—the rattle of steel, the clank of a sword.

Prison guards carried clubs, not swords. Gerard | eaped to his feet. Two
menbers of the Dark Knights of Neraka entered the prison cells. They wore
their helnets with the visors |owered (probably to keep out the snell),

cui rasses over woolen shirts, |eather breeches, and boots. They kept their
swords sheat hed but their hands on the hilts.

I mredi ately the prisoners set up a clanor, sone demanding to be freed, others
pl eading to be able to talk to someone about the terrible mstake that had
been nade. The Dark Knights ignored them They headed for the cell where the
two mages sat staring at the walls, oblivious to the uproar

Lungi ng forward, Gerard nmanaged to thrust his arm between the bars and seize
hol d of the sleeve of one of the Dark Knights. The man whi pped around. His
conpani on drew his sword, and Gerard night have | ost his hand had he not
snatched it away.

"Captain Samuval!" CGerard shouted. "I nust see Captain Samuval ."

The Knight's eyes were glints of light in the shadow of his helm He lifted
his visor to get a better view of Gerard



"How do you know Captai n Samuval ?" he denanded.
"I"mone of you!" Gerard said desperately. "The Sol amics captured nme and

| ocked me up in here. 1've been trying to convince
the great oaf who runs this place to set ne free, but he won't listen. Just
bring Captain Sanuval here, will you? He'll recognize ne."

The Knight stared at CGerard a nonment |onger, then snapped his visor shut and
wal ked over to the cell that held the mages. Gerard could do nothing nore but
hope that the man would tell soneone, would not |eave himhere to die of the
sti nk.
The Dark Knights escorted Palin and his fellow nage out of the cellblock. The
prisoners fell back as the mages shuffled past, not wanting anything to do
with them The mages were gone for

nore than an hour. Gerard spent the time wondering if the Knight would tel
someone. Hopefully, the name of Captain Samuval woul d spur the Knight to
action.
The cl anki ng of swords announced the Knights' return. They deposited their
cat at oni ¢ charges back on their cots. Gerard hastened
forward to try to talk to the Dark Kni ght again. The prisoners

wer e banging on the cell bars and shrieking for the guards when the conmotion
suddenly ceased, sonme swallowi ng their cries so fast that they choked.
A m notaur entered the cells. The beast-man, who had the face of a bull made
even nmore ferocious by the intelligent eyes that | ooked out of the mass of
shaggy brown fur, was so tall that he was forced to walk with his head bowed
to avoid raking his sharp horns against the low ceiling. He wore a | eather
harness that |left bare his muscular torso. He was armed w th numerous weapons,
anong them a heavy sword that Gerard doubted if he could have lifted with two
hands. Cerard guessed rightly that the m notaur was coming to see him and he
didn't know whether to be worried

or thankful.
As the mnotaur approached his cell, the other prisoners scranbled to see who
could reach the back fastest. CGerard had the front of the cell all to hinself.
He tried desperately to remenber the mnotaur's nanme, but it eluded him
"Thank goodness, sir," he said, making do. "I was beginning to think I'd rot
in here. Were's Captain Sanmuval ?"

"He is where he is," the minotaur runbled. His small, bovine eyes fixed on
CGerard. "What do you want with hin®"

"I want himto vouch for nme," said CGerard. "He'll renenber nme, |'msure. You
m ght renmenber ne, too, sir. | was in your canp just prior to the attack on
Sol anthus. | had a prisoner—a femal e Sol ami ¢ Kni ght . "

"I remenber," said the nminotaur. The eyes narrowed. "The Sol amic escaped. She

had hel p. Yours."

"No, sir, no!" Gerard protested indignantly. "You ve got it all wong! \Woever
hel ped her, it wasn't me. Wen | found out she was gone, | chased after her. |
caught her, too, but we were

close to the Solamic lines. She shouted, and before | could shut her up"-he
drew his hand across his throat—the Sol amics cane to her rescue. They took
me prisoner, and |'ve been | ocked here ever since."

"Qur people checked to see if there were any Knights being held prisoner after
the battle," said the mnotaur

"I tried to tell themthen," said Gerard, aggrieved. "l've been telling them
ever since! No one believes ne!"

The minotaur said nothing in reply, just stood staring. Gerard had no way of
knowi ng what the beast-man was thinking beneath those horns.

"Look, sir," said Gerard, exasperated, "would | be in this stinking hole if ny
story wasn't true?"

The mi notaur stared at Gerard a nmoment | onger. Turning on his heel, he stal ked
off to the end of the corridor to confer with the gaoler. Gerard saw the
jailer peer at himand then shake his head and fling up his hands hel pl essly.
"Let himout," ordered the m notaur

The gaoler hurried to obey. Fitting the key in the |ock, he opened the cel



door. Cerard wal ked out to the tune of nuttered curses and threats fromhis
fellow prisoners. He didn't care. At that nmonent, he could have hugged the

m not aur, but he thought his reaction should be one of indignation, not
relief. He flung a few curses hinself and gl owered at the gaol er
The minotaur laid a heavy hand on Gerard's shoul der. The hand was not there in
the spirit of friendship. The mnotaur's nails dug painfully into Gerard's
shoul der.

"I will take you to Mna," said the mnotaur

"I plan to pay ny respects to Lord of the Night Mna," said Gerard, "but I
can't appear before her like this. Gve nme sone tine to wash up and find sone
decent cl ot hes—=

"She will see you as you are," said the mnotaur, adding, as an afterthought,
"She sees all of us as we are.”
This being precisely what he feared, Gerard was not in the | east eager to be
interviewed by Mna. He had hoped to be able to retrieve his knightly
accoutrements (he knew the storehouse
where the Sol amics had stashed then) and blend in with the crowd, hang about
the barracks with the other Knights and sol diers,

pick up the | atest gossip, discover who' d been given orders to do what, then
| eave to make his report.
There was no help for it, however. The m notaur (whose nane was Gaidar, Cerard
finally remenbered), marched Gerard out of the prison. Gerard cast a | ast

gl ance at Palin as he left. The mage had not noved.

Shaki ng his head, feeling a shiver run through him Gerard acconpani ed the

m not aur through the streets of Sol ant hus.

I f anyone would know M na's plans, it was Gaidar. The m notaur

was not the tal kative type, however. CGerard nmentioned Sanction

a couple of times, but the minotaur answered only with a cold, dark gl ower.
CGerard gave up and concentrated on seeing what he could of life in Sol ant hus.
Peopl e were out in the streets, going about their daily routine, but they did
so in a fearful and hurried nmanner, keeping their heads down, not wanting to
neet the eyes of the nunerous patrols.
Al the taverns were closed, their doors cerenoniously sealed by a band of

bl ack cloth that had been stretched across them GCerard had al ways heard the
sayi ng about courage being found at the bottomof a jug of dwarf spirits, and
he supposed that was why the taverns had been shut down. The bl ack cloth was
stretched across other shops, as wel |l —pst notably mageware shops and shops
t hat sol d weapons.
They came within sight of the Geat Hall, where Gerard had been brought to
trial. Menories canme back to himforcibly,

particularly nenories of Qdila. She was his closest friend, his only friend,
really, for he was not the type to make friends easily. He was sorry now that
he hadn't said good-bye to her and at |east given her sone hint of what he

pl anned.

Gai dar steered Gerard past the Geat Hall. The building teemed with soldiers
and Knights, for it had apparently been taken over as a barracks. Gerard
t hought they mght stop here, but Gaidar led himto the old tenples that stood
near the hall
These tenples had been formerly dedicated to the gods nost favored by the

Kni ght s—Pal adi ne and Kiri-Jolith. The tenple of Kiri-Jolith was the ol der of
the two and slightly larger, for Kiri-Jolith was consi dered the Sol ami cs
speci al patron. Paladine's tenple, constructed of white marble, drew the eye
with its sinple but el egant design. Four white columms adorned the front.

Mar bl e steps, rounded so that they resenbled waves, flowed down fromthe
porti co.
The two tenples were attached by a courtyard and a rose garden. Here grew the
white roses, the synbol of the Knighthood. Even after the departure of the
gods and, subsequently, the priests, the Solamics had kept up the tenples and
tended the rose gardens. The Knights had used the tenples for study or for
nmedi tation. The citizens of Sol anthus found them havens of peace and



tranquility and could often be seen wal king here with their famlies.

"Not surprising this One God | ooks on themw th covetous eyes," Gerard said to
hinself. "I'd nove here in a mnute if | were out wandering the universe,
searching for a hone."
A large nunmber of the citizens stood gathered around the outer doors of the
tenpl e of Pal adi ne. The doors were closed, and the crowd appeared to be

awai ting adnittance.

"What's going on, sir?" Gerard asked. "What are all these people doing here?
They aren't threatening to attack, are they?"
Atiny smle creased the mnotaur's muzzle. He al nbst chuckl ed.

"These peopl e have conme to hear about the One God. M na speaks to crowds |ike
this every day. She heals the sick and

performs other mracles. You will find many residents of Sol anthus worshi pi ng
inthe tenple.”

CGerard had no idea what to say to this. Anything that came to mind would only
land himin trouble and so he kept his mouth shut. They were wal ki ng past the
rose garden when a brilliant flash of sunlight reflecting off anber caught his
eye. He blinked, stared, then stopped so suddenly that Gaidar, irritated,

al nost yanked of f his arm

"Wait!" Gerard cried, appalled. "WAit a mnute." He pointed. "Wat is that?"
"The sarcophagus of Gol dnmoon," said Gaidar. "She was once the head of the
Mystics of the Citadel of Light. She was al so the nother of M na-her adopted
not her," he felt conpelled to add. "She was an old, old woman. Over ninety, so
they say. Look at her. She is young and beautiful again. Thus does the One God
grant favor to the faithful."

"A lot of good that does her if she's dead," Gerard nmuttered, his heart

aching, as he | ooked at the body encased in anber. He remenbered CGol dnoon
vividly, renenbered her beautiful, golden hair that seemed spun with silver
noonbeans, renenbered

her face, strong and conpassionate and | ost, searching. He couldn't find the
ol dnoon he had known, though. Her face, seen beneath the anber, was the face
of no one, anyone. Her gold and silver hair was anmber-col ored. Her white robes
anber. She'd been caught in the resin, like all the rest of the insects.

"She will be granted life again," said Gaidar. "The One God has prom sed to
performa great mracle."

Cerard heard an odd tone in Gaidar's voice and he gl anced, startled, at the

m not aur. Di sapprovi ng? That was hard to be believe. Still, as Gerard thought
back over what he knew of the m notaur race, he had al ways heard them

descri bed as devout followers

of their forner god, Sargonnas, who was hinself a m notaur

Per haps Gai dar was havi ng second t houghts about this One God. Gerard marked
that down as a hunch he mght be able to nake use of |ater
The m notaur gave Gerard a shove, and he had to continue wal ki ng. He | ooked
back at the sarcophagus. Many of the citizenry were standi ng around the anber
coffin, gaping at the body inside and sighing and ooohi ng and aahi ng. Sone
were on their knees in prayer. Gerard kept twisting his head to | ook around,
forgot to watch where he was going, and tripped over the tenple stairs. Gaidar
grow ed at him and CGerard realized he had better keep his mnd on his own
busi ness or he'd end up in a coffin hinmself. And the One God wasn't likely to
performany mracle on him
The tenpl e doors opened for Gaidar, then shut behind him to the great

di sappoi nt nent of those waiting outside.

"Mna!" they called out, chanting her name. "M na! Mna!"

I nside, the tenple was shadowed and cool. The pale |light of the sun, that
seened to have to work hard to shine through the stained gl ass wi ndows, forned
weak and watery patterns of blue, white, green, and red on the fl oor
criss-crossed with black bars. The altar had been covered with a cloth of
white velvet. A single person knelt there. At the sound of their footfalls in
the still tenple, the girl raised her head and gl anced over her shoul der

"I amsorry to disturb you in your prayers, Mna," said Gaidar in a subdued



voi ce that echoed eerily in the still tenple, "but this is a matter of

i mportance. | found this man in the prison cells. You may renmenber him He—=
"Sir CGerard," said Mna. Rising, she noved away fromthe altar, wal ked down
the central aisle. "Gerard uth Mondar. You brought that young Sol amic Kni ght
to us. Odila was her nane. She escaped.”
CGerard had his story all ready, but his tongue stuck firmy to the roof of his
nmout h. He had not thought he could ever forget those amber eyes, but he had
forgotten the powerful spell they could cast over any person caught in their
depths. He had the feeling that she knew all about him knew everything he had
done since they |last parted, knew exactly why he was here. He could lie to
her, but he would be wasting his tine.
Still, he had to try, futile as it might be. He stunmbled through his tale,
thinking all the while that he sounded exactly like a guilty child lying to
avoid the strap and the woodshed.

Mna listened to himwith grave attention. He ended by saying that he hoped
that he would be pernitted to serve her, since he understood that his forner
commander, Marshal Medan, had died in the battle of Qualinesti.

"You grieve for the Marshal and for the Queen Mother, Laurana,"

said M na.

Gerard stared at her, dunbfounded

She smled, the anber eyes shone. "Do not grieve for them They serve the One
God in death as they both unwittingly served the One God in life. So do we all
serve the One Cod, whether we
will or no. The rewards are greater for those who serve the One God know ngly,
however. Do you serve the One God, Gerard?"

M na canme nearer to him He saw hinself snmall and insignificant

in her anber eyes, and he suddenly wanted very nmuch to do sonething to make
her proud of him to win her favor

He could do so by swearing to serve the One God, yet in this, if in nothing

el se, he nust speak the truth. He | ooked at the altar, and he listened to the
stillness, and it was then he knew for a certainty

that he was in the presence of a god and that this god saw through to his
very heart.

"I ... 1 knowso little of this One God," he stamrered evasively.

"I cannot give you the answer you want, Lady. | amsorry."

"Wuld you be willing to | earn?" she asked him

"Yes" was all he needed to say to remain in her service, yet the truth was
that he didn't want to know anything at all about this One God. Gerard had

al ways done very well wi thout the gods. He didn't feel confortable in the
presence of this one.

He nunbl ed sonething unintelligible, even to hinself. Mna seened to hear what
she wanted to hear fromhim however. She smil ed.

"Very well. | take you into ny service, Gerard uth Mondar. The One God takes
you into service, as well."
At this, the minotaur nade a disgruntled runbling sound.

"Gaidar thinks you are a spy," said Mna. "He wants to kill you. If you are a
spy, | have nothing to hide. I will tell you nmy plans freely. In tw days
time, an arny of soldiers and Knights from Palanthas will join us, adding
anot her five thousand to our nunber. Wth that arny and the arny of souls, we
will march on Sanction. And we will take it. Then we will rule all of the
northern

part of Ansalon, well on our way to ruling all of this continent.

Do you have any questions?"
CGerard ventured a feeble protest. "Lady, | am not—=

Mna turned fromhim "Qpen the doors, Gaidar," she ordered. "I will speak to
t he people now. " d ancing back at Gerard, she added, "You should stay to hear
the sermon, Sir CGerard. You might find ny words instructive."

CGerard could do nothing but acqui esce. He glanced sidel ong at Gai dar, caught
the m notaur glowering back at him Cearly, Gaidar knew himfor what he was.
CGerard nust take care to keep out of the mnotaur's way. He supposed he shoul d



be thankful, for he'd acconplished his mssion. He knew M na's pl ans—al ways
provi ded she was telling the truth—and he had only to hang about for a couple
of days to see if the army from Pal ant has showed up to confirmit. Hs heart
was no longer in his mssion, however. Mna had killed his spirit, as
effectively as she might have killed his body.

We fight against a god. What does it matter what we do?

Gai dar flung wide the tenple doors. The people streaned inside. Kneeling
before M na, they pleaded with her to touch them to heal them to heal their
children, to take away their pain. Gerard kept an eye on Gaidar. The m notaur
wat ched a nonent, then wal ked out.

Gerard was about to sidle out the door when he saw a troop of Knights marching
up the stairs. They had with thema prisoner, a Solamic, to judge by the
arnor. The prisoner's arnms were bound with bowstrings, but she wal ked with her
head hel d high, her face set in grimdetermnation

CGerard knew that face, knew the expression on that face. He groaned softly,
swore vehemently, and hastily drew back into the deepest shadows, covering his
face with his hands as though overcone by reverence.

"We captured this Solamic trying to enter the city, Mna," said one of the
Kni ght s.

"She's a bold one," said another. "Walked right in the front gate wearing her
arnmor and carrying her sword."

"Surrendered her sword without a fight," added the first. "A fool and a
coward, like all of them"

"I amno coward,"” said Gdila with dignity. "I chose not to fight. | came here
of nmy own accord."
"Free her," said Mna, and her voice was cold and stern. "She rmay be our

enemny, but she is a Knight and deserves to be treated with dignity, not like a
common thief!"

Chastened, the Knights swiftly renoved the bindings fromQdila's arns. Gerard
had stepped into the shadows, afraid that if she | ooked around and saw hi m
she might give himaway. He soon realized he could spare hinself the worry.
(il a had no eyes for anyone except M na.

"Why have you come all this way and risked so much to see ne, Qdila?" Mna
asked gently.

(dila sank to her knees, clasped her hands.

"I want to serve the One God," she said.

M na bent down, kissed Odila on the forehead.

"The One CGod is pleased with you."

M na renoved the nedallion she wore on her breast, fastened the medallion
around Odil a's neck.

"You are ny cleric, Odila," said Mna. "R se and know t he bl essings of the One
God. "

(dila rose, her eyes shining with exaltation. Walking to the altar, she joined
t he ot her worshipers, knelt in prayer to the One God. Cerard, a bitter taste
in his nmouth, wal ked out.

"Now what in the Abyss do | do?" he wondered

13

The Convert

Absorbed into the main body of the Dark Knights of Neraka, Gerard was assigned
to patrol duty. Every day, he and his small band of soldiers marched through
their assigned portion of Sol ant hus, keeping the popul ace in check. H s task
was not difficult. The Dark Knights under Mna's conmand had acted swiftly to
round up any nenbers of the community who m ght have given them trouble.
CGerard had seen nmpbst of theminside the prison.

As for the rest, the people of Sol anthus appeared to be in a state of shock
stunned by the recent, disastrous turn of events. One day they were living in
the only free city in Solamia, and the next day their city was occupi ed by
their nost hated eneny. Too nuch had happened too quickly for themto
conprehend. G ven tine, they m ght organi ze and becone dangerous.



O they night not.
Al ways a devout people, the Solammics had grieved over the absence of their
gods. Feeling an absence and a lacking in their

lives, they were interested in hearing about this One God, even if they didn't
pl an on believing what they heard. The adage goes that while elves strive to
be worthy of their gods, humans require that their gods be worthy of them The
citizens of Solanthus were naturally skeptical

Every day, the sick and the wounded cane or were carried to the forner tenple
of Pal adi ne, now the tenple of the One God. The lines for nmiracles were |ong
and the lines waiting to view the nmiracle naker were longer still. The elves
of far-off Silvanesti, so Mna had told them had bowed down to the One Cod
and

procl ai med their devotion. By contrast, the humans of Sol anthus started
fistfights, as those who believed in the mracles took unbrage with those who
clained they were tricks. After two days of patrol duty, Gerard was ordered to
cease wal king the streets (where nothing happened) and to start breaking up
fights in the tenple.

CGerard didn't know if he was glad for this change in assignnment

or not. He'd spent the last two days trying to decide if he should confront
(dila and try to talk some sense into her or if he should continue to avoid
her. He didn't think she'd give himaway, but he wasn't certain. He couldn't
under st and her sudden religious fervor and therefore no | onger trusted her
CGerard had never really been given the choice of worshiping the gods, so he
hadn't wasted much thought on the matter. The presence or absence of the gods
had never nmade nmuch difference to his parents. The only change that had
occurred in their lives when the gods |left was that one day they said prayers
at the table and the next day they didn't. Now Gerard was being forced to
think about it, and in his heart he could synpathize with those who started
the fights. He wanted to punch soneone, too.

CGerard sent off his report to Richard, who was waiting for it at the
roadhouse. He gave the Knights' Council all the information

he'd gl eaned, confirming that M na planned to march to Sanction

Counting the reinforcements expected to arrive from Pal ant has,

M na had over five thousand sol diers and Kni ghts under

her command. A small force, yet with this force she planned to take the wall ed
city that had held out agai nst double that nunber of troops for over a year
CGerard m ght have | aughed at the notion, except that she'd taken Sol ant hus—a
city

consi dered inpregnable—aith far fewer troops than that. She'd taken Sol ant hus
usi ng dragons and the arny of souls, and she spoke of using dragons and the
arnmy of souls to take Sanction. Recalling the terror of that night he'd fought
t he dead, Gerard was convinced that nothing could withstand them He said as
much to the Knights' Council, although they hadn't asked for his opinion

H s assignment now conpl eted, he could have left Sol anthus, returned to the
bosom of the Sol ami ¢ Kni ght hood. He stayed on, however, at risk of his life,
he supposed, for Gaidar considered hima spy. If that was true, no one paid
much attention to him No one watched him He was not restricted in his
nmoverents. He could go anywhere, talk to anyone. He was not admitted to Mna's
inner circle, but he didn't lose by that, for apparently Mna had no secrets.
She freely told everyone who asked what she and the One God neant to do.
CGerard was forced to concede that such suprene confidence was inpressive.

He stayed in Solanthus, telling hinself that he would remain to see if Mna
and her troops actually marched out, headed east. In truth, he was staying
because of (dila, and the day he took up his duties at the tenple was the day
he finally admtted as nmuch to hinself.

Cerard stationed hinself at the foot of the tenple steps, where he could keep
a watchful eye on the crowd, who had gat hered

to hear M na speak. He posted his men at intervals around the courtyard,
trusting that the sight of armed soldiers would intimdate nost of the
troubl emakers. He wore his helnet, for there were those in Sol anthus who m ght



recogni ze him

M na's own Kni ghts, under the command of the mnotaur, surrounded her, kept
wat ch over her, guarding her not so much fromthose who woul d do her harm but
fromthose who woul d have adored her to death. Her speech concl uded, M na
wal ked
anong the crowd, lifting up children in her arnms, curing the sick, telling
themall of the One God. The skeptical watched and jeered, the faithful wept
and tried to fling themselves at Mna's feet. CGerard's nen broke up a few
fights, hauled the conbatants off to the already crowded prisons.
When Mna's steps began to falter, the m notaur stepped in and called a halt.
The people still waiting for their share of the miracles groaned and wail ed,
but he told themto come back tonorrow.
"Wait a nmonent, Gaidar," said Mna, her voice carrying clearly over the
tumult. "1 have good news to tell the people of Sol anthus.™
"Silence!" Gaidar shouted, but the effort was needless. The crowd i mediately
hushed, |eaned forward eagerly to hear her words.
"Peopl e of Solanthus,” Mna cried. "I have just received word that the dragon
overlord, Khellendros, also known as Skie, is dead. Only a few days earlier, |
told you that the dragon overlord, Beryl, was dead, as well as the wi cked
dragon known as Cyan Bl oodbane."

M na rai sed her arms and her eyes to the heavens. "Behold, in their defeat,
t he power of the One God!"
"Khel | endros dead?" The whi sper went through the crowd, as each person turned
to his neighbors to see what their reaction was to such astoni shing news.
Khel | endros had | ong rul ed over nuch of the old nation of Solammia, exacting
tribute fromthe citizens of Pal anthas, using the Dark Knights to keep the
people in line and the steel flowing into the dragon's coffers. Now
Khel | endr os was dead.
"So when does this One God go after Malys?" someone yell ed.
CGerard was appalled to find that the soneone was hinself.

He' d had no i dea he was going to shout those words. They'd burst out before he
could stop them He cursed hinmself for a fool, for the last thing he wanted to
do was draw attention to hinmsel f. Snapping shut the visor of his helm he
glared around, as if
searching for the person who had spoken. He did not fool M na, however. Her
anber gaze pierced the eyeslits of his helnmet with unerring accuracy.
"After | have taken Sanction,” Mna said coolly, "then | will deal wth

Mal ys. "
She acknow edged the cheers of the crowmd with a gesture toward heaven,

i ndicating that their praise belonged to the One God, not to her. Turning, she
di sappeared inside the tenple.
Gerard's skin burned so hot it was a wonder that his steel helmdidn't nelt
around his ears. He expected to feel the heavy hand of the m notaur close
around hi s neck any nonment, and when soneone touched his shoul der, he nearly
crawl ed out of his arnor.
"Cerard?" cane a puzzled voice. "lIs that you in there?"
"Qdilal" he gasped in relief, uncertain whether to hug her or hit her
"So now you' re back to being a Dark Knight," she said. "I nust concede that
drawi ng your pay fromtwo coffers is a good way to make a living, but don't
you find yourself getting confused?

Do you flip a coin? 'Wich arnor do | put on this norning?

Heads Dark Knight, tails Sol amic—"
"Just shut up, will you," Gerard grow ed. G abbing her by the arm he gl anced
around to see if anyone had been l|istening, then haul ed her off to a secluded
part of the rose garden. "Apparently finding religion hasn't caused you to

| ose your twi sted sense of hunor."

He yanked off his helm glared at her. "You know perfectly well why |I'mhere."
She eyed him frowning. "You didn't conme after ne, did you?"
"No," he answered, which was truth enough
"Good," she said, her face clearing



"But now that you nention it—= Cerard began.
Her frown returned.

"Listen to me, Cdila," he said earnestly, "I cane at the behest of the

Kni ghts' Council. They sent me to find out if Mna's threat to attack Sanction
is real =

"It is," said (dila coolly.

"I know that now," said Gerard. "I'mon an intelligence-gathering m ssion—=
"So aml," she said, interrupting, "and my mission is far nore inmportant than

yours. You are here to gain informati on about the eneny. You are here to
listen at keyhol es and count the nunbers of troops and how nany siege engi nes

t hey have."
She paused. Her gaze shifted to the tenple. "I amhere to find out about this
god. "

Gerard nade a sound.

She | ooked back at him "W Solamics can't ignore this, CGerard, just because
it makes us unconfortable. We can't deny this god because the god cane to an
orphan girl and not to the Lord of the Rose. W have to ask questions. It is
only in the asking that we find answers."

"And what have you found out?" Gerard asked unwillingly.

"M na was raised by Goldnmoon at the Citadel of Light. Yes, | was surprised to
hear that nyself. Goldnmoon told Mna stories of the old gods, how

she—&ol dmoon—br ought knowl edge of the gods back to the people of Ansal on when
everyone thought the gods had left the world in anger. Gol dnmoon showed them
that it was not the gods who had | eft manki nd but manki nd who had |l eft the
gods. M na asked if that m ght be what was happeni ng now, but Gol dnoon told
her no, that this time the gods had gone, for there were those who spoke to
Pal adi ne and the other gods before they left and who were told that the gods
departed the world to spare the world the wath of Chaos.

"Mna didn't believe this. She knew in her heart that Col d-nmoon was w ong,
that there was a god on this world. It was up to Mna to find the god, as

ol dnoon had once found the gods. M na ran away. She searched for the gods,
al ways keepi ng

her heart open to hear the voice of the gods. And, one day, she heard it.
"Three years, Mna spent in the presence of the One God, |earning the One
CGod's plans for the world, plans for us, learning how to put those plans in
noti on. When the tine was right and

M na was strong enough to bear the burden of the task given to her, she was
sent to lead us and tell us of the One Cod."

"That answers some of the questions about Mna," said Gerard, "but what about
this One God? So far all 1've seen is that this god is a sort of press-gang
for the dead."”

"I asked M na about that," Qdila said, her face growi ng solem at the menory
of that terrible night she and Gerard had fought the dead souls. "M na says
that the souls of the dead serve the One God willingly, joyfully. They are
glad to remain anmong the living in the world they |ove."

CGerard snorted. "They didn't ook glad to ne."

"The dead do no harmto the living," Odila said sharply. "If they seem
threatening, it is only because they are so eager to bring the know edge of
the One God to us."

"So that was proselytizing?' Gerard said. "Wiile the souls preach to us of the
One God, Mna and her soldiers fly red dragons

into Sol anthus. They kill a few hundred people in the process, but | suppose
that's just nore evangelical work. Mre souls for the One God."

"You saw the miracles of healing Mna performed,"” said Odila, her gaze clear
and level. "You heard her tell of the deaths of two of the dragon overl ords
who have long terrorized this world. There z's a god in this world, and al
your gibes and snide comments won't change that."

She thrust a finger accusingly into his chest. "You're afraid. You're afraid
to find out that naybe you're not in control of your own destiny. That naybe
the One God has a plan for you and for all of us."



"If you're saying I'mafraid to find out 'ma slave to this One God, then
you're right!" Gerard returned. "I nmake my own deci sions.

| don't want any god making themfor ne."
"You' ve done so well so far," (dila said caustically.
"Do you know what | think?" Gerard returned, jabbing his finger in her chest
with a force that shoved her backward a step. "I think you nade a nmess of your
life, and now you're hoping this god will conme along and fix everything."
(dila stared at him then she rounded on her heel, started to wal k away.
Cerard | eaped after her, caught hold of her by the arm
"I"'msorry, Odila. | had no right to say that. | was just angry because
don't understand this. Any of it. And, well, you're right. It does frighten
ne."
il a kept her head turned away, her face averted, but she didn't try to break
| oose of his grip.
"We're both in a tough situation here," Gerard said, |owering his voice.
"We're both in danger. W can't afford to quarrel. Friends?"

He et go her arm held out his hand.
"Friends," Qdila said grudgingly, turning around to shake hands. "But | don't
think we're in any danger. | honestly believe that the entire Solamic arny
could walk in here and M na would wel cone themwi th open arns."
"And a sword in each hand," Gerard nuttered beneath his breath.
"What did you say?"
"Not hing i nportant. Listen, there's sonmething you can do for ne. A favor—
"I won't spy on Mna," Odila stated firmy.

"No, no, nothing like that," Gerard said. "I saw a friend of nine in the
dungeon. His nane is Palin Majere. He's a wi zard. He doesn't |ook well, and
was wondering if maybe Mna could ... er . . . heal him Don't tell her | said
anyt hing," he added hurriedly.

"Just say that you saw himand you were thinking ... | nean, it should sound

i ke your idea. .
"I understand,” (dila said, smling. "You really do believe that M na has
god- gi ven powers. This proves it."

"Yes, well, maybe," said Gerard, not wanting to start another argunent. "Ch,
and one thing nore. | hear that Mna is searching for Tasslehoff Burrfoot, the
kender who was with nme. You renenber hin®"

"OfF course." (dila's eyes were suddenly alert and focused, intent on Gerard's
face. "Why? Have you seen hi n?"

"Look, | have to ask—what does this One God want with Tassl ehoff Burrfoot. Is
this sone sort of joke?"

"Far fromit," said Odila. "This kender is not supposed to be here."

"Since when is a kender supposed to be anywhere?"

"I"'mserious. This is very inportant, CGerard. Have you seen hin®"

"No," said Gerard, thankful he didn't have to lie to her. "Renenber about

Palin, will you? Palin Majere? In the prison?"
"Il remenber. And you keep watch for the kender."
"I will. Were can we neet?"

"I am al ways here," Odila said, gesturing toward the Tenple.

"Yeah, | guess you are. Do you . . . um. . . pray to this One God?" Cerard
asked unconfortably.

"Yes," said dila.

"Have your prayers been answered?"

"You're here, aren't you?" (dila said. She wasn't being glib. She was serious.
Wth a smle and a wave, she wal ked back toward the tenple.

CGerard gaped at her, speechless. Finally, he found his tongue. "I'mnot..." he
shouted after her. "I didn't... You didn't... Your god didn't... Ch, what's
the usel"

Fi guring that he was confused enough for one day, CGerard turned on his hee
and stal ked of f.
The mi notaur, Gaidar, saw the two Sol amics deep in discussion
Convi nced that both of themwere spies, he sauntered their direction in hopes



of hearing sonething of their conversation

One drawback to being a minotaur in a city of humans was that he could never
blend in with his surroundings. The two stood near the anber sarcophagus of
ol dnoon, and using that as cover, he edged near. All he could hear was a | ow
murmur, until at one point they forgot thenselves and their voices rose.
"You're afraid," he heard the the femal e Sol ammic say in accusing tones.
"You're afraid to find out that maybe you're not

in control of your own destiny. That naybe the One God has a plan for you and
for all of us."

"If you're saying I'mafraid to find out 'ma slave to this One God, then
you're right!" the Knight returned angrily. "I make my own decisions. | don't
want any god making them for ne."
At that point their voices dropped again. Even though they were talking
t heol ogy, not sedition, Gaidar was still troubled. He remai ned standing in the
shadow of the sarcophagus until long after they had both gone, one returning
to the tenple and the other heading back to his quarters. The Knight's face
was red with anger and frustration. He nmuttered to hinmself as he wal ked and
was so absorbed in his thoughts that he passed within a foot of the enornous
m not aur and never noticed him

Sol ammi cs and mi not aurs have al ways had much in conmon—nore in conmon than
not, al though, throughout history, it was the "not" that divided them Both
the Sol ammics and the m notaurs

pl ace hi gh enphasis on personal honor. Both value duty and | oyalty. Both
admre courage. Both reverenced their gods when they had gods to worship. Both
gods were gods of honor, loyalty and courage, albeit one god fought for the
side of light and the other for the side of darkness.

O was it truly that? Mght not it be said that one god, Kiri-Jolith, fought
for the side of the hunmans and that Sargas fought for the minotaurs? Was it
race that divided them not daylight and ni ght shadow? Humans and m not aurs
both told tales of the fanbus Kaz, a mi notaur who had been a friend of the
great Sol ammi c Kni ght, Huma.

But because one had horns and a snout and was covered with fur and the other
had soft skin and a puny lunp of a nose, the friendship between Kaz and Huma
was consi dered an anonmaly. The two races had been taught to hate and di strust
each other for centuries. Now the gulf between themwas so deep and wi de and
ugly that neither could cross.

In the absence of the gods, both races were deteriorating. Gaidar had heard
runors of strange doings in the mnotaur honel and—+unors of nurder, treachery,
deceit. As for the

Sol ammi cs, few young nmen and wonen in this nodern age wanted to endure the
rigors and constraints and responsibilities of the Knighthood. Their nunbers
were dwi ndling, their backs were to the wall. And they had a new enenmy—a new
god.

Gai dar had seen in Mna the end of his quest. He had seen in Mna a sense of
duty, honor, loyalty, and courage—the ways of old. Yet, certain things Mna
had said and done had begun to trouble Gaidar. The forenost of these was the
horrible rebirth of the two w zards.

Gai dar had no use for wi zards. He coul d have watched these two being tortured
wi thout a qualm could have slain themw th his own hand and never given the
matter another thought. But the sight of their lifeless bodies being used as
m ndl ess sl aves gave hima sick feeling in the pit of his stomach.

He could not | ook at the two shanbling corpses without feeling his gorge
rise.
Wrst was the One God's punishnent of Mna for losing the kender. Recalling
the sacrifices Mna had made, the physical pain she had endured, the tornent,
t he exhaustion, thirst, and starvation

all in the name of the One God, then to see her suffering |ike that, Gaidar
was outraged.

Gai dar honored Mna. He was loyal to Mna. His duty lay with Mna. But he was
begi nni ng to have doubts about this One CGod.



The Sol amic's words echoed in Gaidar's mind. If you' re saying |I"'mafraid to
find out 1"'ma slave to this One God, then you're right! | make my own
decisions. | don't want any god maki ng them for ne.

Gaidar did not like thinking of hinself as a slave to the will of this One God
or any god. Mre inportant, he didn't like seeing Mna as a slave to this One
CGod, a slave to be whipped if she failed to do the god' s bidding.

Gai dar decided to do what he shoul d have done | ong ago. He needed to find out
nore about this One God. He could not speak of this to Mna, but he could
speak of it to this Solamic female.

And perhaps kill two with one blow, as the saying went anong minotaurs, in
reference to the well-known tale of the thieving kender and the m notaur

bl acksmi t h.

14

Faith in the One CGod

Over a thousand Knights and sol diers from Pal anthas entered the city of

Sol anthus. Their entry was triunphant.

Fl ags bearing the enblens of the Dark Knights as well as flags belonging to

i ndi vi dual Kni ghts whipped in the wind. The Dark Knights who served in

Pal ant has had grown weal thy, for although much of the tribute had gone to the
| ate dragon Khell endros and still nore had been sent to the late Lord of the
Ni ght Targonne, the high-ranking Knights of Pal anthas had done all right for

t hensel ves. They were in a good nmood, albeit a bit concerned over runors that
had reached them concerning the new, self-proclaimed Lord of the N ght-a
teen-age girl.

These officers could not imagi ne how any right-thinking veteran

sol dier could take orders froma chit who shoul d be dream ng of dancing
around the Maypol e, not |eading men into battle. They had di scussed this on
the march to Sol ant hus and had privately agreed anong thensel ves that there
nmust be sone shadowy figure working behind the scenes—this ninotaur, who was
sai d never

to stir far fromMna's side. He nust be the true | eader. The girl was a
front, for humans woul d never follow a ninotaur. There were some who pointed
out that few men would follow a slip of a girl into battle, either, but others
replied know ngly that she

performed tricks and illusions to entertain the ignorant, dupe theminto
fighting for her.

No one could argue with her success, and so long as it worked, they had no
intention of destroying those illusions. O course, as intelligent nmen, they
woul d not be fool ed.
As had others before them the officers of the Pal anthas Kni ght hood nmet M na
wi th boi sterous bravado, preparing to hear her with outward conposure, inward
chuckl es. They cane away pal e and shaken, quiet and subdued, every one them
trapped in the resin of the anmber eyes.

CGerard faithfully recorded their nunbers in a coded nessage to the Kni ghthood
This was his nost inportant missive yet, for this confirmed that M na neant to
attack Sanction and she nmeant to march soon. Every bl acksmith and weaponsmith
inthe city was pressed into duty, working day and ni ght, naking repairs on
ol d weapons and arnor and turning out new ones.

Her arny would nove slowy. It would take weeks, nmaybe months, to march
t hrough the woods and trek across the grassl ands

and into the nmountains that surrounded Sanction. Wtching the

preparations and thinking of this prolonged march, Gerard devel oped a pl an of
attack that he included along with his report. He had little hope that the
pl an woul d be adopted, for it involved fighting by stealth, hitting the flanks
of the arny as it crawl ed across the ground, striking their supply trains,
attacking swiftly, then disappearing, only to strike again when | east

expect ed.
Thus, he wote, did the WIlder elves of Qudi nesti succeed in doing great damage
to the Dark Knights who occupied that land. | realize that this is not an



accepted nmeans of fighting for the knighthood, for it is
certainly not chivalric nor honorable nor even particularly fair. However, it
is effective, not only in reducing the nunbers of the enemy but in destroying
the norale of the troops.

Lord Tasgall was a sensible man, and CGerard actually thought that he m ght
toss aside the Measure and act upon it. Unfortunately, Gerard couldn't find
any way of delivering the nessage to Richard, who' d been instructed to return
to the roadhouse on a weekly basis to see if Gerard had nore information.
CGerard was now bei ng wat ched day and night, and he had a good i dea who was to
bl ame. Not M na. The minotaur, Gaidar
Too late Gerard had noticed the mnotaur eavesdroppi ng on his conversation
with Odila. That night, Gerard discovered Gai dar was havi ng hi m wat ched.

No matter where Cerard went, he was certain to see the horns of the mnotaur

| oomi ng over the crowd. Wen he left his | odging,

he found one of Mna's Knights loitering about in the street outside. The
next day, one of his patrol menmbers fell nysteriously ill and was repl aced.
CGerard had no doubt that the replacenment was one of Gaidar's spies.

He had no one to blanme but hinmself. He should have | eft Sol ant hus days ago

i nstead of hangi ng about. Now he had not only placed hinmself in danger, he'd
i mperiled the very mssion he'd been sent to acconplish

During the next two days, CGerard continued to performhis duties. He went to
the tenple as usual. He had not seen (dila since the day they'd spoken and was
startled to see her standing al ongside M na today. Odila searched the crowd
until she found Gerard. She made a small gesture, a slight beckoning notion
When Mna left, and the supplicants and idlers had departed. Gerard hung
around outside, waiting.
(dila energed fromthe tenple. She shook her head slightly, indicating he was
not to speak to her, and wal ked past hi mw t hout

a gl ance.
As she passed, she whispered, "Cone to the tenple tonight an hour before

m dni ght . "
CGerard sat gloonmily on his bed, waiting for the hour Odila had set. He whiled
away the time, by staring in frustration at the scrollcase containing the
nmessage that shoul d have been in
t he hands of his superiors by now GCerard' s quarters were in the sane hal
once used to house the Sol ami c Knights. He had at first been assigned a room
al ready occupi ed by two ot her Knights, but he'd used sone of the noney he'd
earned fromthe Dark Knights to buy his way into a private chanber. The
chanber

was, in reality, little nore than a wi ndowl ess storage room | ocated on the
first level. By the lingering snell, it had once been used to store onions.
Restl ess, he was glad to leave it. He wal ked openly into the streets, pausing
only I ong enough to lace up his boot and to catch a glinpse of a shadow
detaching itself froma nearby doorway. Resum ng his pace, he heard |ight
footfalls behind him
Cerard had a nonentary inpulse to whirl around and confront

his shadow. He resisted the inpulse, kept wal king. Going straight to the
tenmple, he entered and found a seat on a stone bench in a corner of the

bui I di ng.

The tenple's interior was dark, lit by five candles that stood on the altar
Qut si de, the sky was clouded over. Gerard could snmell rain in the air, and
within a few nonents, the first drops began to fall. He hoped his shadow got

soaked to the skin.

The flames of the candl es wavered in a sudden gust stirred up by the storm A
robed figure entered the tenple froma door in the rear. Pausing at the altar
she fussed with the candles for a monent, then, turning, wal ked down the
aisle. Gerard could see her silhouetted against the candl elight, and although
he coul d not see her face, he knew Odila by her upright bearing and the tilt
of her head.

She sat down beside him slid closer to him He shifted on the stone bench



nmoved nearer to her. They were the only two in the tenple, but they kept their
voi ces | ow.

"Just so you know, |I'm being followed," he whispered.

Alarmed, Odila turned to stare at him Her face was pal e agai nst the

candl e-1it darkness. Her eyes were snmudges of shadow. Reachi ng

out her hand, she funbled for Gerard's, found it, and clasped hold tightly. He
was astoni shed, both at the fact that she was seeking

confort and by the fact that her hand was cold and trenbling.

"Qdila, what is it? What's wong?" he asked.

"I found out about your w zard friend, Palin," she said in a snothered voice,
as if she found it hard to draw breath. "Gaidar told ne."

il a's shoul ders straightened. She turned to him |ooked himin the eyes.
"Cerard, |'ve been a fool! Such a fool!"

"W're a pair of them then," he said, patting her hand clunsily.

He felt her stiff and shivering, not conforted by his touch. She didn't seem
to hear his words. \When she spoke, her voice was nuffl ed.

"I came here hoping to find a god who could guide ne, care for ne, confort ne.
Instead |'ve found— She broke off, said abruptly. "Gerard, Palin's dead."
"I"'mnot surprised," Gerard said, with a sigh. "He didn't | ook well—=

"No, Gerard!" dila shook her head. "He was dead when you saw him"

"He wasn't dead," Gerard protested. "He was sitting on his cot. After that, |
saw himget up and wal k out."

"And I'mtelling you that he was dead," she said, turning to face him "I
don't blanme you for not believing ne. | didn't believe it nyself. But I...

Gai dar took ne to see him "

He eyed her suspiciously.

"Are you drunk?"

"I wish |l were!" Odila returned, but with sudden, savage vehenence. "I don't
think there's enough dwarf spirits in the world to make nme forget what 1've
seen. I'mcold sober, Cerard. | swear it."

He | ooked at her closely. Her eyes were focused, her voice shaking but clear
her words coherent.

"I believe you," he said slowy, "but I don't understand. How could Palin be
dead when | saw himsitting and standi ng and wal ki ng?"

"He and the other wi zard were both killed in the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery. Gaidar
was there. He told ne the whole story. They died, and then M na and Gai dar
found out that this kender

they were searching for was in the Tower. They went to find him only they
lost him The One God punished Mna for losing the kender. Mna said that she
needed the wi zards' help to find him and . . . and she . . . she gave them
back their lives."

"If she did, they didn't |ook any too pleased by it," CGerard said, thinking of
Palin's enpty eyes, his vacant stare.

"There's a reason for that," Odila returned, her voice hollow "She gave them
their lives, but she didn't give themtheir souls. The One God holds their

souls in thrall. They have no will to think or act on their own. They are
not hi ng nore than puppets, and the One God holds the strings. Gaidar says that
when the kender is captured, the wizards will know how to deal with himand

the device he carries.”
"And you think he's telling the truth?"

"I know he is. | went to see your friend, Palin. H s body lives, but there is
no life in his eyes. They're both corpses, Gerard. Wl king
corpses. They have no will of their own. They do whatever Mna tells themto

do. Didn't you think it was strange the way they both just sit there, staring
at not hi ng?"

"They're wi zards," Gerard said |anely, by way of excuse

Now t hat he | ooked back, he wondered he hadn't guessed sonething was wong. He
felt sickened at the thought.

(il a noi stened her lips. "There's sonething else," she said, dropping her
voice so that it was little nore than a breath. Gerard had to strain to hear



her. "Gaidar told ne that the One God is so pleased by this that she has
ordered Mna to use the dead in battle. Not just the souls, Gerard. She is
supposed to give life back to the bodies."

Cerard stared at her, aghast.

"It doesn't matter that Mna plans to attack Sanction with a ridicul ously
small army,” Qdila continued relentlessly. "None of her soldiers will ever
die. If they do, Mna will just raise themup and send themright back into
battl e—=

"Qdila,' said Gerard, his voice urgent, "we have to | eave here. Both of us.
You don't want to stay, do you?" he asked suddenly, uncertain.

"No," she answered enphatically. "No, not after this. | amsorry | ever sought
out this One God."

"Why did you?" Cerard asked.

She shook her head. "You wouldn't understand."”

"I mght. Wy do you think I wouldn't?"

"You're so ... self-reliant. You don't need anyone or anything. You know your
own m nd. You know who you are."

"Cornbread," he said, recalling her disparagi ng nickname for him He had hoped
to make her smile, but she didn't even seemto have heard him Speaking of his
feelings like this wasn't easy for him "I'm/looking for answers,"” he said
awkwar dl y,

"just like you. Just |like everyone. Like you said, in order to find the
answers, you have to ask questions." He gestured

outside the tenple, to the steps where the worshipers congregated every day.
"That's what's the matter with half these people around here. They're like
starving dogs. They are so hungry to believe in sonething that they take the
first handout
that's offered and gulp it down, never dreaming that the neat m ght be

poi soned. "

"I gulped," said dila, sighing. "I wanted what everyone clainmed they had in
the old days. You were right when you said | hoped that the One God would fix
my life. Make everything better. Take away the |oneliness and the fear— She
hal ted, enbarrassed to have reveal ed so nuch.

"I don't think even the old gods did that, at least fromwhat |'ve been told,"
Cerard said. "Paladine certainly didn't solve all Huma's problens. I|f
anyt hi ng, he heaped nore on him"

"Unl ess you believe that Huma chose to do what he did," said Gdila softly,
"and that Pal adine gave himstrength to do it." She paused, then added, in

bl eak despair, "W can't do anything to this god, Gerard. |'ve seen the nind
of this god! |'ve seen the i mmense power this god wi elds. How can such a
power ful god be stopped?”

Qdi | a covered her face with her hands.

"I"ve made such a ness of things. |'ve dragged you into danger. | know the
reason you' ve stayed around Sol ant hus, so

don't try to deny it. You could have left days ago. You should have. You
stayed around because you were worried about ne."

"Not hi ng matters now because both of us are going to | eave," Gerard said
firmy. "Tonorrow, when the troops march out, Mna and Gaidar will be
preoccupied with their own duties. There will be such confusion that no one
will mss us."”

"I want to get out of here," (Odila said enphatically. She junped to her feet.
"Let's leave now. | don't want to spend another minute in this terrible place.
Everyone's asleep. No one will miss me. W'll go back to your quarters—
"We' |l have to | eave separately. I'mbeing followed. You go first. I'Il keep
wat ch. "

Reachi ng out inpulsively, Odila took hold of his hand, clasped it tightly. "
appreciate all you've done for ne, Gerard. You are a true and loyal friend."
"Go on," he said. "Quickly. I'll keep watch."

Rel easing his hand with a parting squeeze, she started wal king toward the
tenpl e doors, which were never |ocked, for worshipers of the One God were



encouraged to come to the tenple at any tine, day or night. Qdila gave the
doors an inpatient push and they opened silently on well-oiled hinges. Gerard
was about to foll ow when he heard a noise by the altar. He glanced swiftly in
that direction,

saw not hi ng. The candle flames burned steadily. No one had entered. Yet he
was positive he'd heard sonmething. He was still staring at the altar, when he
heard (dila give a strangl ed gasp

Gerard whi pped around, his hand on his sword. Expecting to find that she had
been accosted by some guard, he was surprised to see her standing in the open
doorway, al one.

"Now what's the matter?" He didn't dare go to her. The person follow ng him
woul d be watching for him "Just wal k out the damm door, will you?"

(dila turned to stare at him Her face glinmered so white in the darkness,
that he was rem nded unconfortably of the souls of the dead.

She spoke in a harsh whisper that carried clearly in the still night. "I can't
| eave! "

CGerard swore beneath his breath. Keeping a tight grip on his sword, he sidled
over to the wall, hoping to remain unseen. Reaching a point near the door, he

glared at dil a.
"What do you mean you won't | eave?" he demanded in | ow and angry tones. "I

ri sked ny neck coming here, and 1'll be dammed if I'mgoing to | eave wi thout
you. If | have to carry you—~

"I didn't say | won't leave!" Odila said, her breath comng in gasps. "I said
| can'tl"

She took a step toward the door, her hands outstretched. As she cane nearer
t he door, her novements grew sluggish, as if she were wading into a river,
trying to nove against a swift-flowng current. Finally, she came to a halt
and shook her head.

"I... can't!" she said, her voice choked.

CGerard stared in perplexity. Odila was trying her best, that much was cl ear.
Sonet hi ng was obvi ously preventing her from | eaving.

H s gaze went fromher terrified face to the nedallion she wore around her
neck.

He pointed at it. "The medallion! Take it off!"

(dila rai sed her hand to the nmedallion. She snatched back her fingers with a
pain-filled cry.

CGerard grabbed the nmedallion, intending to rip it off her.

A jolting shock sent him staggering back agai nst the doors. H s hand burned
and throbbed. He stared helplessly at Qdila. She stared just as hel plessly
back.

"I don't understand— she began

"And yet," said a gentle voice, "the answer is sinplicity itself."

Hand on his sword hilt, Gerard turned to find Mna standing in the doorway.
"I want to leave," (dila said, nanaging with a great effort to keep her voice
firmand steady. "You have to let me go. You can't keep nme here agai nst ny
will."

"I am not keeping you here, (dila," said M na.

(dila tried again to wal k through the door. Her jaw clenched, and she strained
every muscle. "You are lying!" she cried. "You have cast sonme sort of evil
spell on me!"

"I amno wi zard/' said M na, spreading her hands. "You know that. You know,
too, what binds you to this place.”

Qi | a shook her head in violent negation

"Your faith," said M na.

Odila stared, baffled. "I don't—
"But you do. You believe in the One God. You said so yourself.
"I"ve seen the mind of this god! |I've seen the i mense power this god

wi el ds.' You have placed your faith in the One God, Qdila, and in return, the
One God claims your service."
"Faith shouldn't nmake anyone a prisoner,'

CGerard said angrily.



M na turned her eyes on him and he saw with dismay the i nages of thousands of
people frozen in their anber depths. He had the terrible feeling that if he

| ooked | ong enough, he would see hinself there.
"Describe to me a faithful servant," said Mna, "or, better yet, a faithful
knight. One who is faithful to his Oder. What nmust he do to be terned
"faithful'?"
CGerard stubbornly kept silent, but that didn't natter, because M na answered
her own questi on.

Her tone was fervent, her eyes glowed with an inner light. "A faithful servant
performs loyally and without question all the duties his master asks of him
In return, the master clothes himand feeds himand protects himfromharm If
the servant is disloyal

if he rebels against his master, he is punished. Just so the faithful knight
who is duty-bound to obey his superior. If he fails in his duty or rebels
agai nst authority, what happens to hin? He is punished for his oath breaking.
Even the Sol amics woul d puni sh such a knight, wouldn't they, Sir Gerard?"
She is the faithful servant, Gerard realized. She is the faithful knight. And
thi s makes her dangerous, perhaps the nost dangerous

person to have ever lived on Krynn

Her argunent was flawed. He knew that, in some deep part of him but he
couldn't think why. Not while staring into those anber eyes.

Mna sniled gently at him Because he had no answer, she assumed she had won.
She turned the anmber eyes back to dil a.
"Deny your belief in the One God, Odila,”" Mna said to her, "and you will be
free to go."
"You know | cannot,” COdila said.

"Then the One CGod's faithful servant will remain here to perform

her duties. Return to your quarters, CGdila. The hour is late. You will need
your rest, for we have rmuch to do tonmorrow to prepare

for the battle that will see the fall of Sanction."”

il a bowed her head, started to obey.

"Qdilal" CGerard risked calling.

She kept wal ki ng. She did not | ook back at him

M na wat ched her depart, then turned to Gerard. "WI| we see you anong the
ranks of our Knights as we march in triunph to Sanction, Sir Gerard? O do you
have other duties that call you away? If you do, you may go. You have ny

bl essing and that of the One God."

She knows! Gerard realized. She knows |'m a spy, yet she does nothing. She
even offers ne the chance to | eave! Wiy doesn't she have nme arrested?
Tortured? Killed? He wi shed suddenly that she woul d. Even death woul d be
better than the notion in the back of his mnd that she was using him
allowing himto think he was acting of his own free will, when all the tineg,
what ever he did, he was carrying out the will of the One God.

"I"ll ride with you," Cerard said grinmy and stal ked past her through the

door.
On the steps of the tenple he halted, stared in the darkness, and announced in
a loud voice, "I'"mgoing back to nmy quarters! Try to keep up, will you?"

Entering his room GCerard lit a candle, then went to his desk and stood
staring for long nonents at the scrollcase. He opened it, renoved the paper
that detailed his plans to defeat Mna's arny. Deliberately, grimy, he ripped
the paper into small pieces. That done, he fed the pieces, one by one, to the
candle's flane.

15

The Lane and the Blind

Mna's army left Sol anthus the next day. Not all the army marched, for she was
forced to | eave behind troops enough to occupy what was presumably a hostile
city. Its hostility was largely a nyth, judging by the number of Sol anthi-ans
who turned out to cheer her and wi sh her well and press gifts upon her —so
many that they would have filled the wagon that contained the anber



sar cophagus, had Mna pernitted it. She told theminstead to give the gifts to
the poor in the name of the One God. Weping, the people of Sol anthus bl essed
her nane.

CGerard could have wept, too, but for different reasons. He'd spent the night
wonderi ng what to do, whether to go or stay. He decided finally to remain with
the arny, ride with themto Sanction

He told himself it was because of Cdila.

She rode with the arny. She sat in the wagon with the corpse of Gol dnmoon,

i mprisoned in anber, and the corpses of the two w zards, inprisoned in their
own flesh. View ng the wetched, anbul ati ng corpses, Gerard wondered that he
had not known the

truth the nmoment he saw Palin, with his staring, vacant eyes. Gdila did not

gl ance at Gerard as the wagon runbl ed past.

Gai dar | ooked at him dark eyes baleful. Gerard stared back. The minotaur's

di spl easure gave Cerard one consol ation. The fact that he was acconpanyi ng
Mna's army so obviously angered the mnotaur that Gerard felt he nust be
doi ng sonet hi ng

right.
As he cantered out the gates, taking up a position in the rear, as far from
M na as he could get and still be part of her arny, his horse nearly ran down

two beggars, who scranbled hastily to get out of his way.

"I"'msorry, gentlenen" said Gerard, reigning in his horse. "Are you hurt,

ei ther of you?"

One beggar was an ol der man, human, with gray hair and a gray, grizzled beard.
H s face was seaned with winkles and browned fromthe sun. His eyes were a
keen, glittering blue, the color of newnade steel. Al though he |inped and

| eaned upon a crutch, he had the air and bearing of a mlitary man. This was
borne out by the fact that he wore what appeared to be the faded, tattered
remmants of some sort of nmilitary uniform

The ot her beggar was blind, his wounded eyes wapped in a bl ack bandage. He
wal ked with one hand resting on the shoul der of his conrade, who guided him
al ong his way. This man had white hair that shone silver in the sun. He was
young, much younger than the other beggar, and he lifted his sightless head at
the sound of Gerard's voice.

"No, sir," said the first beggar gruffly. "You did but startle us, that is
all.”

"Where is this arnmy bound?" the second beggar asked.

"Sanction," said Gerard. "Take ny advice, sirs, keep clear of the tenple of
the One God. Even though they could heal you, | doubt it's worth the price."
Tossi ng each beggar a few coins, he turned his horse's head, galloped off down
the road, and was soon envel oped in a cloud of dust raised by the arny.

The citizens of Sol anthus watched until Mna was |ong out of sight, then they
turned back to their city, which seened bl eak and enpty now t hat she was gone.
"M na marches on Sanction,"” said the blind beggar

"This confirns the informati on we received |last night," said the | ame beggar
"Everywhere we go, we hear the sanme thing. Mna marches on Sanction. Are you
satisfied now, at |ast?"

"Yes, Razor, | amsatisfied,”" the blind man replied.

"About tine," Razor nuttered. He hurled the coins Gerard had given himat the
blind man's feet. "No nore begging! | have never been so huniliated."

"Yet, as you have seen, this disguise permts us to go where we will and talk

to whomwe want, fromthief to knight to
nobl eman,"” Mrror said mldly. "No one has any clue that we are nore than we
seem The question now is, what do we do? Do we confront

M na now?"

"And what woul d you say to her, Silver?" Razor raised his voice to a nocking
l[ilt. "'Were, oh where, are the pretty gold dragons? Were, oh where, can

t hey be?' "

Mrror kept silent, not |iking how close Razor had conme to the mark.
"I say we wait," Razor continued. "Confront her in Sanction."



"Wait until Sanction has fallen to your Queen, you mean," Mrror stated
col dly.
"And | suppose you're going to stop her, Silver? Alone, blind?" Razor snorted.

"You woul d have ne walk into Sanction, alone and blind," said Mrror

"Don't worry, | won't let anything happen to you. Skie told you nore than
you've let on. | intend to be there when you have your conversation wth
Mna."

"Then | suggest you pick up that nmoney, for we will need it,"” said Mrror

"These di sgui ses that have worked well thus far will aid us all the nore in
Sanction. What better excuse to speak to Mna than to come before her as two
seeking mracl es?"

Mrror could not see the expression on Razor's face, but he

could imagine it—defiant at first, then glum as he realized that what Mrror
sai d made sense

He heard the scrape of the coins being snatched irritably fromthe ground.

"I believe you are enjoying this, Silver," Razor said.

"You're right," Mrror returned. "I can't think when |'ve had this rmuch fun."
16

An Unexpected Meeting

Li ke | eaves flung fromout the center of the cyclone, the gnome and the kender
fluttered to the ground. That is, the kender—with his gaily col ored
clothes—fluttered. The gnone | anded heavily, resulting in a subsequent
cessation of breathing for a few heart-stopping mnutes. Lack of breath al so
resulted in a cessation of the gnone's shrieking, which, considering

where they found thensel ves, was undeniably a good thing. Not that they knew
right away where they were. Al Tassl ehoff
knew, as he | ooked about, was where he wasn't, which was anywhere he'd been up
to this point in his life. He was standi ng—and Conundrum was |yi ng—+n a
corridor made of enormous bl ocks of black marble that had been polished to a
hi gh gl oss. The corridor was |lit sporadically with torches, whose orange |ight
gave a soft and eerie glow to the corridor. The torches burned clean, for no
whi sper of air stirred. The light did nothing to renove the gl oomfromthe
corridor. The light only made the shadows all that much darker by contrast.

No whi sper, no sound at all cane from anywhere, though Tas listened with al
his mght. Tas made no sound either, and he hushed Conundrum as he hel ped the
gnonme to his feet. Tas had been adventuring nost of his life, and he knew his
corridors, and without doubt, this corridor had the smothery feeling of a
pl ace where you want to be quiet, very quiet.
"Goblins!" was the first word Conundrum gasped
"No, not goblins," said Tasslehoff in a quiet tone that was neant to be
reassuring. He rather spoiled by it by adding cheerfully,

"Probably worse things than goblins down here."
"What do you mean?" Conundrum wheezed and clutched at his hair distractedly.
"Wirse than goblins! Wat could be worse than goblins? Were are we anyway?"
"Well, there's lots worse than goblins," whispered Tas upon refl ection
"Draconi ans, for instance. And dragons. And ow bears.

Did | ever tell you the story about the Uncle Trapspringer and the ow bear?
It all began—

It all ended when Conundrum doubl ed up his fist and punched Tassl ehoff in the
st omach.
"OM bears! Who cares about ow bears or your blasted relations?

| could tell you stories about my cousin Strontiumminety that would make your
hair fall out. Your teeth, too. Wiy did you bring us here, and where is here,
anyway ?"
"I didn't bring us anywhere," returned Tasslehoff in irritable tones when he
coul d speak again. Being struck soundly and unexpectedly in the stomach tended
to make a fellowirritable. "The device brought us here. And | don't know



where 'here' is anynore than you do. |—Hush! Someone's comi ng."

When in a dark and snothery feeling corridor, it is always a good idea to see
who is com ng before giving thema chance to see you. That's the maxi m Uncle
Trapspri nger had al ways taught his nephew, and Tas had found that, in general
it was a good plan. For one thing, it allowed you to | eap out of the darkness
and give the person a grand surprise. Tasslehoff took hold of the collar of
Conundrum s shirt and dragged the gnone behind a black, marble pillar

A single figure wal ked the corridor. The figure was robed in black and was not
easily distinguishable fromeither the darkness of the corridor or the black
mar bl e wal |l s. Tassl ehoff had his first good view of the figure as it passed
beneat h one of the torches. Even in the darkness, able to see only the

di nmest, shadowi est outline of the figure, Tasslehoff had the strange and
squirmy feeling

in his stomach (probably left over from being struck) that he knew this
person. There was somnet hing about the wal k that was sl ow and hal ting,
somet hi ng about the way the person | eaned upon the staff he was carrying,
somet hi ng about the staff that gave off a very soft, white |ight.

"Raistlin!" Tasslehoff breathed, awed.

He was about to repeat the name in a rmuch | ouder voice, acconpani ed by a whoop
and a shout and a rushing forward to give his friend, whomhe hadn't seen in a
long time and presuned

to be dead, an enornmous hug.

A hand grasped his shoulder, and a voice said softly, "No. Leave himbe."

"But he's ny friend," Tas said to Conundrum "Not counting the tinme he

nmur der ed anot her friend of mne, who was a gnome, by the way."

Conundrum s eyes opened wi de. He clutched at Tas nervously.

"This friend of yours. He doesn't make it a practice of ... of mmnurdering
gnones, does he?"

Tas missed this because he was staring at Conundrum noting that the gnome had
hol d of Tasslehoff's sleeve with one hand and his shirt front with the other
This accounted for two hands and, so far as Tas knew, gnones cane with only
two hands. Which neant there was a hand |left over, and that hand was hol di ng
Tassl ehof f firmy by the shoul der. Tasslehoff twi sted and squirned to see who
had hold of him but the pillar behind which they were standing cast a dark
shadow, and all he could see behind hi mwas nore darkness.

Tas | ooked round at the other hand—the hand that was on his shoul der—but the
hand wasn't there. O at least, it was there because he could feel it, but it
wasn't there because he couldn't see it.

Finding this all very strange, Tassl ehoff |ooked back at Raistlin. Know ng

Rai stlin as he did, Tas was forced to adnmt that there were tinmes when the
mage had not been at all friendly to the kender. And there was the fact that
Rai stlin did nmurder gnonmes. Or at |east, he had nurdered one gnone for fixing
the Device of Time Journeying. This very device, although not this very gnone.
Rai stlin wore the black robes now, and he had been wearing bl ack robes then
and whil e Tassl ehoff found Conundrum

extremely annoying at times, he didn't want to see the gnone nurdered.

Tassl ehof f deci ded that for Conundrum s sake he woul d keep silent and not junp
out at Raistlin, and he would forgo the big hug.

Rai stlin passed very near the kender and the gnome. Conundrum

was, thank goodness, speechless with terror. Through a heroic effort on his
part, Tassl ehoff kept silent, though the absent gods al one knew what this cost
him He was rewarded with an approvi ng squeeze by the hand on his shoul der
that wasn't there, which, all in all, didn't make himfeel as good as it m ght
have under the circunstances.

Rai stlin was apparently deep in thought, for his head was bowed, his wal k sl ow
and abstracted. He stopped once to cough, a racking cough that so weakened him
he was forced to | ean against the wall. He choked and gagged, his face grew
deathly pale. Blood flecked his lips. Tas was alarned, for he'd seen Raistlin
have these attacks before but never one this bad.

"Caramon had a tea he used to fix for him" Tas said, starting forward.



The hand pressed hi m back.

Rai stlin raised his head. Hi s gol den eyes shone in the torchlight.

He | ooked about, up and down the corridor
"Who spoke?" he said in his whispering voice. "W spoke that name? Caranon?
Who spoke, | say?"
The hand dug into Tassl ehoff's shoul der. He had no need of its caution
however. Raistlin | ooked so very strange and his expression was so very
terrible that the kender woul d have kept silent, regardl ess.
"No one," said Raistlin, at last able to draw a ragged breath. "I am i magi ni ng
things." He nopped his brow with the hemof his black velvet sleeve, then
sm | ed sardoni cally. "Perhaps

it was ny own guilty conscience. Caranon is dead. They are all dead, drowned
in the Blood Sea. And they were all so shocked when | used the dragon orb and
departed, leaving themto their fate. Amazed that | would not neekly share in
their doom"

Recovering his strength, Raistlin drew away fromthe wall. He steadied hinself
with the staff, but did not i mediately resunme his wal k. Perhaps he was stil
too weak.

"l can see the |ook on Caranpn's face now. | can hear his

bl ubbering."” Raistlin pitched his voice high, spoke through his nose.
"'But... Raist—" He ground his teeth, then smled again, a nost unpl easant
smle. "And Tanis, that self-righteous hypocrite! His illicit love for ny dear
sister led himto betray his friends, and yet he has the tenerity to accuse ne
of being faithless! |I can see them all —Gol dnoon, Riverw nd, Tanis, ny
brother—all staring at me with great cow eyes."
Again, his voice rose to mimc. ""At |east save your brother...'" The voice

resurmed its bitter nonol ogue. "Save himfor what? A lawn ornament? H s
anbition takes himno further than the bed of his l|atest conquest. Al ny
life, he has been the manacl es that bound ny hands and shackled ny feet. You
mght as well ask ne to | eave my prison but take along ny chains. "

He resunmed his wal k, nmoving slowy down the corridor
"You know, Conundrum " whi spered Tassl ehoff, "I said he was ny friend, but it
takes a lot of work to like Raistlin. Sonetines

I"'mnot sure it's worth the effort. He's tal ki ng about Caranon
and the rest drowning in the Blood Sea, but they didn't drown. They were
rescued by sea elves. | know because Caranon told me the whole story. And

Rai stlin knows they weren't drowned because he saw them again. But if he
thi nks that they're drowned, then obviously he doesn't yet know that they
weren't, which nmeans that he nmust be sonmewhere between the tinme he thought
they drowned and the tinme he finds that they didn't.
Whi ch neans," Tas continued, awed and excited, "that |'ve found another part
of the past."

Hearing this, Conundrum eyed the kender suspiciously and backed up a few
steps. "You haven't net my cousin, Stroniuminety,

have you?"
Tas was about to say that he hadn't had the pleasure when the sound of
footsteps rang through the corridor. The footsteps were not those of the nage,
who barely nade any noise at all beyond the occasional rasping cough and the
rustle of his robes. These footsteps were | arge and inposing, thunderous,
filling the corridor

wi th noi se.
The hand that wasn't on Tasslehoff's shoul der pulled hi mback deeper into the
shadows, cautioning himwi th renewed pressure to keep quiet. The gnone, wth
finely honed instincts for survival so | ong as steam powered pistons weren't
in the offing, had already pressed hinself so far into the wall that he m ght
have been taken for the artistic renderings of some primtive tribe.
A man as large as his footfalls filled the corridor with sound and notion and
life. He was tall and brawny, wore heavy, ornately designed armor that seened
a part of his anatony for all that it slowed himdown. He carried under his
armthe horned hel mof a Dragon Hi ghlord. An enormus sword clanked at his



side. He was obviously on his way sonewhere with a purpose

in mnd, for he wal ked rapidly and with intent, |ooking neither

to the right nor the left. Thus he very nearly ran down Raistlin, who was
forced to fall back against the wall at the man's coning or be crushed.
The Dragon Hi ghl ord saw t he nage, acknow edged his presence

with no nore than a sharp glance. Raistlin bowed. The Dragon Highlord
continued on his way. Raistlin started to go his, when suddenly the Hi ghlord
hal t ed, spun round on his heel

"Mpj ere," booned the voice.

Raistlin halted, turned. "My Lord Ariakas."

"How do you find things here in Neraka? Your quarters confortabl e?"

"Yes, nmy lord. Quite adequate for ny sinple needs," Raistlin replied. The
light of the crystal ball atop his staff gli mered ever so slightly. "Thank
you for asking."
Ariakas frowned. Raistlin's response was polite, servile, as the Dragon

H ghl ord had a right to respect. Ariakas was not a nan to note subtleties, but
apparently even he had heard the sardonic tone in the mage's raspy voice. The
H ghl ord could not very well rebuke a man for a tone, however, so he

conti nued.

"Your sister Kitiara says that | amto treat you well,’
"You have her to thank for your post here.”

"I owe ny sister a great deal," Raistlin replied.

"You owe nme nore," said Ariakas griny.

"I ndeed, " said Raistlin with another bow
Ari akas was plainly not pleased. "You are a cool one. Myt nen cringe and
cower when | speak to them Does nothing inpress you?"

"Shoul d anything inpress me, ny lord?" Raistlin returned.

"By our Queen," Ariakas cried, laying his hand on the hilt of his sword, "I
could strike off your head for that remark!"

"You could try, my lord," said Raistlin. He bowed again, this time nore deeply
than before. "Forgive ne, sir, | did not nean the words the way they sounded.
O course, | find you inpressive. | find the magnificence of this city

i mpressive. But just because | aminpressed does not nean | amfearful. You do
not admre fearful nen, do you, ny |ord?"

"No," said Ariakas. He stared at Raistlin intently. "You are right. |I do not."
"I woul d have you admire me, ny lord," said Raistlin.
Ariakas continued to stare at the mage. Then, suddenly, the Hi ghlord burst out
| aughing. H s laughter was enormous. It rolled and crashed through the
corridor, smashed the gnone up against the wall. Tasslehoff felt dazed by it,
as though he'd been struck in the head by a large rock. Raistlin w nced
slightly, but held his ground.

"I don't admire you yet, mage," said Ariakas, when he had regai ned control of
hi nsel f. "But sonmeday, Mjere, when you have proven yourself, maybe | wll."

said Ariakas gruffly.

Turning on his heel, still chuckling, he continued on his way down the
corridor.

When his footfalls had died away and all was once again silent, Raistlin said
softly, "Soneday, when | have proven nyself, nmy lord, you will do nore than
admire ne. You will fear ne."

Rai stlin turned and wal ked away, and Tasslehoff turned to try to see who it
was who didn't have hold of his shoul der, and he turned and turned and kept on
t ur ni ng.

BOX 2



Meeting of the Gods

The gods of Krynn met in council, as they had done many tines since the world
had been stolen away fromthem The gods of l|ight stood opposite the gods of
dar kness, as day stands opposite night, with the gods of neutrality divided
evenly in between. The children of the gods stood together, as they always

di d.

These council sessions had acconplished little in the past except to sonetimes
soot he ragi ng tenpers and cheer crushed spirits. One by one, each of the gods
cane forth to tell of searching that had been done in vain. Many were the
journeys taken by each god and goddess to try to find what was |ost. Long and
dangerous were sone of these treks through the planes of existence, but one
and all ended in failure. Not even Zivilyn, the all-seeing, who existed in al
times and in all lands, had been able to find the world. He could see the path
Krynn and its people would have taken into the future, but that path was
popul ated now by the ghosts of m ght-have-

beens. The gods were close to concluding sorrowfully that the world was | ost
to them forever.

When each had spoken, Pal adi ne appeared to themin his radiance.

"I bring glad tidings," he said. "I have heard a voice cry out to ne, the

voi ce of one of the children of the world. Her prayer rang through the
heavens, and its nmusic was sweet to hear. Qur people need us, for as we had
suspect ed, Queen Takhisis now rules the world unchal | enged."

"Where is the worl d?" Sargonnas demanded. O all the gods of darkness, he was
the nobst enraged, the nost enbittered, for Queen Takhisis had been his
consort, and he felt doubly betrayed. "Tell us and we will go there

i medi ately and give her the

puni shment she so richly deserves."

"I do not know," Pal adine replied. "Goldnmoon's voice was cut off. Death took

her and Takhisis holds her soul in thrall. Yet, we now know the world exists.
We nmust continue to search for it."

Nuitari stepped forth. The god of the magic of darkness, he was clad all in

bl ack. Hi s face, that of a gi bbous noon, was white as wax.

"I have a soul who begs an audi ence," he said.

"Do you sponsor this?" Pal adi ne asked.

"l do," Nuitari answered.

"And so do I." Lunitari came forward in her red robes.

"And so do I." Solinari came forth in his silver robes.

"Very well, we will hear this soul,"” Pal adine agreed. "Let this soul cone
forward."'

The soul entered and took his place anong them Pal adine frowned at the sight,
as did nost of the other gods, |ight and darkness alike, for none trusted this

soul , who had once tried to become a god hinsel f.
"Raistlin Majere has nothing to say that | want to hear,'
stated with a snarl and turned to depart.
The others grunbled their agreenent—all but one.
"I think we should listen to him" M shakal said.
The ot her gods turned, to | ook at her in surprise, for she was the consort of
Pal adi ne, a | oving goddess of healing and conpassi on.
She knew better than nost the harmand suffering and sorrow that this man had
br ought upon those who | oved and trusted him
"He nade reparation for his crines," Mshakal continued, "and he was
forgiven."
"Then why has his soul not departed with the rest?" Sargonnas
demanded. "Wy does he linger here, except to take advantage of our
weakness?"
"Why does your soul remain, Raistlin Mjere," Pal adi ne asked sternly, "when
you were free to nove on?"

Sar gonnas



"Because half of me is mssing," returned Raistlin, facing the god, neeting
his eyes. "Together, ny brother and | cane into this world. Together, we wll
leave it. W& wal ked apart for much of our lives. The fault was mine. If | can
help it, we will not be

separated in death."

"Your loyalty is commendable," said Paladine dryly, "if a bit belated. But I
do not understand what business you have with us."

"l have found the world," said Raistlin.

Sargonnas snorted. The other gods stared at Raistlin in troubled

si | ence.

"Did you hear Col dnoon's prayer as well?" Pal adi ne asked.

"No," Raistlin responded. "I could hardly be expected to, could I1? | did hear
somet hi ng el se, though—a voice chanting words of nagic. Wrds | recogni zed, as
per haps none other could. | recognized, as well, the voice that spoke them It

bel onged to a kender, Tassl ehoff Burrfoot."
"That is inpossible,” said Pal adi ne. "Tassl ehoff Burrfoot is dead."
"He is and he isn't, but | will conme to that later,"” Raistlin said. "H s soul
remai ns unaccounted for." He turned to Zivilyn. "In the future that was, where
did the kender's soul go after his death?"
"He joined his friend Flint Fireforge," said Zivilyn readily.
"I's his soul there now? O does the grunbling dwarf wait for himstill?"
Zivilyn hesitated, then said, "Flint is alone."
"A pity you did not notice this earlier," Sargonnas growl ed at Zivilyn. The

m notaur god turned his glare at Raistlin. "Suppose this blasted kender is
alive. What was he doi ng speaking words of magic? | never had nmuch use for you
mages, but at |east you had sense enough to keep kender from using magic. This
story of yours snells of yesterday's fish to ne."
"As for the magic words he spoke," Raistlin replied, unperturbed

by the m notaur god's gibe, "they were taught to himby an old friend of his,
Fi zban, when he gave into his hands the Device of Time Journeying."
The gods of darkness raised a clanor. The gods of magic | ooked grave.
"I't has | ong been decreed that none of the Gray Genstone races should ever be
given the opportunity to travel through time," said Lunitari accusingly. "W
shoul d have been consulted in this matter."
“In truth, 1 gave himthe device," said Paladine with a fond smle. "He wanted
to attend the funeral of his friend Caranon Majere to do himhonor. Quite

| ogically assuming that he woul d die | ong before Caranon, Tassl ehoff asked for
t he device so that he could go forward into the future to speak at the
funeral. | thought this a noble and generous inpulse, and thus | pernitted
it."
"Whet her that was wi se or not, you know best, Great One," Raistlin said. "I
can affirmthat Tasslehoff did travel forward in tinme once, but he missed,
arriving at the funeral too |late. He cane back, thinking he would go again. As
for what happened after that, the following is surm se, but since we know
kender, | believe we can all agree that the premise | put forth is |ogical
"One thing came up, then another, and Tasslehoff forgot all about traveling to
Caranon's funeral until he was just about to be crushed by Chaos. At that
monent, with only a few seconds of life left, Tas happened to recall this

pi ece of unfinished business. He activated the device, which carried him
forward in time. He arrived in the future, as he intended, except that it was
a different future. Quite by m schance, the kender found the world. And

have found the kender."

For |1 ong monents, no one spoke. The gods of magi c gl anced at one anot her
their thoughts in perfect accord.
"Then take us there," said Glean, the keeper of the book of know edge.
"I would not advise it," Raistlin returned. "Queen Takhisis is extraordinarily
powerful now. She is watchful. She would be aware of your coming far in
advance, and she has nade preparations

to receive you. Should you return now, weak and unprepared

to face her, she mght well destroy you."



Sargonnas runbl ed deep in his chest. The thunder of his ire echoed through the
heavens. The ot her gods were scornful, suspicious,

or solem, depending on the nature of each

"You have another problem™" Raistlin continued. "The people of the world
bel i eve that you abandoned themin their hour of greatest need. If you enter
the world now, you will not find nmany who will wel cone you."

"My people know | did not abandon them " Sargonnas cried, clenching his fist.
Rai stlin bowed, made no reply. He kept his gaze upon Pal adi ne,

who | ooked troubl ed.

"There is sonething in what you say," said Paladine at last. "W know how t he
peopl e turned against us after the Cataclysm Two hundred years passed before
they were ready to accept us back. Takhisis knows this, and she would gl adly
use the distrust and anger of the people against us. W nust proceed slowy
and cautiously, as we did then."

"I'f I mght suggest a plan," Raistlin said.

He detailed his idea. The gods listened, nost of them Wen he concl uded,

Pal adi ne gl anced around the circle.

"What say you all?"

"W approve," said the gods of nmgic, speaking together with one voice.

"I do not," said Sargonnas in anger.

The ot her gods renmined silent, some doubtful, others disapproving.

Rai stlin | ooked at each of themin turn, then said quietly, "You do not have
an eternity to mull this over and debate anong yoursel ves.

You may not even have one second. Is it possible that you do not see the
danger ?"

"From a kender?" Sargonnas | aughed.

"From a kender," said Nuitari. "Because Burrfoot did not die when he was
supposed to have died, the nonment of his death hangs suspended in tine."
Solinari caught up his cousin's words, so that they seened to cone fromthe

same throat. "If the kender dies in a tinme and place that is not his own,
Tassl ehof f will not defeat Chaos. The Father of Al and Nothing will be
victorious, and he will carry out his threat to destroy us and the world."

"The kender nust be discovered and returned to the tine and place of his
death,” Lunitari added, her voice stern. "Tasslehoff Burrfoot nust die when
and where he was supposed to die or we all face annhilation."

The three voices that were distinct and separate and yet seened one voice fel
silent.

Rai stlin glanced around again. "I take it | have |eave to go?"

Sargonnas nuttered and grunbled, but in the end he fell silent.

The ot her gods | ooked to Pal adi ne.

At | ength, he nodded.

"Then | bid you farewell,"” said Raistlin.

When the nage had departed, Sargonnas confronted Pal adi ne.

"You heap folly upon folly," the m notaur stated accusingly. "First you give
a powerful magical artifact into the hands of a kender, then you send this
twi sted mage to fight Takhisis. If we are doonmed, you have doomned us."
"Not hi ng done out of love is ever folly," Paladine returned. "If we face great
peril, we now do so with hope." He turned to
Zivilyn. "Wat do you see?"

Zivilyn |l ooked into eternity.
"Not hi ng," he replied. "Nothing but darkness."
2

The Song of the Desert

M na's army noved east, heading for Sanction. The army traveled rapidly, for
the skies were clear, the air coo

and crisp, and they net no opposition. Blue dragons flew above them guarding
their march and scouting out the | ands ahead. Runor of their coning spread.
Those along their route of march quaked in fear when they heard that they |ay



in the path of this conquering army. Many fled into the hills. Those who coul d
not flee or had nowhere to go waited fearfully
for destruction.
Their fears proved groundl ess. The armnmy marched through villages and past
farms, canped outside of towns. M na kept her soldiers under strict control
Supplies they could have taken by force, they paid for. In sone cases, when
they cane to an
i mpoveri shed house or village, the arny gave of what they had. Manor houses
and castles they could have razed, they let stand. Everywhere
along their route, Mna spoke to the people of the One God. Al they did, they
did in the name of the One Cod.

M na spoke to the high born and the low, to the peasant and the farner, the

bl acksmith and the innkeeper, the bard and the tinker, the noble I ord and

| ady. She brought healing to the sick, food to the hungry, confort to the
unhappy. She told them how the old gods had abandoned them left themto the
scourge of these alien dragons. But this new god, the One God, was here to
take care of them
dila was often at Mna's side. She took no part in the proceedi ngs,

but she watched and listened and fingered the amul et around her neck. The
touch no | onger seenmed to cause her pain.
Cerard rode in the rear, as far as possible fromthe ninotaur, who was al ways
in the front ranks with Mna. Gerard guessed that Gaidar had been ordered to

| eave himalone. Still, there was always the possibility of an "accident."
Gai dar could not be faulted if a poi sonous snake happened to crawl into
CGerard's bedroll or a broken tree branch canme crashing down on his head. Those
few tines when the two were forced by circunstance to nmeet, Gerard saw by the
ook in the minotaur's eyes that Gerard was alive only because Mna willed it.
Unfortunately, riding in the rear neant that Gerard was back ampong t hose who
guarded the wagon carrying the sarcophagus of ol dnbon and the two w zards.
The phrase, "Mre dead than alive" came to Gerard's mnd as he | ooked at them
and he | ooked at themoften. He didn't like to. He couldn't stand the sight of
them sitting on the end of the wagon, bodies swaying to and fro with the

nmoti on of the bunpy ride, feet and arns dangli ng,

heads drooping. Every tine he watched them he rode away sickened, vow ng
that was the last tinme he would have anything to do with them The next day he
was drawn to stare at them fascinated, repul sed.

M na's army marched toward Sanction, |eaving behind not fire and snoke and

bl ood, but cheering crowds, who tossed garl ands

at Mna's feet and sang prai ses of the One God.
Anot her group marched east, traveling alnost parallel to Mna's arny,
separated by only a few hundred mles. Their nmarch
was sl ower because it was not as organized and the | and through which they
travel ed was not as hospitable. The sane sun that shone brightly on M na
seared the elves of Qualinesti as they struggled across the Plains of Dust,
headi ng for what they hoped woul d be safe sanctuary in the Iand of their kin,
the Silvanesti. Every day, G lthas bl essed Wanderer and the people of the
plains, for without their help, not a single elf would have crossed the desert
alive.
The Pl ai nspeopl e gave the el ves envel opi ng, protective clothing
t hat kept out the heat of the day and held body warmh for the cold nights.
The Pl ai nspeopl e gave the el ves food, which Glthas suspected they could il
afford to share. \Whenever he questioned them about this, the proud

Pl ai nspeopl e woul d either ignore himor cast himsuch cold glances that he
knew that to continue to ask questions would offend them They taught the

el ves that they should march during the cool parts of the norning

and ni ght and seek shelter against the sweltering heat of the afternoon
Finally, Wanderer and his conrades offered to acconpany

the elves and serve as guides. Glthas knew, if the rest of the elves did
not, that Wanderer had a twofol d purpose. One was beneficent—to nake certain
the el ves survived the crossing of the desert. The other was self-serving—+to



make certain the elves crossed.

The el ves had conme to | ook very much |like the Plainspeople, dressing in baggy
trousers and long tunics and w appi ng thensel ves

in many | ayers of soft wool that protected themfromthe desert sun by day
and the desert chill by night. They kept their faces nuffled against the
stinging sand, kept delicate skin shielded fromexposure. Having lived cl ose
to nature, with a respect for nature, the elves soon adapted to the desert and
lost no nore of their people. They could never |ove the desert, but they cane
to understand it and to honor its ways.

Glthas could tell that Wanderer was uneasy at how swiftly the elves were
adapting to this hard life. Glthas tried his best to convince the Pl ai nsman
that the elves were a people of forests and gardens, a people who coul d | ook
on the red and

orange striated rock formations that broke the niles of endl ess sand dunes and
see no beauty, as did the Plainspeople, but only death.

One night, when they were nearing the end of their |ong journey,
the elves arrived at an oasis in the dark hours before the dawn. Vanderer had
decreed that here the elves could rest this night and throughout the day
tomorrow, drinking their fill and renewing their strength before they once
nore took up their weary journey. The elves nmade canp, set the watch, then
gave thensel ves to sl eep

Glthas tried to sleep. He was weary fromthe |long wal k, but sleep would not
cone. He had fought his way out of the depression

t hat had plagued him The need to be active and responsible for his people
had been beneficial. He had a great many cares and worries still, not the

| east of which was the reception they mght receive in Silvanesti. He was
t hi nking of these matters, and restless,

he left his bedroll, taking care not to wake his slunmbering wife. He wal ked
into the night to stare up at the nyriad stars. He had not known there were so
many. He was awed and even di smayed

by their nunber. He was staring thus, when Wanderer found him
"You shoul d be sleeping,"” said Wanderer

H s voice was stern, he was giving a command, not meking idle conversation. He
had not changed fromthe day Glthas had first met him Taciturn, quiet, he
never spoke when a gesture would serve himinstead. Hs face was |like the
desert rock, formed of sharp angles marred by dark creases. He snil ed, never

| aughed, and his smle was only in his dark eyes.
G I thas shook his head. "My body yearns for sleep, but ny mnd prevents it."
"Perhaps the voices keep you awake," said Wanderer
"I"ve heard you speak of thembefore,” Glthas replied, intrigued. "The voices
of the desert. | have listened, but | cannot hear them"
"I hear them now," said Wanderer. "The sighing of the wi nd anong the rocks,
t he whi spering of the sand floes. Even in the
silence of the night, there is a voice that we know to be the voice of the
stars. You cannot see the stars in your land or, if you can, they are caught
and held prisoner by the tree branches. Here"—Wanderer waved his hand to the
vast vault of star-studded sky that stretched from horizon to horizon—the
stars are free, and their song is loud."
"I hear the wind anong the rocks," said Glthas, "but to me it is the sound of
a dying breath whistling through gaping teeth. Yet," he added, pausing to | ook
around him "now that | have traveled through this land, | nust adnit that
there is a beauty to your night. The stars are so close and so nunerous t hat
soneti mes

| do think I might hear themsing." He shrugged. "If | did not feel so small
and insignificant among them that is.”
"That is what truly bothers you, Glthas," said Wanderer, reaching out his
hand and touching Glthas on his breast, above his heart. "You elves rule the
land in which you live. The trees formthe walls of your houses and provide
you shelter. The orchids and the roses grow at your behest. The desert wll
not be ruled. The desert will not be subjugated. The desert cares nothing



about you, will do nothing for you except one thing. The desert will always be
here. Your |and changes. Trees die and forests burn, but the desert is
eternal. Qur hone has always been, and it will always be. That is the gift it
gives us, the gift of surety.”

"W thought our world would never change," said Glthas quietly. "W were
wong. | wish you a better fate."

Returning to his tent, Glthas felt exhaustion overconme him Hs wife did not
waken, but she was sleepily aware of his return, for she reached out her arns
and drew himclose. He listened to the voice of her heart beating steadily
agai nst his. Conforted, he slept.

Wanderer did not sleep. He | ooked up at the stars and thought over the words
of the young elf. And it seened to Wanderer that the song of the stars was,
for the first time since he'd heard it, mournful and off-key.

The elves continued their trek, their progress slow but steady. Then cane the
nmorni ng the Lioness shook her husband awake.

"What ?" G lthas asked, fear jolting himfromsleep. "What is it? Wiat is
wr ong?"

"For a change, nothing," she said, smling at himthrough her rampant, gol den
curls. She sniffed the air. "Wat do you snell?"

"Sand," said G lthas, rubbing his nose, that always seened clogged with grit.
"Why? What do you snel | ?"

"Water," said the Lioness. "Not the nuddy water of sonme oasis but water that
runs swift and fast and cold. There is a river nearby. " Her eyes filled
with tears, her voice failed her. "W have done it, ny husband. W have
crossed the Plains of Dust!"
Ariver it was, yet no river such as the Qualinesti had ever before seen. The
el ves gathered on its banks and stared in sonme dismay at the water, that
flowed red as bl ood. The Pl ai nspeopl e assured themthat the water was fresh
and untainted, the red color cane fromthe rocks through which the river ran
The el ves might have still hesitated, but the children broke free of their
parents' grasp and rushed forward to splash in the water that bubbl ed

around the roots of giant cottonwood and willow trees. Soon what renained of
the Qualinesti nation was |aughing and spl ashi ng

and rollicking in the R ver Torath.

"Here we | eave you," said Wanderer. "You can ford the river at this point.
Beyond, only a few niles distant, you will conme upon the remains of the King's
H ghway that will take you to Silvanesti. The river runs along the hi ghway for
many mles, so you will have water in abundance. The foraging is good, for the
trees that grow along the river give of their fruits at this tinme of year."
Wanderer held out his hand to Glthas. "I w sh you good fortune

and success at your journey's end. And I wish for you that someday you will
hear the song of the stars.”

"May their song never fall silent for you, ny friend," said Glthas, pressing
the man's hand warmy. "I can never thank you enough for what you and your
peopl e have done—*

He stopped speaking, for he was tal king to Wanderer's back. Having said al
that was needed, the Pl ainsman notioned to his conrades, |ed themback into
the desert.

"A strange people," said the Lioness. "They are rude and uncouth and in |ove
with rocks, which is something | will never understand, but | find that I
admire them"

"I admre them too," said Glthas. "They saved our lives, saved the
Qualinesti nation. | hope that they never have reason to regret what they have
done for us."

"Why shoul d they?" the Lioness asked, startled.

"I don't know, ny love," Glthas replied. "I can't say. Just a feeling

have."

He wal ked away, heading for the river, leaving his wife to gaze after himwth
a | ook of concern and consternation

3



The Lie

Al hana Starbreeze sat alone in the shelter that had been shaped for her by

t hose el ves who still had sone magi cal power remaining to them at |east
enough to command the trees to provide a safe haven for the exiled el ven
gqueen. As it turned out, the elves did not need their magic, for the trees,
whi ch have always | oved the elves, seeing their queen sorrowful and weary to
the point of collapse, bent their branches of their own accord. Their |inbs
hung protectively over her, their |eaves tw ned together to keep out the rain
and the wind. The grass formed a thick, soft carpet for her bed. The birds
sang softly to ease her pain.

The tine was evening, one of the few quiet tinmes in Al hana's unquiet life.
These were busy tinmes, for she and her forces were living in the wilderness,
fighting a hit-and-run war agai nst the Dark Knights: raiding prison canps,
attacki ng supply ships, making daring forays into the city itself to rescue
elves in peril. For the nmonent, though, all was peaceful. The evening neal

had been served. The Silvanesti elves under her command were settling down for
the night. For the nmonment, no one needed her, no one demanded that she nake
deci sions that would cost nore elven lives, shed nore elven blood. Al hana
sometines dreaned of swwming in a river of blood, a dream from which she
coul d never escape, except by drowning.

Sonme m ght say—and sone el ves did—that the Dark Knights of Neraka had done
Al hana Starbreeze a favor. She had once been deened a dark elf, exiled from
her homeland for daring to try to bring about peace between the Silvanesti and
their Qualinesti cousins, for daring to marry a Qualinesti in order to unite
their two squabbling real ns.

Now, in their tine of greatest trouble, Al hana Starbreeze had been accepted
back by her people. The sentence of exile had been lifted fromher formally by
t he Heads of House who renmined alive after the Dark Knights had conpl eted
their occupation of the capital, Silvanost. Al hana's people now enbraced her
Kneel i ng

at her feet, they were loud in their [anentations for the

"m sunderstandi ng." Never nmind that they had tried to have her assassi nated.
In the very next breath, they cried to her, "Save us! Queen Al hana, save us!"
Samar was furious with her, with her people. The Silvanesti had invited the
Dark Knights into their city and turned away Al hana Starbreeze. Not so many
weeks before, they had fallen on their knees before the | eader of the Dark

Kni ghts, a human girl called Mna. The Silvanesti had been warned of Mna's
treachery, but they had been blinded by the niracles she perforned

in the name of the One God. Samar had been anong those who had warned them
that they were fools to put their trust in humans—niracles or not. The el ves
had been all astoni shnent

and shock and horror when the Dark Knights had turned on them set up their
sl ave canps and prisons, killed any who opposed them

Samar was grimy pleased that the Silvanesti had at |ast come to revere Al hana
St ar breeze, the one person who had remained |oyal to them and fought for them
when they had reviled her. He
was | ess pleased with his .queen's response, which was forgiving, magnani nous,
patient. He woul d have seen them cringe and grovel to obtain her favor.

"I cannot punish them Samar," Al hana said to himon the evening on which the
sentence of exile had been lifted. She was now free to return to her

honel and—a honel and rul ed over by the Dark Knights of Neraka, a honel and she
was going to have to fight to reclaim "You know why."

He knew why: Al she did was for her son, Silvanoshei, who was the king of
Silvanesti. An unworthy son, as far as Samar was concerned. Silvanoshei had
been the person responsible for admtting the Knights of Neraka into the city
of Silvanost. Enanored

of the human girl, Mna, Silvanoshei was the cause of the downfall of the

Si |l vanesti people.



Yet the people adored himand still claimed himas their king. Because of him
they followed his nother. Because of Silvanoshei, Samar was on a peril ous
journey, forced to | eave his queen at the nost desperate tine in the ancient
history of Silvanesti, forced to go chasing over Ansalon after this very son
Al t hough few knew it, Silvanoshei, the king of the Silvanesti, had run away
the very night Samar and other elves had risked their lives to rescue himfrom
t he Dark Knights.

Few knew he was gone, because Al hana refused to adnit it, either to her people
or to herself. Those el ves who had been with themthe night of his departure
knew, but she had sworn themto secrecy. Long loyal to her, loving her, they
had readily agreed. Now Al hana kept up the pretense that Silvanoshei was il
and that he was forced to remain in seclusion until he had heal ed.

Meanti me, Al hana was confident he would return. "He is off sul king sonmewhere,"
she told Samar. "He will get over this infatuation and cone to his senses. He
will come back to me, to his people.”

Samar did not believe it. He tried to point out to Al hana the evidence of the
tracks of horse's hooves. The elves had brought no horses with them This

ani mal was magi cal, had been sent for Silvanoshei. He wasn't com ng back. Not
then, not ever. At first
Al hana had refused even to listen to him She had forbidden himto speak of
it. But as the days passed and Silvanoshei did not return, she was forced to
admt, with a breaking heart, that Samar m ght be right.

Samar had been gone | ong weeks now. During this tinme, Al hana had kept up the
pretense that Silvanoshei was with them sick and confined to his tent. She
even went so far as to maintain his tent, pretend to go visit him She would
sit on his enpty bed and talk to him as if he were there. He would conme back
and when he did, he would find her waiting for him with all in readiness

as if he had never left.
Al one in her bower, Al hana read and reread her |atest nessage

from Samar, a nessage carried by a hawk, for these birds had | ong served as
nmessengers between the two. The nessage was brief —Samar not being one to waste
words—and it brought both joy and sorrow to the anxious nother, disnmay and
despair to the queen

| have picked up his trail at last. He took a ship from Abanasinia, sailed
north to Sol ammi a. There he traveled to Solanthus in search of this fenale,
but she had al ready marched eastward with her arny.

Si | vanoshei foll owed her

O her news | have heard. The city of Qualinost has been utterly destroyed. A

| ake of death now covers what remains of Qualinost. The Dark Knights now
ravage the countryside, seizing land and nmaking it their own. It is runored
that many Qualinesti escaped, including Laurana's son, G lthas, but where they
are or what has happened to themis unknown. | spoke to a survivor, who said
that it is certain that Lauranal anthal sa was slain in the battle, along with
many hundreds of Qualinesti, as well as dwarves of Thorbardin and some humans
who fought al ongside them They died heroes. The evil dragon Beryl was kill ed.

I amon the trail of your son. | will report when | can
Your faithful servant,
Samar

Al hana whi spered a prayer for the soul of Laurana and the souls of all those
who had perished in the battle. The prayer was to the ol d gods, the departed
gods, who were no longer there to heed it. The beautiful words eased her
grief, even if she knew in her heart that they held no neani ng. She prayed,
too, for the Qualinesti exiles, hoping that the runmor of their escape was
true. Then, concern for her son banished all other thoughts from her mind
"What witchery has this girl worked on you, ny son?" she said softly, absently
snoot hing the vellum on which Samar had witten his note. "Wat foul wtchery
A voi ce spoke from outside her shelter, calling her nane. The voi ce bel onged
to one of her elite guard, a woman who had served her |ong, through nany
difficult and dangerous tines. She was known to Al hana to be stoic, reserved,



never show ng any enotion, and the queen was startled and al armed now to hear
a trenmor in the woman's voice

Fears of all kinds and sorts crowded around Al hana. She had to steel herself
to react calmy. Crunpling the vellumin her hand, she thrust it into the
bosom of her chenise, then ducked out of the sheltering vines and branches to
face the woman. She saw with her a strange elf, someone unknown to her.

O was he unknown? O sinply forgotten? Al hana stared at himclosely. She knew
this young man, she realized. Knew the Iines of his face, knew the eyes that
held in them a sadness and care and crushing responsibility to mrror her own.
She could not place him probably due to the foreign garb he wore—the | ong
and envel opi ng robes of the barbarians who roamed the desert.

She | ooked to her guard for answers.

"The scouts came across him ny queen,"” said the woman. "He will not give his
nane, but he clains to be related to you through your honored husband,
Porthios. He is Qualinesti, beneath all these |ayers of wool. He does not cone
armed into our lands. Since he nmay be what he clai ned, we brought himto you."
"I know you, sir," Al hana said. "Forgive me, | cannot give you

a nane."

"That is understandable,” he replied with a snle. "Many years and many trials
separate us. Yet"-his voice softened, his eyes were warmwi th admirati on—=1I
renmenber you, the great lady so wwongfully inprisoned by her people—=

Al hana gave a glad cry, flung herself into his arns. Even as she enbraced him
she renenbered the nother he had | ost, who woul d never nore put her arms
around her son. Al hana ki ssed himtenderly, for her sake and that of

Laurana's, then she stepped back to | ook at him

"Those trials of which you speak have aged you nore than the correspondi ng

years. G lthas of the House of Sol ostaran, | am pl eased beyond nmeasure to see
you safe and well, for | just heard the sad news concerning your people. |
hoped that what | heard was runmor and gossip and that it would prove false,
but, alas, | see the truth in your eyes."

"I'f you have heard that my nother is dead and that Qualinost is destroyed,
then you have heard the truth," G lthas said.

"I amsorry beyond neasure,"” Al hana said, taking his hand in her own and
holding it fast. "Please, conme inside, where you may be confortable, for | see
t he weariness of nmany weeks of travel lie on you. I will have food and water
brought to you."

G Ithas acconpani ed Al hana into the shelter. He ate the food that was offered,
t hough Al hana could see he did so out of politeness rather than hunger. He
drank the water with a relish he could not disguise, drank |ong and deep, as
if he could never

get enough.

"You have no idea how good this water tastes to nme," he said, smling. He

gl anced around. "But when am | going to have a chance to greet ny cousin,

Si | vanoshei ? W have never net, he and |I. We heard the sad runor that he had
been slain by ogres and were glad to receive news that this was not true. | am
eager to enbrace him"

"I regret to say that Silvanoshei is not well, Glthas," said A hana. "He was

brutally beaten by the Dark Knights when

they seized Silvanost and barely escaped with his life. He keeps to his tent
on the order of the healers and is not pernitted to have any conpany."

She had told this lie so often that she was able to tell it now without a
break in her voice. She could nmeet the young nan's eyes and never falter. He
believed her, for his face took on a | ook of concern

"I amsorry to hear this. Please accept my wi shes for his swift recovery."

Al hana sm |l ed and changed the subject. "You have traveled far and on dangerous
roads. Your journey nmust have been a hard and peril ous one. What can | do for
you, Nephew? May | call you that, although | amonly your aunt by marriage?"
"I would be honored,"” said Glthas, his voice warm "You are all the famly
have | eft now. You and Silvanoshei."

Al hana's eyes filled with sudden tears. He was all the fam |y she had, at this



monent, with Silvanoshei lost to her. She clasped his hand, and he held fast
to hers. She was rem nded of his father, Tanis Hal f-El ven. The nenory was
heartening, for the times in which they had known each ot her had been fraught
with peril, yet they had overconme their foes and gone on to find peace, even
if only for a short while.

"I come to ask a great boon of you, Aunt Al hana," he said. He gazed at her
steadfastly. "I ask that you receive ny people.”

Al hana stared at him bew | dered, not understandi ng.

Glthas gestured to the west. "Three days' ride fromhere, on the border of
Silvanesti, a thousand exiles from Qualinesti wait to receive your perm ssion
to enter the land of our cousins. Qur home is destroyed. The eneny occupies
it. W lack the nunbers to fight them Sonmeday," he said, his chin lifting and
pride lighting

his eyes, "we will return and drive the Dark Knights fromour Iand and reclaim
what is ours.

"But that day is not today," he continued, the |light fading, darkened by
shadow. "Nor is it tonorrow. We have traveled across the Plains of Dust. W
woul d have died there but for the help of the people who call that terrible

| and horme. W& are weary

and desperate. Qur children look to us for confort, and we have none to give
them W are exiles. W have nowhere to go. Hunbly we come to you, who left so
| ong ago, and hunbly we ask that you take us in."

Al hana | ooked Iong at him The tears that had burned in her eyes now slid
unchecked down her cheeks.

"You weep for us," he said brokenly. "I amsorry to have brought this trouble
to you."

"I weep for us all, Glthas," A hana said. "For the Qualinesti people, who
have | ost their honeland, and for the Silvanesti, who are fighting for ours.
You will not find peace and sanctuary

here in these forests, ny poor nephew. You find us at war, battling for our
very survival. You did not know this when you set out, did you?"
G | thas shook his head.
"You know this now?" she asked.

"I know," he said. "I heard the news fromthe Plainspeople. |I had hoped they
exagger at ed—
"I doubt it. They are a people who see far and speak bluntly. I will tell you

what is happening, and then you can decide if you want to join us."
G Ithas woul d have spoken, but Al hana rai sed her hand, silenced him "Hear ne
out, Nephew." She hesitated a noment, underwent sone inward struggle, then

said, "You will hear fromsone of our people that my son was bew tched by this
human girl, Mna, the | eader of the Dark Knights. He was not the only
Silvanesti to fall under her fatal spell. Qur people sang songs of praise to

her as she wal ked through the streets. She

performed mracles of healing, but there was a price—not in coin but in souls.
The One God wanted the souls of the elves to tornent

and ensl ave and devour. This One God is not a loving god, as sone of our
peopl e m stakenly thought, but a god of deceit and vengeance and pain. Those
el ves who served the One God were taken away. We have no idea where. Those

el ves who refuse to serve the One God were killed outright or enslaved by the
Dar k Kni ghts.

"The city of Silvanost is conpletely under the control of the Dark Knights.
Their forces are not yet |arge enough to extend that control, and so we are
able to maintain our existence here in the forests. W do what we can to fight
agai nst this dread foe, and we have saved nany hundreds of our people from
torture and death. W raid the prison canps and free the slaves. W harass the
patrols. They fear our archers so nuch that no Dark Kni ght now dares set foot
outside the city walls. Al this we do, but it is not enough. W |ack the
forces needed to retake the city, and every day the Dark Knights add to its
fortifications."

"Then our warriors will be a welcone addition," said Glthas quietly.



Al hana | owered her eyes, shook her head. "No," she said, ashamed. "How could
we ask that of you? The Silvanesti have treated you and your people wth
contenpt and disdain all these years? How could we ask you to give your lives
for our country?"

"You forget," said Glthas, "that our people have no country. Qur city lies in
ruins. The sane foe that rules your land rules ours." H's fist clenched, his
eyes flashed. "W are eager to take retribution. W will take back your I|and,
then combi ne our forces to take back our own."

He | eaned forward, his face alight. "Don't you see, Al hana? This may be the

i npetus we need to heal the old wounds, to once nore unite our two nations."
"You are so young," Al hana said. "Too young to know that old wounds can fester
so that the infection strikes to the very heart, turning it sick and putrid.
You do not know that there are some who would see all of us fall rather than
one of us rise. | tried to unite our people. | failed and this is what has
cone of ny failure.

| think it is too late. | think that nothing can save our people."

He gazed at her in consternation, clearly disturbed by her words.

Al hana rested her hand on his. "Maybe | am w ong. Perhaps

your young eyes see nore clearly. Bring your people into the safety of the
forest. Then you nust go before the Silvanesti and tell them of your plight
and ask themto adnmt you into their |ands."

"Ask then? O do you nean beg thenP" G lthas rose, his expression cool. "W do
not come before the Silvanesti as beggars." "There, you see," Al hana said
sadly. "You have been infected. A ready, you junp to conclusions. You should
ask the Silvanesti because it is politic to ask. That is all | neant." She

si ghed. "W corrupt our young, and thus perishes hope for anything better."
"You are sorrowful and weary and worried for your son. Wen he is well, he and
| —Al hana," G lthas said, alarned, for she had sunk down upon a cushi on and
begun weeping bitterly. "Wat is wong? Should | call soneone? One of your

| adi es?"

"Kiryn," Al hana said in a choked voice. "Send for Kiryn."

G lthas had no notion who this Kiryn was, but he ducked outside

the shelter and informed one of the guards, who dispatched a runner. G Ithas
went back inside the shelter, stood ill at ease, not knowi ng what to do or say
to ease such wenching grief.
A young elf entered the dwelling. He | ooked first at Al hana, who was
struggling to regain her conposure, then at Glthas. Kiryn's face flushed with
anger .

"Who are you? What have you sai d—

"No, Kiryn!" Al hana raised her tearstained face. "He has done nothing. This is
nmy nephew, G |thas, Speaker of the Sun of the Qualinesti."

"I beg your pardon, Your Mjesty," said Kiryn, bowing low. "I had no way of
knowi ng. Wen | saw nmy queen—
"I understand," said Glthas. "Aunt Al hana, if | inadvertently said or did

anything to cause you such pai n—=

"Tell him Kiryn," A hana ordered in a tone that was low and terrible to hear
"Tell himthe truth. He has a right... a need to know. "

"My queen," said Kiryn, glancing at Glthas uncertainly, "are you certain?"

Al hana cl osed her eyes, as if she would thankfully close them upon this world.
"He has brought his people across the desert. They came to us for succor, for
their capital city is destroyed, their | and ravaged by the Dark Knights."
"Blessed E'lil" exclaimed Kiryn, calling, in his astoni shment, upon the absent
god Pal adine or E'li, as the elves know him

"Tell him" said Al hana, sitting with her face averted fromthem hidden
behi nd her hand.

Kiryn notioned Glthas to draw near. "I tell you, Your Myjesty, what only a
few ot hers know, and they have taken vows of secrecy. My cousin, Silvanoshei
is not wounded. He does not lie in his tent. He is gone."

"Gone?" G lthas was puzzled. "Where has he gone? Has he been captured? Taken
pri soner ?"



"Yes," said Kiryn gravely, "but not the way you nmean. He has becone obsessed
with a human girl, a |leader of the Dark Knights called Mna. W believe that
he has run off to join her."

"You believe?" Glthas repeated. "You do not know for sure?"

Kiryn shrugged, hel pless. "W know nothing for certain. W rescued himfrom
the Dark Knights, who were going to put himto death. W were escaping into
the wi | derness when a magical sleep cane over us. Wen we awoke, Silvanoshe
was gone. W found the tracks of a horse's hooves. W tried to follow the
hoof -prints, but they entered the Than-Thal as Ri ver, and although we searched
upstream and down, we could not find any nore tracks. It was as if the horse

had w ngs."

Al hana spoke, her voice nuffled. "I have sent ny nost trusted friend and
advi sor after nmy son, to bring himback. | have told the Silvanesti people
not hi ng about this. | ask you to say nothing of this to anyone."

Glthas was troubled. "I don't understand. Wiy do you keep his di sappearance
secret ?"

Al hana lifted her head. Her eyes were swollen with her grief, red-rinmed.
"Because the Silvanesti people have taken himto their hearts. He is their

ki ng, and they follow him when they would not willingly followne. Al | do,
| do in his nane."
"You mean you make the hard deci sions and face the danger, while your son, who
shoul d be sharing your burden, chases after a petticoat," G Ilthas began
sternly.
"Do not criticize him" Al hana flared. "Wat do you know of
what he has endured? This fermale is a witch. She has ensorcelled him He does
not know what he is doing."
"Sil vanoshei was a good king until he had the misfortune to neet Mna," said
Kiryn defensively. "The people cane to | ove and respect him He will be a good
ki ng when this spell is broken."

"I thought you should know the truth, Glthas," Al hana said stiffly, "since
you have responsibilities of your own you rnust bear, decisions you nust make.
| ask only that you do as Kiryn does, respect ny w shes and say nothi ng of
this to anyone. Pretend,

as we pretend, that Silvanoshei is here with us.”

Her tone was cold, her eyes beseeching. Glthas would have given nuch to have
been able to ease her pain, to lift her burdens. But, as she said, he bore
burdens hinself. He had responsibilities, and they were to his people.

"I have never yet lied to the Qualinesti, Aunt Al hana," he said, as gently as

he could. "I will not start now. They left their honeland on ny word, they
followed ne into the desert. They have given their lives and the |ives of

their children into ny hands. They trust ne, and | will not betray that trust.
Not even for you, whom ! |ove and honor."

Al hana rose to her feet, her fists clenched at her sides. "If you do this, you
will destroy all that | have worked for. We might as well surrender to the
Dark Knights now. " Her fists unclenched, and he saw that her hands trenbl ed.
"Gve me sonme time, Nephew. That is all | ask. My son will return soon. | know

it
G lthas shifted his gaze fromher to Kiryn, looked long and intently at the
young elf. Kiryn said nothing, but his eyes flickered.
He was clearly unconfortable.
Al hana saw Gl thas's dil emma.
"He is too kind, too polite, too m ndful of ny pain to speak the words that

nmust be burning on his tongue,” she said herself. "If he could, he would say
to ne, This is not ny doing. | amnot at fault. This is your son's doing.

Si | vanoshei has failed his people. I will not followin those same footsteps."
Al hana was angry with G lthas, jealous of himand proud of him all in the

same scal ding moment. She envied Laurana
suddenly, envied her death that brought blessed silence to the turmoil,

an end to pain, an end to despair. Laurana had died a hero's death, fighting
to save her people and her country. She had | eft behind a | egacy of which she



could be proud, a son she could honor

"I tried to do what was right," Al hana said to herself in nmisery, "but it al
has ended up so terribly wong."

Her | oved husband Porthi os had vani shed and was presunmed to be dead. Her son
her hope for the future, had run away to | eave her to face that future al one.
She mght tell herself he had been ensorcelled, but deep in her heart, she
knew better. He was spoiled, selfish, too easily swayed by passions she had
never had the heart to check. She had failed her husband, she had failed her
son. Her pride refused to et her admt it.

Pride woul d be her downfall. Her pride had been wounded when her people turned
agai nst her. Her pride had caused her to attack the shield, to try to reenter
a land that didn't want her. Now her pride forced her to lie to her people.
Samar and Kiryn had both counsel ed against it. Both had urged her to tell the
truth, but her pride could not stomach it. Not her pride as a queen, but her
pride as a mother. She had failed as a nother and now all would see that
failure. She could not bear for people to regard her with pity. That, nore
than anything el se, was the true reason she had |ied.

She had hoped that Silvanoshei would cone back, adnit that he had been w ong,
ask to be forgiven. If that had happened, she could have overl ooked his
downfall. She knew now after reading Samar's letter that Silvanoshei would
never cone back to her, not of his own free will. Samar would have to drag him
back |i ke an errant school boy.

She | ooked up to find Glthas |ooking at her, his expression synpathetic
grave. In that nonent, he was his father. Tanis Half-El ven had often | ooked at
her with that same expression as she underwent sonme inward battle, fought

agai nst her pride.

"I will keep your secret, Aunt Al hana," Glthas said. Hi s voice was cool, he
was cl early unhappy with what he was doing. "As long as | can."

"Thank you, Glthas," she said, grateful and ashamed for having to be
grateful. Her pride! Her damabl e pride. "Silvanoshe

will return. He will hear of our plight and cone back. Perhaps he is already
on his way."

She pressed her hand over her bosom over Samar's letter that said entirely

t he opposite. Lying had becone so easy, sSo very easy.

"I hope so," said Glthas somberly.

He took her hand in his own, kissed it respectfully. "I amsorry for your
trouble, Aunt Al hana. | amsorry to have added to your trouble. But if this
brings about the reunification of our two nations, then soneday we will [ ook

back upon the heartbreak and turnoil and say that it was worth it."

She tried to smle, but the stiffness of her |ips nmade her nmouth tw tch. She
said nothing, and so in silence they parted.

"G with him" she told Kiryn, who remained behind. "See to it that he and his
peopl e are nade wel cone. "

"Your Majesty— Kiryn began uneasily.

"I know what you are going to say, Kiryn. Do not say it. Al will be well. You
will see.”

After both had left, she stood in the doorway of the shelter, thinking of

G | t has.

"Such pretty dreans," she said softly. "The dreams of youth. Once | had pretty

dreans. Now, like ny pretty gowns, they hang about nme in rags and in tatters.
May yours fit better, Glthas, and |ast |onger."
4

Wai ting and Waiting

Ceneral Dogah, |eader of the Dark Knights in Silvanost, was having his own
probl ems. The Dark Knights used bl ue dragons as scouts, patrolling the skies
above the thick and tangled forests. If the dragons caught sight of novenent
on the ground, they swooped down and, with their |ightning

breath, laid waste to entire tracts of forest |and.

These dragon scouts saw the | arge gathering of people in the desert but had no



i dea they were Qualinesti. The scouts thought themthe barbarians, the

Pl ai nspeopl e, fleeing the onslaught of the dragon overlord Sable. CGenera

Dogah wonder ed
what to do about this nmigration. He had no orders concerning

the Pl ai nspeople. His forces were linmted, his hold on Silvanost tenuous at
best. He did not want to start war on another front. He di spatched a courier
on dragonback with an urgent nmessage for Mna, telling her about the situation
and asking for orders.
The courier had some difficulty locating Mna, for he flew first
to Solanthus, only to find that her arny had left there and was on the narch
for Sanction.
After another day's flying, the courier located her. He sped back with this
reply, short and terse.

Cener al Dogah
These are not Pl ainspeople. They are Qualinesti exiles. Destroy them

In the nane of the One Cod,

M na

Dogah sent off his dragonriders to do just that, only to find, in the interim
that the Qualinesti had disappeared. No trace of them could be found anywhere.
He received this report with a bitter curse, for he knew what it nmeant. The
Qual i nesti had managed

to escape into the forests of Silvanesti and were now beyond his reach

Here were yet nore elves to attack his patrols and fire flam ng arrows at his
supply ships. To add to his woes, the dragons began bringing reports that the
ogres, long enraged at the Knights for stealing their |and, were massing on
the northern Silvanesti border that adjoined Bl ode, undoubtedly hoping to
seize sonme elven land in return
And to make matters worse, Dogah was having norale trouble. So | ong as M na
had been around to enchant them and entrance them the soldiers were conmitted
to her cause, dedicated

and enthusiastic followers. But Mna had been gone many | ong weeks now. The
sol diers and the Knights who commanded them were isolated in the mddle of a
strange and unfriendly realm where enenies lurked in every shadow-and
Silvanesti was a | and of shadows. Arrows came out of the skies to slay them
Even the vegetation seenmed intent on trying to kill them Tree roots tripped
them dead |inbs dropped on their heads, forests lured theminto tangles from
whi ch few ever returned

Not a single supply ship had sailed down the river in the past week. The el ves
set fire to those that nade the attenpt. The soldiers

had no food other than what the elves ate, and no human coul d subsi st on

| eaves and grass for long. The meat-hungry hunmans dared not enter the woods to
hunt, for, as they soon discovered, every creature in the forest was a spy for
the el ves.

The elves of the city of Silvanost, seenmingly cowed by the mght of the Dark
Kni ghts, were growi ng bol der. None of Dogah's nen dared venture into the city
al one lest they risk being found dead in an alley. The nen began to grouse and
grunbl e.

Dogah issued orders to torture nore elves, but such entertai nment

could keep his troops occupied for only so long. He was fortunate in that
there were no desertions. This was not due to loyalty, as he well knew, but to
the fact that the men were too terrified

of the elves and the forest that sheltered themto flee.

Now, with the know edge that a thousand nore el ves had joined those already in
the forest, the mutinous runblings grew |l oud as thunder, so that Dogah coul d
not remain deaf to them He hinmself began to doubt. Wien he could not see

hi nmsel f

reassuringly reflected in her anber eyes, his trust in Mna started to wane.
He di spatched anot her urgent message to Mna, telling her that the Qualinesti
had escaped his best efforts to destroy them that norale was in the privies,
and that unl ess sonethi ng happened



to change the situation, he would have no choice but to pull out of Silvanesti
or face nutiny.

Dar k- bearded and, these days, dark-faced and gl oony, the short, stocky Dogah
sat alone (he had very little trust even in his own bodyguards these days) in
his quarters, drank elven wine that he wi shed mghtily was a |iquor far
stronger, and waited for Mna's reply.

The Qualinesti entered the forest to be coolly welconed by their

| ong- estranged cousins, the Silvanesti. A polite cousinly kiss of greeting was
exchanged, and then spears and arrows were thrust into Qualinesti hands. If
they were going to relocate to Silvanesti

they had better be prepared to fight for it.

The Qualinesti were only too happy to oblige. They saw this

as a chance to avenge thensel ves on those who had seized their own real mand
were now | aying waste to it.

"When do we attack?" they demanded eagerly.

"Any day now," was the response fromthe Silvanesti. "W are waiting for the
right time."

"Waiting for the right time?" the Lioness asked her husband.

"For what 'right time' do we wait? | have talked to the scouts and spies. W
out nunber the Dark Knights who are bottled up in Silvanost. Their noral e sinks
faster than a ship-w ecked
dwarf in full battle arnor. Now is the opportune tinme to attack them™
The two spoke in the shelter that had been provided for them-a hutch made of
woven w || ow branches on the side of a bubbling stream The space was small
and cranped, but they were luckier than nost of the elves, for they had a
pl ace of their own (due to Glthas's royal rank) and some privacy. Mst of the
el ves slept in the boughs of living trees or the holl owed-out boles of dead
ones, inside caves or sinmply lying in the grass under the stars. The
Qual inesti had no conplaints. After their trek through the desert, they asked
for nothing nore than to sleep on crisp-snelling pine needles, lulled by the
gentle nurnur of the falling rain.

"You tell me nothing that | don't already know " said Glthas norosely. He had
taken to wearing clothing nore typical of his people—the |ong, belted tunic,
wool I en shirt, and stockings in woodl and col ors. But he had fol ded neatly and
put away safely the coverings of the desert.

"There are probl ens, however. The Silvanesti are spread out all over the |and.
Sone are stationed along the river to disrupt the Dark Knights' supply l|ines.
O hers hide near the city of

Silvanost, to make certain that any patrol that has nerve enough to | eave the
city does not return intact. Still others are scattered al ong the borders

"The wi nd, the hawk, the squirrel carry messages," returned the Lioness. "If
the orders were sent now, nost of the Silvanesti could be gathered outside
Silvanost in a week's tine. Days go

by, and the orders are not given. W nust skulk about in the forest and wait.
Wait for what?"

G Ithas knew, but he could not answer. He kept silent, was forced let his wife
fune.

"We know what will happen if the opportunity is mssed! Thus did the Dark

Kni ghts take over our honeland during the Chaos War. The sane will be true of
the Silvanesti, if we don't act now. Is it your cousin, Silvanoshei, who hol ds
back? He is young. Probably he doesn't understand. You rust speak to him
Glthas, explain to him*+

She knew her husband well. At the | ook on her face, the words clotted on her

t ongue.

The Lioness eyed himnarromy. "Wat is it, Glthas? Wiat's w ong? Sonet hi ng
about Silvanoshei, isn't it?"

G lthas | ooked at her ruefully. "Am | so transparent? Kings should be cl oaked
ininscrutability and nystery."

"My husband," said the Lioness, unable to keep from | aughi ng,



"you are inscrutable and nysterious as a crystal goblet. The truth inside you
is plain for all the world to see.”

"The truth ..." Glthas made a wy face. "The truth is, my dear, that
Si I vanoshei could not lead his people in a three-1egged race, much |less |ead
themto war. He is nowhere near here, nowhere near Silvanesti. | pronised

Al hana | woul d say nothing, but now a fortnight has passed and it seens to ne
that the tinme for lying has cone to an end. Although"—& |Ithas shook his

head—1 fear that the truth will do nore harmthan good. The Silvanesti foll ow
Al hana now only because she speaks in the name of her son. Some still view her
wi th suspi ci on,

see her as a 'dark elf." If they find out the truth, that she has been |ying
to them | fear they will never believe her again, never listen to her."

The Lioness | ooked into her husband's eyes. "That |eaves you, Glthas."

Now it was his turn to laugh. "I ameverything that they despise, nmy dear. A
Qualinesti with human blood throwmn in. They will not follow ne."

"Then you nust persuade Al hana to tell her people the truth."

"I don't believe she can. She has told the lie so long that, for her, the lie
has becone the truth."

"So what do we do?" the Lioness demanded. "Live here in the forest until we
take root along with the trees? W Qualinesti could attack the Dark Knights—=
"No, my dear,"” said Glthas firmy. "The Silvanesti have permtted us to enter
their horel and, that rmuch is true, but they view us with suspicion
nonet hel ess. There are those who think we are here to usurp their honel and.
For the Qualinesti to attack Silvanost—

"The Qualinesti are not attacking Silvanost. The Qualinesti are attacking the
Dark Knights in Silvanost," argued the Lioness.

"That is not how the Silvanesti will viewit. You know that as well as | do."
"So we sit and do nothing."

"I do not know what else we can do," said Glthas sonmberly. "The one person
who could have united and rallied his people has been |ured away. Now the only
people left to lead the elves are a dark elf queen and a hal f- human ki ng."
"Yet sooner or |ater soneone nmust take the |lead,"” the Lioness said. "W nust
fol |l ow sonmeone. "

"And where woul d that someone | ead then?" G |thas asked sonberly, "except to
our own destruction."

CGeneral Dogah drank his way through several barrels of wine. H's problens
increased daily. Six soldiers ordered to stand guard on the battlenents
refused to obey. Their officer threatened themwi th the [ ash. They attacked
him beat himseverely, and ran off, hoping to | ose thenselves in the streets
of Silvanost. Dogah sent his troops after the deserters, intending to string
themup to serve as exanples to the rest.

The el ves saved himthe cost of rope. The bodies of the six were delivered to
the castle. Each had died in sone gruesomne, grotesque manner. A note found on
one, scrawed in Common, read, A gift for the One CGod.

That ni ght, Dogah sent another nessenger to M na, pleading for either

rei nforcements or pernission to withdraw. Al though, he thought glumy, he had
no i dea where he would withdraw to. Everywhere he | ooked, he saw eneni es.

Two days | ater, the nessenger finally returned.

Cener al Dogah

Hol d your ground. Help is on the way.

In the nane of the One Cod.

M na

That wasn't much confort.

Every day, Dogah cautiously mounted the walls of Silvanost, peered out to the
north, the south, the east, and the west. The elves were out there. They had
hi m surrounded. Every day, he expected the elves to attack

Days passed, and the elves did nothing.

5

The Hedge Maze



Tassl ehof f Burrfoot was, at that noment in tinme feeling extremely put-out,

put -upon, dizzy, and sick to his stomach. O the three feelings, the dizzy
feeling predoni nated

so that he was finding it hard to think clearly. Plain, wooden floors and
good, hard ground had once seemed mundane

objects as far as he was concerned, but now Tassl ehof f thought fondly,
wi stfully, longingly of ground or floor or any solid surface beneath his feet.
He al so thought longingly of his feet returning to their proper place as feet
and not thinking thensel ves his head, which they were continually doing, for
he al ways | ooked for them bel ow and found them above. The only good thing to
happen to Tassl ehof f was that Conundrum had screanmed hi nmsel f hoarse and coul d
now rmake only feeble croaki ng sounds.

Tas bl amed everything on the Device of Tine Journeying. He wondered sadly if
this whirling and turning and dropping in on various points of tinme was going
to go on eternally, and

he was a bit daunted at the prospect. Then it occurred to himthat sooner or

| ater, the device was bound to |l and himback in the time where he'd be stepped
on by Chaos. All in all, not a bright prospect.

Such thoughts ran through his head, which was constantly whirling and twirling
through time. He thought themthrough as best he could, given the dizzy
feeling, and suddenly a fresh thought popped in. Perhaps the owner of the
voi ce that he heard in his ear and the hand that he felt on his shoul der could
do

somet hi ng about this endless whirling. He made up his mind that the noment

t hey | anded again, he would do everything in his power to see the hand's
owner .

Whi ch he did. The very mnute he felt firmground (bl essed ground!) beneath
his feet, he stunbled around (rather wobbly) to | ook behind him

He saw Conundrum and Conundrum s hand, but that was the wong hand. No one

el se was about, and Tas i mmedi ately knew why. He and the gnone were standi ng

i n what appeared to be a field blackened by fire. Sonme distance away, crysta
bui | di ngs caught the | ast gl ow of evening, glimrered orange or purple or gold
as the dying rays of the sun painted them The air was still tainted with the
snel | of burning, although the fire that had consuned the vegetati on had been
put out sone tinme ago. He coul d hear voices, but they were far distant. From
somewhere cane the sweet and piercing rmusic of a flute.
Tassl ehof f had the vague notion that he'd been here before. O maybe he'd been
here after before. What with all the tinme junping, he wasn't certain about
anyt hi ng anynore. The place |ooked fanmiliar, and he was about to set off in
search of
someone who could tell himwhere he was, when Conundrum gave a wheezi ng gasp
"The Hedge Maze!"
Tas | ooked down and | ooked si deways, and he realized that Conundrum was right.
They were standing in what remai ned of the Hedge Maze after the red dragons
had destroyed it with their fiery breath. The walls of |eaves were burnt down
to the ground.
The paths that wound and tw sted between themteadi ng those who wal ked t he
pat hs deeper into the maze—were laid bare. The maze was a maze no | onger. Tas
could see the pattern clearly, the white paths standi ng out starkly against
the black. He could see every twi st, every turning, every whorl, every jog,
every dead end. He saw the way to the heart of the Hedge Maze and he saw the
way out. The silver stair stood naked, exposed. He could see plainly now that
it led up and up to nowhere, and with a queasy flutter of the stomach, he
renenbered his leap off the top and his dive into the snoke and the fl ane.
"Ch, my!" whispered Conundrum and Tas renenbered that nmapping the Hedge Maze
had been the gnone's Life Quest.

"Conundrum " said Tas sonberly. "I—=

"You can see everything," said the gnone.

"I know," said Tas, patting the gnome's hand. "And |-



"I could walk fromone end to the other,"’
lost."

"Maybe you could find some other line of work," Tas

suggested, wanting to be hel pful. "Although I'd stay away fromthe repair of
magi cal devi ces—

"It's perfect!" Conundrum breathed. Hi s eyes filled with happy tears.

"\What ?" Tas asked, startled. "Wat's perfect?"

"Where's ny parchnent?" Conundrum demanded. "Were's ny ink bottle and ny
brush?"

"l don't have an ink bottle—=

Conundrum gl ared at him "Then what good are you? Never mnd," he added
huffily. "Ah, ha! Charcoal! That'll do."

He pl opped down on the burnt ground. Spreading out the hem of his brown robes,
he picked up a charred stick and began slowy and | aboriously tracing the
route of the burnt Hedge Maze on the fabric.

"This is so nuch easier," he muttered to hinself. "I don't know why | didn't
think of it sooner."

Tassl ehof f felt the familiar touch of the hand on his shoul der. The jewels of
t he Device of Time Journeying began to sparkle

and glitter with golden and purple light, a reflection of the

setting sun.

"Goodbye, Conundrum " Tas called, as the paths of the Hedge Maze began to
swirl in his vision.

The gnome didn't | ook up. He was concentrating on his map.

6

sai d Conundrum "and never get

The Strange Passenger

At a small port in southern Estw | de, the strange passenger di senbarked from
the ship on which he had sailed across New Sea. The captain was relieved to be
rid of his mysterious passenger and nore relieved to be rid of the passenger's
fiery-tenpered horse. Neither the captain nor any of the crew knew anyt hi ng
about the passenger. No one ever saw his face, which he kept hidden beneath
the hood of his cloak

Such seclusion had rai sed nuch specul ati on anong the crew about the nature of
their passenger, nost of it wild and all of it wong. Some guessed the
passenger was a wonan, disguised as a man, for the cabin boy had once caught a
glinpse of a hand that, according to him was slender and delicate in
appearance. Ot hers suspected himto be a wi zard of sone sort for no other
reason than that w zards were known to wear hooded cl oaks and that they were
al ways nysterious and never to be trusted. Only one sailor stated that he
bel i eved the passenger to be an elf, hiding his face because he knew

that the humans aboard ship would not take kindly to one of his race.

The other sailors scoffed at this notion and, since the conversation

was being held at dinner, they threw weevily biscuits at the head of the nman
who made it. He offered his hunch as a wager, and everyone took himup on it.
He becanme a wealthy man, relatively speaking, at the end of the voyage, when a
gust of w nd bl ew back the passenger's hood as he was | eading his horse down

t he gangpl ank to reveal that he was, indeed, an elf.

No one bothered to ask the elf what brought himto this part of Ansal on. The
sailors didn't care where the elf had been or where he was going. They were
only too happy to have himoff their ship, it being well known anong seafarers
that the sea el ves—+those who purportedly nake their hones in the watery
deeps—will try to scuttle any ship carrying one of their |and-bound brethren
in order to persuade themto live the remainder of their |lives bel ow the sea.
As for Silvanoshei, he never |ooked back, once he had set foot on |land. He had
no care for the ship or the sailors, although both had sped hi macross New Sea
at a truly remarkable rate of speed. The wind had blown fair fromthe day they



set forth, never
ceasing. There had been no storns—a mracle this late in the season. Yet no
matter how fast the ship sailed, it had not sailed fast enough for

Si | vanoshei

He was overjoyed when he first set foot on land, for this was the |land on

whi ch M na wal ked. Every step brought himcloser to that |oved face, that
adored voice. He had no idea where she was, but the horse knew. Her horse,

whi ch she had sent for him The nonent he set foot on shore, Silvanoshe
mount ed Foxfire, and they galloped off so fast that he never knew the nane of
the small port in which they'd | anded.

They travel ed nort hwest. Silvanoshei woul d have ridden day and night, if he
could, but the horse (mracul ous animal though it was) was a nortal horse and
required food and rest, as did Silvanoshei hinself. At first he bitterly
grudged the tinme they nmust spend resting, but he was rewarded for his
sacrifice.

The very first night away fromthe ship, Silvanoshei fell in with a nerchant
caravan bound for the very sane port town he'd recently left.

Many humans woul d have shunned a | one elf met by chance on the road, but
nmerchants view every person as a potenti al

customer and thus they tend not to be prejudi ced agai nst any race (except
kender). Elven coin being just as good (or oftentines better) than human, they
cordially invited the young el f, whose clothing, though travel-stained, was of
fine quality, to share their repast. Silvanoshei was on the verge of loftily
refusi ng—he wanted to do nothing but sit by hinmself and dream of anber
eyes—when he heard one of them speak the name, "M na."

"I thank you gentlenmen and | adies for your hospitality," said Silvanoshei
hurrying over to sit by their roaring fire. He even accepted the tin plate of
dubi ous stew they offered him although he didn't eat it, but surreptitiously
dunped it in the bushes behind him

He still wore the cloak he had worn on board ship, for the weather this tine
of year was cool. He renoved the hood,

however, and the humans were lost in admiration for this handsome youth, wth
hi s wine-col ored eyes, charmng snmle and a voice that was sweet and

nmel odi ous. Seeing that he'd eaten his stew quickly, one of the wonmen offered
hi m nor e.

"You're as thin as last year's mattress,'
politely declined.

"You nentioned the name 'Mna,’

she said, filling a plate, which he

Si | vanoshei said, trying to sound casual

t hough his heart beat wildly. "I know someone of that name. She woul dn't be an
el f maid, by chance?"
At this they all |aughed heartily. "Not unless elf naids wear arnor these

days," said one.
"I heard tell of an elf maid who wore arnor," protested another, who seenmed of
an argunentative nature. "I recall my grandfather singing a song about her
Back in the days of the War of the Lance, it was."
"Bah! Your grandfather was an old souse,"” said a third. "He never went
anywhere, but lived and died in the bars of Flotsam"
"Still, he's right," said one of the merchant's w ves. "There was an elf mid
who fought in the great war. Her nane was Loony-tarry."
"Lunitari was the old goddess of magic, my dear," said her friend, another one
of the wives, with a nudge of her elbow. "The ones who went away and left us
to the nercy of these huge,

nonst rous dragons. "
"No, I'msure it wasn't,"” said the first wife, offended. "It was Loony-tarry,
and she sl ew one of the foul beasts with a gnom sh device called a
dragonl unch. So call ed because she ramred it down the beast's gullet. And
wi sh anot her such woul d come and do the same to these new dragons.”
"Well, fromwhat we hear, this Mna plans to do just that," said the first
nmerchant, trying to make peace between the two wonmen, who were mnuttering
huffily at each other.



"Have you seen her?" Silvanoshei asked, his heart on his lips. "Have you seen
this M na?"
"No, but she's all anyone's tal king about in the towns we've passed through.”
"Where is she?" Silvanoshei asked. "Is she close by?"
"She's marching along the road to Sanction. You can't miss her. She rides with
an army of Dark Knights," answered the argunmentative man dourly.
"Don't you take that amiss, young sir," said one of the wives. "Mna may wear
bl ack arnor, but from what we hear, she has a heart of pure gold."
"Everywhere we go, we see sone child she's healed or sone cripple she's nmade
to wal k," said her friend.
"She's going to break the siege of Sanction," added the

nmerchant, "and give us our port back. Then we can quit trekking hal fway
across the continent to sell our wares."”
"And none of you think this is wong?" said the argunmentative man angrily.
"Qur own Sol amic Knights are in Sanction, trying to hang onto it, and you're
cheering on this | eader of our enemes."
This precipitated a lively discussion, which led at last to the mgjority of
the group being in favor of whichever side would at

| ast open up the ports to shipping once again. The Sol amics had tried to
break out of Sanction and failed. Let this Mna and her Dark Knights see what
t hey coul d do.
Shocked and horrified to think of Mna placing herself in such danger
Si I vanoshei slipped away to |lie awake half the night sick with fear for her
She must not attack Sanction! She nust be
di ssuaded from such a dangerous course of action

He was up and away with the first |light of dawn. He had no need to urge the
horse. Foxfire was as anxious to return to his mstress as was his rider. The
two pushed thenselves to the limt, the name "M na" sounding with every

hoof beat, every beat of
Si | vanoshei's heart.
Several days after their encounter with Silvanoshei, the merchant
caravan arrived in a port town. Leaving their husbands to set up canp, the two
worren went to visit the marketplace, where they were stopped by another elf,
who was |oitering about the stalls, accosting all new comners.
This elf was an "uppity" elf, as one of the wives stated. He spoke to them as
one said, "like we were a bit of something that dropped in the dog's dish."
Still, they took the elf's noney readily enough and told himwhat he wanted to
know i n exchange for it.
Yes, they had run into a young elf dressed like a fine gentlenman
on the road. A polite, well-spoken young man. Not |ike sone, said the
merchant's wife with a telling | ook. She could not recall where he said he'd
been goi ng, but she did renenber that they had tal ked about Sanction. Yes, she
supposed it was possible that he m ght be going to Sanction, but she thought
it just as possible he mght be going to the noon, for all she knew of the
natter.
The ol der el f, whose face was grimand manner chill, paid themoff and |eft
them traveling the same road as Silvanoshei
The two wi ves knew i nredi ately what to nake of it.
"That young man was his son and has run away from hone," said the first,
noddi ng sagely.
"I don't blane him" said the second, |ooking after the elf irately. "Such a
sour-faced old puss as that."
"I wish now!l'd throwmn himoff the trail,' said the first. "It would have
served himright."
"You did what you thought was best, ny dear," said her friend, craning her
neck to see how many silver coins had been taken in. "It's not up to us to get
involved in the affairs of the |likes of such outlandish folk."

Li nking arms, the two headed for the nearest tavern to spend the elf's noney.
-



Faith's Convicts

Mna's forces noved relentlessly, inexorably toward Sanction. They conti nued
to march unopposed, net no | resistance on the way. Mna did not ride with her
| egi ons but traveled on ahead of them entering cities, villages, and towns to
work her mracles, spread the word of the One God, and round up all the
kender. Many wondered at this |ast. Mst assuned she neant to slay the kender
(and few woul d have been sorry), but she only questioned them each and every
one, asking about a particular kender who called hinself Tassl ehoff Burrfoot.
Many Tassl ehof fs presented thenselves to her, but none was ever The Tassl ehof f
Burrfoot. Once they had all been questioned,

M na woul d then rel ease the kender and send themon their way, with prom se of
rich reward should they find this Burrfoot.

Every day, kender arrived at the canp in droves, bringing with them Tassl ehof f
Burrfoots of every shape and description

in hopes of receiving the reward. These Tassl ehoffs included not only kender
but dogs, pigs, a donkey, a goat, and once an extrenely irate and hung-over
dwarf. Trussed and bound, he was dragged into canp by ten kender, who
procl ai med he was The Tassl ehoff Burrfoot trying to disguise hinmself in a

fal se beard.

The humans and the kender of Solamia and Throt and Eastwi | de

were as enchanted with Mna as the elves of Silvanesti had been. They vi ewed
her with deep suspicion when she rode in and followed after her with prayers
and songs when she left. Castle after castle, town after town fell to Mna's
charm not her mght.

CGerard had | ong ago given up hoping that the Sol amic Knights would attack. He
guessed that Lord Tasgall intended to concentrate his efforts in Sanction
rather than try to halt Mna along the way. Gerard could have told themthey
were wasting their time. Every day, Mna's arny grew |l arger, as nore and nore
men and wonen flocked to her standard and the worship of the One God. Although
the pace her officers set was fast and the troops were forced to be up with
the dawn and march until nightfall, norale was high. The march had nore the
feeling of a wedding procession, hastening forward to joyous cel ebration,
rather than marching toward battl e,

carnage, and deat h.

Gerard still did not see much of Gdila. She traveled in Mna's retinue and was
often away fromthe main body of the force. Either she went by consent or she
was forced to go, CGerard could not be sure, for she carefully avoi ded any
contact with him He knew that she did this for his own safety, but he had no
one else to talk to, and he felt he would have risked the danger just for the
chance to share his thoughts—dark and pessimistic as they were—wi th someone
who woul d under st and.

One day Gerard's contenplations were interrupted by the m notaur, Gaidar

Di scovering Gerard riding in the rear, the

m notaur tersely ordered himto take his place at the front with the rest of

t he Knights. Gerard had no choice but to obey, and he

spent the rest of the march traveling under the minotaur's watchful eye.

Why Gaidar didn't kill himwas a nystery to Gerard, but then Gaidar hinself
was a nystery. CGerard felt Gaidar's beady eyes on himoften, but the look in
them was not so nmuch sinister as it was specul ative.

CGerard kept to hinself, rebuffing the attenpts by his "conrades”

to make friends. He could not very well share the cheerful nood of the Dark
Kni ghts nor participate in discussions of how nany Sol amics they were going
to gut or how many Sol ammi c heads they were going to mount on pikes.

Because of his norose silence and perverse nature, Gerard soon acquired the
reputation as a dour, unsociable man, who was little liked by his "fell ow
Knights. He didn't care. He was glad to be |eft al one.

O perhaps not so al one. \Whenever he roamed off by hinself, he would often

| ook up to find Gaidar shadowi ng him



The days stretched into weeks. The arny travel ed through Estw | de, wound north
t hrough Throt, entered the Khal ki st Muuntai ns through the Throtyl Gap, then
headed due south for Sanction. As they left the nore popul ated | ands behi nd,
Mna returned to the arny, riding in the vanguard with Gaidar, who now paid
far nore attention to Mna than he did to CGerard, for which Gerard was
grateful.

(dila also returned, but she rode in the rear, in the wagon

carrying the amber sarcophagus. Gerard would have liked to have found a way to
talk to her, but the one tine he | agged behind, hoping he wouldn't be m ssed,
Gai dar sought himout and ordered himto maintain his position in the ranks.
Then the day came that a nountain range appeared on the horizon. They saw it
first as a dark blue snudge, which Gerard mi stook for a bank of dark bl ue
stormcl ouds. As the army drew cl oser, he could see plunes of snoke drifting
fromthe summits. He | ooked upon the active vol canoes known as the Lords of
Doom-+the guardi ans of Sancti on.

"Not | ong now," he thought, and his heart ached for the defenders of Sanction
wat chi ng and wai ting. They woul d be

confident, certain their defenses would hold. They had held for over a year
now, why shoul d they expect anything different?

He wondered if they'd heard runors about the horrific arnmy of the dead that
had attacked Sol anthus. Even if they had, would they believe what they heard?
Gerard doubted it. He woul d not have believed such tales hinself. He wasn't
certain, thinking back on it, that he believed it even now The entire battle
had the unreal disconnection of a fever dream Did the army of the dead nmarch
with Mna? Gerard sonmetines tried to catch a glinpse of them but, if the dead
were with them this fell ally traveled silently and unseen.

Mna's army entered the foothills of the Khal ki sts and began the clinb that
woul d I ead themto the pass through the Lords of Doom In a valley, Mna
halted their march, telling themthey would remain here for several days. She
had a journey to make, she said, and, in her absence, the arnmy would prepare
for the push through the nountains. Everyone was ordered to have arnor and
weapons in good condition, ready for battle. The blacksmith set up his forge,
and he and his assistants spent the days mendi ng and maki ng. Hunting parties
were sent out to bring in fresh neat.

They had only just set up canp on the first day when the elf prisoner was
capt ur ed.

He was dragged into canp by several of the outriders who patrolled the army's
flanks, scouring the area for any sign of the eneny.

CGerard was at the smith's, having his sword nended and finding it strange to
think that the very eneny who m ght soon be spitted on that sword was now
working hard to fix it. He had determ ned that he woul d take the opportunity
of Mna's absence to try to convince Odila to escape with him If she refused,
he would ride off for Sanction alone, to take the news to them of the
approachi ng eneny. He had no i dea how he was going to manage this, how he was
going to elude Gaidar or, once

he reached Sanction, how he was going to pass through the hordes of the eneny
who had the city surrounded, but he figured he would deal with all that |ater
Bored with waiting, tired of his own gloony thoughts, he heard a commoti on and
wal ked over to see what was goi ng on

The elf was nounted on a red horse of fiery tenper and

di sposition, for no one was able to get near the beast. The elf hinself seened
uneasy on his mount, for when he reached down a hand to try to sooth the
animal , the horse flung his head about and bit at him The elf snatched his
hand back and nmade no further nove to touch the horse.
A crowd had gat hered around the elf. Some knew him apparently,

for they began to jeer, bow ng before himnockingly, saluting the "king of
Silvanesti" with raucous laughter. Gerard eyed the elf curiously. He was
dressed in finery that m ght have suited a king, though his cloak of fine wool
was travel -stained and his silken hose were torn, his gol d-enbroi ded doubl et
worn and frayed. He paid no attention to his detractors. He searched the canp



for soneone, as did the horse.
The crowd parted, as it always did whenever M na wal ked anong them At the
sight of her, the eyes of both horse and rider fixed on her with rapt
attention.
The horse whinni ed and shook his head. Mna canme to Foxfire,

| ai d her head against his, ran her hand over his nuzzle. He draped his head
over her shoul der and closed his eyes. Hi s journey

ended, his duty done, he was hone, and he was content. M na patted the horse
and | ooked up at the elf.

"Mna," said the young nan, and her nanme, as he spoke it, was red with his
heart's blood. He slid down off the horse's back, stood before her. "Mna, you
sent for me. | amhere."

Such aching pain and |l ove was in the elf's voice that Gerard was enbarrassed
for the young man. That his | ove was not reciprocated was obvious. Mna paid
no attention to the elf,

continued to | avished her attention on the horse. Her disregard for the young
man did not go unnoticed. Mna's Knights grinned at one another. Bawdy jests
wer e whi spered about. One man

| aughed out |oud, but his |aughter ceased abruptly when M na shifted her anber
eyes to him Ducking his head, his face red, he slunk away.

M na finally acknow edged the elf's presence. "You are wel come, Your Mjesty.

Al is in readiness for your arrival. A tent for you has been prepared next to
nm ne. You have conme in good time. Soon we march on Sanction to lay claimto
that sacred city in the name of the One God. You will be witness to our
triunph."

"You can't go to Sanction, Mnal" said the elf. "It's too

danger ous . " H's words faltered. d ancing around the crowd of

bl ack- ar nored humans, he seened to have only just now realized that he had
ridden into a canp of his enemes.

M na saw and understood his unease. She cast a stern | ook around the crowd,
qguel |l ed the jokes and silenced the | aughter.

"Let it be known throughout the arny that the king of the elves of the |and of
Silvanesti is my guest. He is to be treated with the sane respect you treat
nme. | make each and every one of you responsible for his safety and well

bei ng. "

M na's gaze went searchingly about the canp and, to Gerard' s great

di sconfiture, halted when it reached him

"Sir Gerard, cone forward," M na ordered.

Aware that every man and wonan in canp was staring at him Gerard felt the hot
bl ood suffuse his face, even as a cold qualmgripped his gut. He had no idea
why he was being singled out. He had no choice but to obey.

Sal uting, he kept quiet, waited.

"Sir Gerard," said Mna gravely, "I appoint you as special bodyguard for the
el ven king. H's care and confort are your responsibility. | choose you because
you have had consi derabl e experience dealing with elves. As | recall, you

served in Qualinesti

before comng to us."

CGerard could not speak, he was so astonished, primarily at Mna's cursed

cl everness. He was her avowed eneny, a Sol amic Knight come to spy on her. She
knew t hat. And because he was a Sol aimi ¢ Kni ght, he was the only person in her
arny to whom

she could entrust the life of the young el ven king. Set a prisoner to guard a
prisoner. A unique concept, yet one that nmust work in Gerard' s case.

"I amsorry, but |I fear that this duty will keep you out of the battle for
Sanction, Sir Cerard," Mna continued. "It would never do for His Majesty to
be exposed to that danger, and so you will remain with himin the rear, with

t he baggage train. But there will be other battles for you, Sir Gerard. O
that, | amcertain."

CGerard could do nothing but salute again. Mna turned her back, wal ked away.
The elf stood staring after her, his face bleak and pale. Many in the arny



remai ned to stare and, now that M na had departed, resume their gibes at the
el f's expense. Some started to grow downright nasty.

"Come on," said Gerard and, seeing that the elf was not going to nove unl ess
prompt ed, he grabbed hold of the elf's armand haul ed himoff bodily. Gerard
marched the elf through the camp toward the area where M na had raised her
tent. Sure enough, another tent had been set up a short distance from hers.
The tent was enpty, awaiting the arrival of this strange guest.

"What is your name?" Gerard asked grumpily, not feeling kindly disposed toward
this elf, who had further conplicated his life.

The elf didn't hear at first. He kept |ooking about, trying to find M na.
Cerard asked again, this time raising his voice

"My name is Silvanoshei," the elf replied. He spoke Common fluently, though
his accent was so thick it was hard to understand him The elf |ooked directly
at Cerard, the first tine he'd done so since Gerard had been put in charge of
hi m

"I don't recognize you. You weren't with her in Silvanesti, were you?"

No need to specify which "her" he was tal king about. Gerard could see plainly

that for this young nman, there was only one "her" in the world.

"No," said Gerard shortly. "I wasn't."

"\Where has she gone now? What is she doing?" Silvanoshei asked, | ooking about
again. "Wien will she cone back?"

Mna's tent and those of her bodyguards stood apart fromthe main canp, off to
t hensel ves. The noi se of the canp faded behind them The show was over. The
Kni ghts and sol di ers went back to the business of making ready for war.

"Are you really king of the Silvanesti elves?" Cerard asked.

"Yes," said Silvanoshei absently, preoccupied by his search, "I am"

"Then what in the Abyss are you doi ng here?" Gerard demanded bl untly.
At that noment, Silvanoshei saw M na. She was far distant,

gal l oping on Foxfire across the valley. The two were al one, happy together
racing the wind with wild abandon. Seeing the pain in the young nman's eyes,
CGerard answered his own question.

"What did you say?" Silvanoshei asked, sighing and turning around. M na had
ranged out of sight. "I didn't hear you."

"Who's ruling your people in your absence, Your Majesty?" Gerard asked

accusi ngly. He was thinking of another elven king—& |thas—who had sacrificed
so much to save his people. Not run away fromthem

"My nother," said Silvanoshei. He shrugged. "It's what she's always wanted."
"Your mother rules," said Gerard skeptically. "Or the Dark Knights of Neraka?
| hear they've taken over Silvanesti."

"Mother will fight them" said Silvanoshei. "She enjoys fighting.

She has al ways enjoyed it, you know. The battle and the danger. It's what she
lives for. | hate it. Qur people, dying and suffering.

Dying for her. Always dying for her. She drinks their blood, and it keeps her
beautiful. But it poisoned ne."

CGerard stared at himin perplexity. Even though the elf had been speaking
Common, Gerard had no idea what he was tal king about. He m ght have asked, but
at that nmonment, Qdila energed froma tent that was set up next to Mna's. She
stopped at the
sight of Gerard, flushed sel f-consciously, then turned swiftly and wal ked of f.

"I will fetch you sone hot water, Your Mjesty," Cerard offered, keeping an
eye on her. "You'll want to freshen up and cl ean away the dust of the road.
And 1'Il bring food and drink. You look as if you could use it."

That much was true. Elves were always thin, but this young elf was enmaci at ed.
Apparently he was trying to live on love. Cerard' s anger started to fade. He
was beginning to feel sorry for this young man, who was as nuch a prisoner as
any of them

"As you wi sh," said Silvanoshei, not caring. "Wen do you think Mna will
return?"

"Soon, Your Majesty," said CGerard, alnmost shoving the young man into the tent.
"Soon. You should be rested."



Having rid hinself of his responsibility, at least for the nonment, he hurried
after Qdila, who was wal ki ng through the canp.

"You' ve been avoiding me," he said in an undertone, catching up to her

"For your own good," she replied, still walking. "You should | eave, take word
to the Knights in Sanction."

"I was planning to." He jerked his thumb back over his shoulder. "Now | have
this besotted young elf king on ny hands. |'ve been assigned duty as his
bodyguard. "

(dila halted, stared at him "Truly?"

"Truly."

"M na's idea?"

"Who el se?"

"How cl ever,"” Qdila remarked, continuing on

"My thoughts exactly," said Gerard. "You don't happen to know what she pl ans
to do with him do you? | can't think she's romantically inclined."

"OfF course not," said Odila. "She told ne all about him He may not look it at
t he nmonent, but he has the potential to be a strong and charismatic | eader of

the elven nation. Mna saw the threat and acted to renove it. | don't know
nmuch about el ven

politics, but | gather that the Silvanesti will not willingly follow anyone
but him"

"Why doesn't she just kill hinP?" Gerard asked. "Death woul d be nore nerciful

t hat what she's doing to himnow "

"Hi s death makes hima martyr, gives his people a cause for which they would
fight. Now, they do nothing but sit and twi ddle

their thunbs, waiting for himto come back. There's Gaidar watching us," she

said suddenly. "I should go on alone. Don't cone with ne."

"But where are you goi ng?"

She did not look at him "It is my task to take food to the two wi zards. Force
themto eat."

"Qdila," said Gerard, holding her back, "you still believe in the power of

this One God, don't you?"

"Yes," she said, casting hima swift and defiant gl ance.

"Even though you know it's an evil power?"

"An evil power that heals the sick and brings peace and confort

to hundreds,” Cdila returned.

"And restores hideous life to the dead!"

"Somet hing only a god could do." Odila faced himsquarely. "I believe in this
god, Gerard, and, what's nore, so do you. That's the real reason you're here."
Cerard tried to come up with a glib rejoinder, but found he couldn't. Was this
what the voice in his heart was trying to tell hin? Was he here of his own
free will, or was he just one nore prisoner?

Seeing he had no response, (dila turned and left him

CGerard stood in troubled silence, watched her make her way through the
bustling canp.

8

Kni ght of the Bl ack Rose

The journey this time was brief. Tas had barely started to grow annoyed wth
the tunbling about when he was suddenly right side up and standing solidly on
his own two feet. Time, once again, stopped.

He exhaled in relief and | ooked around. The Hedge Maze was gone. Conundrum was
gone. Tas stood al one in what rmust have once been a beautiful rose garden. The
garden was beautiful no |longer, for everything in it had died. Dried rose

bl ossonms, that had once been red, were now dark as sorrow. Their heads hung
drooping on the stens that were brown and wi thered. Dead | eaves from years

t hat knew nothing but winter lay in piles beneath a crunmbling stone wall. A
pat h nade of broken flagstones |led fromthe dead garden into a manor house,



its walls charred and bl ackened by | ong-dead flanes. Tall cypress trees
surrounded the manor house, their enornous linbs cutting off any vestige of
sunlight, so that if night fell, it cane only as a deepening of day's shadows.
Tassl ehof f thought that he had never in his life seen any place that rmade him
feel so unutterably sad.

"\What are you doi ng here?"
A shadow fell over the kender. A voice spoke, a voice that was fell and cold.
A knight, clad in ancient arnmor, stood over him The kni ght was dead. He had
been dead for many centuries. The body inside the arnmor had | ong ago rotted
away. The arnor was the body now, flesh and bone, nuscle and sinew, tarnished
and bl ackened with age, charred by the fires of war, stained with the bl ood of
his victinms. Red eyes, the only light in an eternal darkness,

were visible through the slit visor of the helm The red eyes flicked Iike
flame over Tassl ehoff. Their gaze was painful, and the kender flinched.

Tassl ehof f stared at the apparition before him and a nost unpl easant feeling
stole over him a feeling he had forgotten because it was such a horrible
feeling that he didn't like to renenber it. His mouth filled with a bitter
taste that stung his tongue. H's heart |urched about in his chest as though it
were trying to run away, but couldn't. H's stomach curled up in a ball and
searched for sone place to hide

He tried to answer the question, but the words wouldn't come out. He knew this
kni ght. A death knight, Lord Soth had taught the kender fear, a sensation that
Tassl ehof f had not liked in the least. The thought cane that perhaps Lord Soth
m ght not remenber him and it occurred to Tas that it mght be a good thing
if Lord Soth didn't, for their |last meeting hadn't been all that friendly.
That notion was quickly dispelled by the words that bit at the kender |ike
winter's bitter w nd.

"I don't like to repeat myself. What are you doi ng here?"

Tas had been asked that question a lot in his long life, although never quite
with this shade of neaning. Most of the time the question was: "What are you
doi ng here?" said in tones that inplied the questioner would be glad if
what ever he was doing here he would do it someplace else. Other tines, the
guestion

was: "What are you doi ng here?" which really meant stop doing that

i medi ately. Lord Soth had placed the enphasis on the

"you" making it "What are you doi ng here?" which neant that he was referring
to Tassl ehof f Burrfoot directly. Which neant that he recognized him
Tassl ehof f made several attenpts to answer, none of which were successful, for
all that came out of his nmouth was a gargle, not words.

"Twi ce | asked you a question," said the death knight. "And while ny tine in
this world is eternal, ny patience is not."

"I"'mtrying to answer, sir," returned Tas neekly, "but you cause the words to
get all squeezed up inside of me. | know that this is inpolite, but I'm going
to have to ask you a question before | can answer yours. \Wen you say "here,"
what exactly do you mean by that?" He nopped sweat fromhis forehead with the
sl eeve of his hand and tried to | ook anywhere except into those red eyes.
"I"ve been to lots of '"heres,’ and I'ma bit nuddl ed as to where your 'here
is."

Soth's red eyes shifted from Tassl ehoff to the Device of Time Journeying,
clutched in the kender's stiff fingers. Tas foll owed the death knight's gaze.
"Ch, uh, this," Tas said, gulping. "Pretty, isn't it? | cane across it on ny

.. er ... last trip. Someone dropped it. | plan on returning

it. Isn't it lucky I found it? If you don't mind, I'Il just put it away— He
tried to open one of his pouches, but his hands woul dn't quit shaking.

"Don't worry," said Soth. "I won't take it fromyou. | have no desire for a
device that would carry me backward in time. Unl ess"-he paused, the red eyes
grew shadowed—unless it would take ne back to undo what | did. Perhaps then I
m ght make use of it."
Tas knew full well that he could never stop Lord Soth fromtaking the device
if he wanted it, but he neant to give it a good try. The courage that is true



courage and not merely the absence of fear rose up in Tasslehoff, and he
fumbled for the knife, Rabbit Slayer, that he wore on his belt. He didn't know
what good his little knife could do agai nst a death knight, but Tas was a Hero
of the Lance. He had to try.

Fortunately, his courage was not tested.

"But what would be the use?" said Lord Soth. "If | had it to do over again,

t he outcone would be the same. | would make the same decisions, commit the
same hei nous acts. For that was the man | was."

The red eyes flickered. "If | could go back, know ng what | know, maybe then

my actions would be different. But our souls can never go back. They can only
go forward. And sone of us are not even permitted to do that. Not until we
have | earned the hard | essons |ife—-and deat h—+teach us."

H s voice, already cold, grew colder still, so that Tas stopped sweating and
began to shiver.

"And now we are no | onger given the chance to do that."
The red eyes flared again. "To answer your question, kender, you are in the

Fifth Age, the so-called 'Age of Mirtals'." The hel ned head shifted. He lifted
his hand. The tattered cape he wore stirred with his notion. "You stand in the
garden of what was once my dwelling place and is now ny prison."

"Are you going to kill ne?" Tas asked, nore because it was a question he m ght
be expected to ask than because he felt threatened.

A person has to take notice of you in order to threaten you, and Tas had the
di stinct inpression that he was of less interest to this undead |ord than the
withered stens or the
dried-up rose petals.

"Why should I kill you, kender?" Soth asked. "Wy should | bother?"

Tas gave the matter considerable thought. In truth, he could find no rea
reason why Soth should kill him other than one.

"You're a death knight, my lord," Tas said. "lsn't killing people your job?"
"Death was not ny job," Soth replied tonelessly. "Death was ny joy. And death
was my torment. My body has died, but ny soul remains alive. As the torture
victimsuffers in agony when he feels the red-hot brand sear his flesh, so

suffer daily, ny soul seared with my rage, ny shane, ny guilt. | have sought
to end it, sought to drown the pain in blood, ease the pain with anbition.

was prom sed that the pain would end. | was prom sed that if | hel ped ny
goddess achi eve her reward, | would be given ny reward. My pain would end, and

my soul would be freed. These prom ses were not kept."

The red eyes flicked over Tasslehoff, then roved restlessly to the wthered
and bl ackened roses.

"Once | killed out of anbition, for pleasure and for spite. No nore. None of
that has any nmeaning to me now. None of that drowned the pain.

"Besi des," Soth added off-handedly, "in your case, why should | bother to kil
you? You are already dead. You died in the Fourth Age, in the |ast second of
the Fourth Age. That is why | ask, why are you here? How did you find this

pl ace, when even the gods cannot see where it is hidden?"

"So | amdead," Tas said to hinmself with a little sigh. "I guess that settles
it."

He was thinking it strange that he and Lord Soth shoul d have sonething in
conmon, when a voice, a living voice, called out, "My lord! Lord Soth! | seek
an audi ence with you!"

A hand cl osed over the kender's nouth. Another strong hand w apped around him
and he was suddenly envel oped in the folds of soft black robes, as if night
had taken on shape and form and dropped over his head. He coul d see not hing.
He coul d not speak, could barely breathe, for the hand was positioned right
over his nose and nouth. Al he could snell—eddly enough—was rose-petals.
Tas might have strongly protested this rude behavior, but he recognized the
living voice that had called out to Lord Soth, and he was suddenly quite gl ad
that he had the strange hand to help himkeep quiet, for even though sonetimes
he meant to be very quiet, words had a tendency to | eap out of his throat

bef ore he could stop them



Tas wiggled a bit to try to free up his nose for breathing, which—dead or
not —hi s body required himto do. This

acconpl i shed, he held perfectly still.

Lord Soth did not inmediately answer the call. He, too

recogni zed the person who had called out, although he had never before met her
or seen her. He knew her because the two of them were bound together by the
same chain, served the sane master. He knew why she had come to him knew what
she nmeant to ask of him He did not know what his answer would be, however. He
knew what he wanted it to be, yet doubted if he had the courage.

Courage. He smiled bitterly. Once he'd imagi ned hinself afraid of nothing.
Over tine, he'd cone to realize he'd been afraid of everything. He had |ived
his life in fear: fear of failure, fear of weakness, fear that people would
despise himif they truly knew him Mst of all, he had feared she woul d
despi se him once she found out that the man she adored was just an ordinary
man, not the paragon of virtue and courage she believed him

He had been gi ven know edge by the gods that m ght have prevented the

Catacl ysm He had been riding to Istar when he had been confronted by a group
of el ven women, misguided followers

of the Kingpriest. They told himlies about his wife, told himshe had been
unfaithful to himand that the child she carried was not his. H's fear caused
himto believe their stories, and he had turned back fromthe path that m ght
have been his salvation. Fear had stopped his ears to his wife's protestations
of innocence. Fear had nade hi m murder that which he truly | oved.

He stood thinking of this, remenbering it all yet again, as he had been dooned
to remenber so many, many tines.

Once nmore he stood in the bl oom ng garden where she tended the roses with her
own hands, not trusting the gardener he had hired to do the work for her. He
| ooked with concern at her hands, her fair skin torn and scratched, marred
wi th drops of bl ood.

"I's it worth it?" he asked her. "The roses cause you so nuch pain."
"The pain lasts for but a nonent,"” she told him "The joy of their beauty

| asts for days."
"Yet with winter's chill breath, they wither and die."
"But | have the menory of them my love, and that brings nme joy."

Not joy, he thought. Not joy, but torment. Menory of her smile, her |aughter
Mermory of the sorrow in her eyes as the life faded fromthem taken by ny
hand. Menory of her curse.
O was it a curse? | thought so then, but now | wonder. Perhaps

it was, in truth, her blessing on ne.

Leavi ng the garden of dead roses, he entered the manor house that had stood
for centuries, a nmonunment to death and fear. He took his seat in the chair
that was covered with the dust of ages, dust that his incorporeal body never
di sturbed. He sat in that chair and stared, as he had stared for hour after
hour after hour, at the bl oodstain upon the floor
There she fell.
There she di ed.

For eons he had been dooned to hear the recital of his wongs sung to him by
the spirits of those el ven women who had been his undoi ng and who were cursed
tolive alife that was no life, an existence of tornent and regret. He had
not heard their voices since the Fifth Age began. How many years that was he
did not know, for tine had no nmeaning to him The voices were part of the
Fourth Age, and they had remained with the Fourth Age.

Forgiven, at last. G anted perm ssion to | eave.

He sought forgiveness, but it was denied him He was angry at the denial, as
hi s queen had known he would be. H s anger snared him Thus Takhisis caught
himin her trap and bound himfast and carried himhere to continue on his
wr et ched exi stence, waiting for her call.
The call had cone. Finally.

Foot steps of the living brought himout of his dark reverie. He | ooked up to
see this representative of Her Dark Mjesty and saw a child clad in arnmor, or



so he first thought. Then he saw that what he had mi staken for a child was a
girl on the edge of womanhood. He was rem nded of Kitiara, the only being who
had, for a brief time, been able to ease his tornment. Kitiara, who never knew
fear except once, at the very end of her life, when she |ooked up to see
himcomng for her. It was then, when he gazed into her

terrorstricken eyes, that he understood hinself. She had given himthat much,
at | east.

Kitiara was gone now, too, her soul moving on to wherever it needed to go. Was
this to be another? Another Kitiara, sent to seduce hin®

No, he realized, |ooking into the anber eyes of the girl who stood before him
This was not Kitiara, who had done what she did for her own reasons, who had
served no one but herself. This girl did all for glory—the glory of the god.
Kitiara had never willingly

sacrificed anything in order to achieve her goals. This girl had sacrificed
everything, enptied herself, left herself a vessel to be filled by the god.
Soth saw the tiny figures of thousands of beings held fast in the anber eyes.
He felt the warm anber slide over him try to capture and hold him just

anot her insect.

He shook his helned head. "Don't bother, Mna," he told the girl. "I know too
much. | know the truth."”

"And what is that truth?" M na asked. The anber eyes tried again to seize hold
of him She was not one to give up, this woman-child.

"That your mistress will use you and then abandon you," Soth said. "She wll
betray you, as she has betrayed everyone who ever served her. | know her of
ol d, you see."

He felt the stirrings of his queen's anger, but he chose to ignore it. Not
now, he told her. You cannot use that agai nst ne now.

M na was not angry. She seened saddened by his response. "How can you say t hat
of her when she went to such trouble to bring you with her? You are the only
one so honored. All the rest " She waved her hand to indicate the
chanmber, enpty of its ghosts, or so it nust seemto her. To him the chanber
was crowded. "All the rest were banished to oblivion. You al one were granted
the privilege of remaining with this world."

"Coblivionis it? Once | believed that. Once | feared the darkness, and thus
she kept her hold on nme. Now | know differently. Death is not oblivion. Death
frees the soul to travel onward."

Mna snmiled, pitying his ignorance. "You are the one who has been decei ved.
The soul s of the dead went nowhere. They vanished into the mst, wasted,
forgotten. The One God now takes the souls of the dead unto her and gives them
t he opportunity

to remain in this world and continue to act for the good of the world."

"For the good of the god, you mean," said Soth. He stirred in his chair, which
gave himno confort. "Let us say | find nmyself grateful to this god for the
privilege of remaining in the world. Knowing this god as | do of old, | know
t hat she expects ny

gratitude to take on a tangible form Wat is it she requires of nme?"

"Wthin a few days tinme, armies of both the living and the dead will sweep
down on Sanction. The city will fall to my might." Mna did not speak with
bravado. She stated a fact, nothing nore. "At that tine, the One God will
performa great nmiracle. She will enter the world as she was | ong neant to do,
join the realns of the nortal and the imortal. Wen she exists in both

real ms, she will conquer the world, rid it of such vermn as the elves, and
establish herself as the ruler of Krynn. | amto be nade captain of the arny
of the living. The One God offers you the captaincy of the army of the dead.”
"She 'offers' nme this?" Soth asked.

"Offers it. Yes, of course," said Mna.

"Then she will not be offended if | turn down her offer," said Soth.

"She woul d not be offended,” Mna replied, "but she would be deeply grieved at
your ingratitude, after all that she has done for you."

"Al'l she has done for nme." Soth smiled. "So this is why she brought ne here. |



amto be a slave | eading an arny of slaves. My answer to this generous offer
is 'no.
"You made a m stake, my queen," called Soth, speaking to the shadows, where he
knew she lay coiled, waiting. "You used ny anger to keep your talons in ne,
and you dragged nme here so that you could nmake use of me still. But you left
me alone too long. You left nme to the silence in which | could once nore hear
ny
wi fe's bel oved voice. You left me to the darkness that becane ny light, for |
could once nore see ny wife's beloved face. | could see nmyself, and | saw a
man consumed by his fear. And it was then | saw you for what you are.

"I fought for you, Queen Takhisis. | believed your cause was nine. The silence
taught me that it was you who fed my fear, raising around me a ring of fire
fromwhich | could never escape. The fire has gone out now, ny queen. Al
around ne is nothing but ashes."

"Beware, ny lord," said Mna, and her tone was dire. "If you refuse this, you
risk the god's anger."

Lord Soth rose to his feet. He pointed to a stain upon the stone fl oor

"Do you see that?"

"I see nothing," said Mna, with an indifferent glance, "nothing

except the cold, gray rock."

"I see a pool of blood," said Lord Soth. "I see my beloved wife Iying in her
bl ood. | see the blood of all those who perished because my fear kept me from
accepting the blessing the gods offered to me. Long have | been forced to
stare at that stain, and |ong have | |oathed the very sight of it. Now, I
kneel on it," he said, bending his knees on the stone, "I kneel in her blood
and the blood of all who died because | was afraid. | beg her to forgive ne
for the wong | did to her. | beg themall to forgive ne."

"There can be no forgiveness," said Mna sternly. "You are cursed. The One Cod
wi Il cast your soul into the darkness of unending pain and tornent. Is this
what you choose?"

"Death is what | choose,"” said Lord Soth. Reaching beneath the breast plate of
his arnmor, he drew forth a rose. The rose was | ong dead, but its vibrant color

had not faded. The rose was red as her lips, red as her blood. "If death
brings unending tornment, then | accept that as ny fitting punishnent."

Lord Soth saw M na reflected in the red fire of his soul. "Your god has | ost
her hold on nme. I amno |onger afraid.”

M na's anber eyes hardened in anger. Turning on her heel, she left him
kneeling on the cold stone, his head bowed, his hands
cl asped over the thorns and dried | eaves and crunpled petals of the red rose.
Mna's footfalls reverberated through the manor house, shook the floor on
whi ch he knelt, shook the charred and broken walls, shook the bl ackened beans.
He felt pain, physical pain, and he | ooked in wonder at his hand. The accursed
arnmor was gone. The thorns of the dead rose pierced his flesh. Atiny drop of
bl ood gl eaned on his skin, nore red than the petals.
A beam above hi m gave way and crashed down beside him Shards of splintered
wood flew fromthe shattered beam punctured

his flesh. He gritted his teeth against the pain of his wounds. This was the
Dark Queen's | ast, desperate attenpt to keep her hold on him He had been
gi ven back his nortal body.
She woul d never know, but she had, in her ignorance, granted hima fina

bl essi ng.
She lay coiled in the shadows, certain of her triunph, waiting for his fear to
once more bind himto her, waiting for himto cry out that he had been w ong,
waiting for himto plead and grovel for her to spare him

Lord Soth lifted the rose to his lips. He kissed the petals, then scattered
them over the bl ood that stained the gray stone red. He cast off the hel mthat
had been his flesh and bone for so many enpty years. He tore off the
breastplate and hurled it far fromhim so that it struck the wall with a
clank and a clatter.
Anot her beamfell, hurled by a vengeful hand. The beam struck him crushed his



body, drove himto the floor. H s blood flowed freely, mngled with his dear
wife's blood. He did not cry out. The pain of dying was agony, but it was an
agony that would soon end. He could bear the pain for her sake, for the pain
her soul had born for him

She woul d not be waiting for him She had | ong ago made her own journey,
carrying in her arnms their son. He would make his solitary way after them

| ost, al one, seeking.

He might never find them the two he had so wonged, but he woul d dedicate
eternity to the search.

In that search, he would be redeened.

M na stal ked through the rose garden. Her face was livid and cold as a face
carved of marble. She did not | ook back to see the final destruction of

Dar gaard Keep

Tassl ehof f, peeping out frombehind a fold of blackness, saw her |eave. He did
not see where she went, for at that noment the massive structure collapsed,
falling in upon itself with a thunderous crash that sent clouds of dust and
debris roiling up into the air.

A gigantic bl ock of stone snmashed down into the rose garden. He was extrenely
surprised to find that he wasn't underneath it, for it fell right where he'd

been standing, but, like thistledown, he floated on the wi nds of ruin and
death and was lifted above theminto the pure, chill blue of a cloudless,
sunlit sky.

9

The Attack on Sancti on

The city of Sanction had been besieged for nonths. The Dark Knights threw
everything they had against it. Countless nunbers died in the shadows of
Sanction's walls, on both sides of Sanction's walls, died for no reason, for
the siege could not be broken. When Mna's arny marched into view, Sanction's
def enders | aughed to see it, for how could such

pitifully small nunbers of nmen make any difference?
They did not laugh long. The city of Sanction fell to the arny of souls in a
singl e day.

Not hi ng could halt the advance of the dead. The mpats of sluggish, hot |ava
flowing fromthe Lords of Doomthat kept the living at bay, were no barrier to
the souls. The newy built and strengthened earthwork fortifications agai nst
which the army of the Dark Knights had thrown thenselves tine and again
wi t hout success now stood as monunments to futility. The thick, gray m st of
hapl ess souls fl owed down the sides of the mountains, filled the valleys like
arising tide, and boiled up
and over the fortifications. Besieger and besieged alike fled before the
terrifying dead.

M na's sappers had no need to batter down the gates that led into the city or
breach the walls. Her troops had only to wait until the gates were flung open
fromw thin by the panic-stricken defenders. Fleeing the arnmy of the dead,
they soon joined their ranks. Mna's Knights, hidden anmong the ghastly nist,
cut down the living without nercy. Led by Gaidar, the army storned through the
gates to do battle in the city.

M na fought her battles in the foothills around Sanction, doing what she could
to quell the panic of the arny of besiegers, who were just as terrified as
their eneny. She rode anpbng them halting their flight, urging themback to
battl e.

She seened to be everywhere upon the battlefield, galloping swiftly on her red
horse to wherever she was needed. She rode wi thout care for her own safety,

of ten | eavi ng her bodyguards far behind, spurring their steeds frantically to
keep up.

CGerard did not take part in the battle. True to her word, M na posted hi mand
his prisoner, the elf king, atop a ridgeline

over| ooking the city.



Along with the elf, Gerard and four other Dark Knights guarded the wagon
carrying the amber sarcophagus of Gol dnmoon and the two dead wi zards. Odil a
rode with the wagon. Like Gerard, her gaze was fixed on the battle in which
she coul d take no part.

Frustrated, helpless to do anything to aid his fellow Knights, Gerard foll owed
the battle fromhis detested safe vantage point. Mna shone with a pale, fey
light that nmade her a rallying point anywhere

on the field.

"What is that strange fog that fills the valley?" Silvanoshei asked, staring
down from his horse in wonder.

"That strange fog is not fog, Your Majesty. That is an arny of dead souls,"”
CGerard answered grinly.

"Even the dead adore her," Silvanoshei said. "They cone to fight for her."
Cerard gl anced at the wagon, carrying the bodies of the two dead nmages. He
wondered if Palin's soul was on that battlefield,

fighting for Mna. He guessed how rmuch Palin "adored" her. He could have
pointed this out to the besotted young elf, but he kept quiet. The young man
woul dn't listen, anyway. Gerard sat his horse in grimsilence.

The din of battle, the cries of the dying, rose up fromthe nmist of souls that
grew t hi cker by the nonment. Gerard suddenly

saw it all in a blood-drenched haze, and he determined to ride down to join

t hat desperate battle, though he knew fromthe outset that he could do no good
and would only die in the attenpt.

"Cerard!" COdila called out.

"You can't stop nme!" he cried angrily, and then, when the red haze cleared a
bit, he saw she wasn't trying to stop him She was trying to warn him

Four of Mna's Knights, who were supposed to be guarding the elf, spurred
their horses, surrounded him

He had no idea how they had divined his intention, but he drew his sword,
fiercely glad to have this chance to do battle. Their first words astonished
hi m

"Ride off, Gerard," said one, a man nanmed Clorant. "This is not your fight. W
mean you no harm"

"It is ny fight, you bl oody bastards— Gerard began. H s words of defiance
sputtered out.

They were not staring at him Their hate-filled eyes stared behind him at the
elf. Gerard renmenbered the jeers and catcalls he'd heard when the el ven king
rode into canp. He gl anced over his shoulder. Silvanoshei was not armed. He
woul d be defensel ess

agai nst these four.

"What happens to the pointy-ear is none of your concern, Gerard," d orant
said. Hs tone was dire. He was in deadly earnest. "Ride on, and don't | ook
back. "

CGerard had to grapple with hinmself, squelch his rage, force himself to think
calmy and rationally. Al the while, he cursed Mna for seeing into his
heart.

"You boys have got yourselves all turned around," Gerard said. Trying his best
to sound casual, he edged his horse so that it
was between C orant and the young elf. Gerard pointed. "The fight's in that
direction. Behind you."

"You won't get into trouble with Mna, Gerard,' Corant prom sed. "W have our
story all thought out. We're going to tell her we were attacked by an eneny
patrol that had been lurking up in the nountains. W drove themoff, but in
the confusion the elf was killed."

"We'| | drag a couple of bodies up here," added another. "Bl oody ourselves up
sone. Make it | ook real."

"I'"l1l be happy to bl oody any one of you," said Gerard, "but it's not going to
cone to that. This elf's not worth it. He's no threat to anybody."

"He's a threat to Mna,"” said Clorant. "He tried to kill her when we were in
Silvanesti. The One God brought her back to us, but the next tine the bastard



m ght succeed."

"If he did try to kill her, let Mna deal with him" said Gerard.

"She can't see through his tricks and deceits," said Clorant. "W have to
protect her from herself."

He's a jealous lover, Gerard realized. Clorant is in love with Mna hinself.
Every one of themis in love with her. That's the real reason they want to
kill this elf.

"Gve me a sword. | can fight nmy own battles," declared

Si I vanoshei, riding up alongside CGerard. The elf cast hima proud and scornful
glance. "I don't need you to fight themfor ne."

"You young fool," Gerard growl ed out of the side of his mouth. "Shut up, and
et ne handle this!"

Al oud he said, "Mna ordered me to guard him and |I'm bound to obey. | took an
oath to obey, the sane as you. There's a concept floating around call ed honor
Maybe you boys have heard of it?"

"Honor!" Cd orant spat on the ground. "You talk like a cursed Sol amic. You
have a choice, Cerard. You can either ride off and let us deal with the elf,

in which case we'll see to it that you don't get into trouble, or you can be
one of the corpses we leave on the field to prove our story. Don't worry," he
sneered. "We'll tell Mna that you died "with honor.' "

Gerard didn't wait for themto come at him He didn't even wait for Clorant to
finish his speech but spurred his horse toward him Their swords cl anged
t oget her on the word, "honor."

"I"ll deal with this bastard,"” shouted Cdorant. "The rest of you

kill the elf!"

Leaving Corant to take care of Gerard, the other three gall oped

toward the elf. Gerard heard Silvanoshei shout in Elvish, heard one of the
Kni ghts curse, and then a thud and a clatter of metal. Risking a gl ance,
Gerard saw to his amazenent that

Si I vanoshei, with no weapon but his own hands, had thrown

hi nsel f bodily on one of the arnored Knights, carried himoff his horse and
onto the ground. The two floundered, grappling for the knight's | oose sword.
The Knight's conrades circled around the conbatants, waiting a chance to
strike the elf, not wanting to risk hitting their friend.

Gerard had his own problens. Fighting an arnmed foe on horseback is not so nuch
a matter of skilled thrust and parry between two swordsnen as a bl udgeoni ng,
slashing battle to try to unseat your foe.
Their horses snorted and churned up the ground with their hooves. C orant and
CGerard circled each other, swords swinging wildly, striking any part of the
body that came into view, neither nmaking nmuch headway. Cerard's fist smashed
into Corant's jaw, his sword sliced through the chain mail of the man's upper
arm Cerard hinmself was not wounded, but he was the one at a

di sadvantage. Corant had only to defend hinself, keep Gerard

occupi ed so that he could not save the elf.
Anot her gl ance showed Gerard that Silvanoshei had managed
to grab the fallen Knight's sword. Taking up a defensive position, Silvanoshe
grimy eyed his foes, two of whomwere still nmounted and still arnmed. The
fallen Knight was staggering to his feet.

Rai sing his sword, one Knight sent his horse at a gallop straight at

Si I vanoshei, intending to behead himw th a sl ashing downward stroke.
Desperate, Gerard turned his back on Clorant. Gerard was |eaving hinself w de
open, but he had no other

recourse if he wanted to save the elf's life. Gerard spurred his horse, so
that the startled aninmal | eaped ahead, his intent being to gallop between the
two conbatants, putting hinmself between the elf and his attacker

Corant struck Gerard frombehind. H s sword thunked agai nst Gerard's helm
setting his ears to ringing and scattering his wits. Then C orant was at
CGerard side. A sword flashed in the sunlight.

"Stop this!" a woman shouted, her voice shaking with fury. "In the name of the
One God, stop this nadness!”



The Kni ght gall oping down on the elf pulled so hard on the reins that his
horse reared and practically upended both of them Gerard had to rein in his
steed swiftly or crash into the floundering

animal. He heard Corant suck in his breath, heard himtry to check his

hor se.

CGerard | owered his sword, | ooked about to see who had spoken. He could tell by
Clorant's wild-eyed stare and guilty expression that he thought the voice was
Mna's. Gerard knew it wasn't. He recogni zed the voice. He could only hope
that Qdila had the nerve to pull this off.

Her face livid, her robes whipping about her ankles, Odila marched into the

m dst of the sweating, bleeding, deadly fray. She thrust aside a sword with
her bare hand.

@ aring around at them her eyes burning, she |ooked directly at dorant.
"What is the meaning of this? Did you not hear Mna's command that this el f
was to be treated with the same respect you show her?" Qdila sent a flashing
gl ance at each one of themin turn, not excluding Gerard. "Put away your
weapons! All of you!"

She was taking a great risk. Did these nen view her as a true cleric, a
representative of the One God, sonmeone as sacred as Mna herself? O did they
see her as nothing nore than a follower,

no different fromthensel ves?
The nmen hesitated, glanced uncertainly at each other. Gerard kept quiet, tried
to look as guilty and di smayed at the rest. He cast one warning glance at the
el f, but Silvanoshei had the sense
to keep his mouth shut. He panted, gasping for breath, kept wary watch on his
eneni es.
(il a's gaze hardened, her eyes narrowed. "In the nane of the One God put down
your weapons," she ordered again, and this tine she pointed at Corant, "l est
your sword hand wither with my displeasure and fall fromyour arm"
"WIl you tell Mna about this?" Corant asked sullenly.
"I know that you did what you did out of msguided care for Mna," said il a,
her voice softening. "You have no need to protect her. The One God hol ds M na
in the palmof her hand. The One God knows what is best for Mna and for us
all. This elf lives only because the One God wills it." Qdila pointed in the
direction of Sanction. "Return to the battle. Your true foe |lies down there."
"WIl you tell Mna?" Corant persisted, and there was fear in his voice.
"I won't," said (dila, "but you will. You will confess to her what you have
done and seek her forgiveness."
Clorant |owered his sword and, after a nmonent's hesitation, thrust it into his
sheath. He made a nmotion for his conrades to do the same. Then, casting a

final, loathing glance at the elf, he turned his horse's head and gal | oped
down the hill, heading for Sanction. His friends rode after him
Exhaling a great sigh of relief, Gerard slid down fromhis horse.
"Are you all right?" he asked Silvanoshei, |ooking himover. He saw a few

spl ashes of blood on his clothes but nothing serious.

Si I vanoshei drew away from him stared at hi m suspiciously. "You—a Dark

Kni ght —+i sked your life to save m ne. You fought your own conrades. \Wy?"
CGerard could not very well tell himthe truth. "I didn't do it for you," he
said gruffly. "I did it for Mna. She ordered ne to guard you, renenmber?"

Si I vanoshei's face snoot hed. "That makes sense. Thank you."

"Thank M na," muttered Gerard ungraciously.

H s nmovenents stiff and painful, he linped over to Gdila. "Wll acted," he
said in lowtone. "That was quite a perfornance

Though, |'m curi ous—ahat woul d have happened if Corant had called your bluff?
| thought he was going to for a mnute there. Wat would you have done then?"
"It's strange,” (dila said. Her gaze was abstracted, her voice soft and

i ntrospective. "At the monment | nade the threat, | knew | had the power to
carry it out. | could have withered his hand. | could have."

"Qdil a—* he began to renonstrate with her

"It doesn't matter if you believe ne or not," CQdila said bleakly. "Nothing can



stop the One God."

G asping the medallion she wore around her neck, she wal ked back to the wagon.
"Not hi ng can stop the One," (dila repeated. "Nothing."

10

City of Ghosts

Riding in the vanguard of the triunphant arny as they entered, unopposed,
Sanction's West Gate and marched | victorious along the fanobus Shi prmaker's
Road, Gerard | ooked at the city and saw not hi ng but ghosts: ghosts of the
past, ghosts of the present, ghosts of prosperity, ghosts of war.

He renenbered what he'd heard of Sanction, remenbered—as if it had happened
to sonmeone el se and not to himtal king to Caranon Maj ere about hoping to be
sent to Sanction. Sonmepl ace where there is real fighting going on, he had said
or, if he had not said it, he had thought it. He | ooked back on that ghost of
hi nsel f and saw a cal |l ow youth who didn't have sense enough to know when he
was well off.
What must Caranon have thought of me? Gerard flushed as he renenbered sone of
his foolish spoutings. Caranon Majere had fought in many wars. He knew the
truth about glory—that it was nothing nore than a bl oodstai ned and rusted old
sword hanging on the wall of an old man's nmenory. Riding past the

bodi es of those who had defended Sanction, Gerard saw the true glory of war:
the carrion birds flapping down to pluck out

eyeballs, the flies that filled the air with their horrid buzzing, the burial
crews |laughing and joking as they fill ed wheel barrows with bodi es and dunped
theminto mass graves.
War was a thief who dared accost Death, robbing that majestic

nobl e of his dignity, stripping himbare, tossing himin a pit, and covering
himwith linme to stop the stench

CGerard was grateful for one blessing: The dead were laid to rest. At the end
of the battle, M na-her arnor covered with bl ood, herself unscathed—knelt
beside the first of the hastily dug trenches neant to receive the dead and
prayed over them Gerard watched in stomach-cl enching horror, nmore than half
expecting the bloodied corpses to rise up, seize their weapons, and fall into
ranks at M na's conmand.

Fortunately, that did not happen. M na conmended the spirits to

the One God, urged themall to serve the One God well. Gerard gl anced at
Qdila, who stood not far fromhim Her head was bowed, her hands cl asped.
Gerard was angry at her and angry at hinself for being angry. Qdila had done
not hi ng nore than speak the truth. This One God was all-seeing, all-know ng,
all -powerful. There was nothing they could do to stop the One. He was | oat he
to face the truth. That was all. Loathe to adnit defeat.
After the cerenony for the dead ended, M na mounted her horse and rode into
the city, which was, for the npst part, deserted.

During the War of the Lance, Sanction had been an arnmed canp dedicated to the
Queen of Darkness, headquarters for her arnies. The draconi ans had been born
in the tenple of Luerkhisis.

Lord Ariakas had his headquarters in Sanction, trained his troops here, kept
his slaves here, tortured his prisoners here.
The Chaos War and the departure of the gods that brought devastation to many
parts of Ansalon delivered prosperity to Sanction. At first, it seened that
Sanction nmust be destroyed and that no one would rule it, for the lava fl ows
spilling fromthe Lords of Doomthreatened to bury the city. A man called
Hogan

Bi ght arrived to save Sanction fromthe nountains' wath. Using powerful

magi cks that he never explained, he diverted the flow of |ava, drove out the
evil people who had long ruled the city. Merchants and others seeking to
better their lives were invited in and, alnost overnight, Sanction grew



prosperous, as goods flowed into its wharves and docks.

Seeing its wealth, needing access to its ports, the Dark Kni ghts had want ed
Sanction back under their control, and now they

had it.
Wth Qualinost destroyed, Silvanesti occupied, and Sol ammi a under her

rul ership, it mght be truly said that those parts of Ansal on that were not
under Mna's control were not worth c

ontrolling. She had conme full circle, back to Sanction where her |egend had
begun.

Havi ng been warned of Mna's march on their city, the citizens

of Sanction, who had weat hered the siege w thout any great hardship, heard
the runors of the advancing arny of Dark Knights, and fearing that they would
be enslaved, their hones |ooted, their daughters raped, their sons slain by
their cruel

conquerers, they took to their boats or their horse carts, putting out to sea
or heading for the nountains.

Only a few remai ned behind: the poor who did not have the neans to | eave; the
infirm the elderly, the sick who could not |eave; kender (a fact of nature);
and those entrepreneurs who had no care for any god, who owed no allegiance to
any governnent or cause except their own. These people lined the streets to
watch the entry of the army, their expressions ranging fromdull apathy to
eager antici pation.

In the case of the poor, their lives were already so mserable that they had
nothing to fear. In the case of the entrepreneurs, their eyes fixed greedily
on two enornous, wooden, iron-bound chests that had been transported under
heavy guard from Pal ant has.

Here was much of the wealth of the Dark Knights, wealth that the late Lord
Targonne had so covetously anmassed. The wealth was now to be shared with al
t hose who had fought for Mna, or so the runmor ran

Rei nforce religious fervor with bags of steel coins—a w se nove, Gerard
t hought, and one guaranteed to win her the hearts, as well as the souls, of
her sol diers.
The arny advanced al ong Shipbuilder's Road into a | arge marketpl ace. One of
Cerard's fell ow Knights, who had once visited Sanction, stated that this was
known as the Souk Bazaar, and that it was usually so crowded with peopl e that
one scarcely had room enough to draw a breath, |et al one wal k. That was not
true now. The only people around were a few enterprising hoodl uns taking
advant age of the commotion to raid the

abandoned stalls.

Calling a halt at this central |ocation, Mna proceeded to take control of the
city. She dispatched guards under trustworthy

officers to seize the warehouses, the taverns, the mageware shops, and the
shops of the noney-|enders. She sent another group of guards, |led by the

m not aur Gaidar, to the inpressive palace where lived the city's governor, the
nmyst eri ous Hogan Bight. The guards had orders to arrest him take himalive if
he cooperated, kill himif he didn't. Hogan Bight continued to be a nystery,
however, for Gaidar returned to report that the man was nowhere to be found
and no one could tell when they' d | ast seen him

"The pal ace is enpty and woul d nake an ideal dwelling place for you, Mna,"
said Gaidar. "Shall | order the troops to make it ready for your arrival?"
"The palace will be mlitary headquarters,” said Mna, "but not ny dwelling
pl ace. The One God does not reside in grand pal aces, and neither will 1."

She gl anced at the wagon carrying the body of CGol dnoon in the anber coffin.
ol dnoon' s body had not withered, had not decayed. Frozen in the anber, she
seened forever young, forever beautiful. The wagon had been gi ven an honored
pl ace in the

procession, following directly after Mna, surrounded by an honor guard of her
Kni ght s.

"I will dwell in what was once called the Tenple of Huerzyd but is now known
as the Tenple of the Heart. Detain any of the Mystics who remain in the



tenmpl e. Put them sonmewhere secure,

for their own safety. Treat themw th respect and tell themthat | | ook
forward to neeting with them You will escort the body of Goldnoon to the
tenpl e and carry the sarcophagus inside to be placed before the altar. You
will feel at home, Mdther," said Mna, speaking softly to the still, cold face
of the woman i nprisoned

in anber.

Gai dar did not appear particularly pleased at his assignnent. He did not
guestion M na, however. The wagon and its guard of honor rolled out of the
bazaar, heading for the tenple, which was located in the northern part of the
city.

Seated astride her irritable horse, Mna proceeded to i ssue comands. Her

Kni ghts crowded around her, eager to serve, hoping for a ook, a word, a
smle. Gerard held back, not wanting to get caught in the crush of men and
horses. He needed to know what he was to do with the elf, but he wasn't in any
hurry. He was glad to have this tine to think, determ ne what his next nove
was going to be. He didn't like at all what was happening to Qdila. Her talk
of withering hands frightened him Medallion or no nmedallion, he was going to
find a way to get her out of here, if he had to bash her over the head and
haul her out bodily.

CGerard suddenly felt a fierce determnation to do sonet hi ng—anyt hi ng—+o fight
this One God, even if he caused the One God | ess harmthan a bee sting. One
bee m ght not do nmuch damage, but if there were hundreds of bees, thousands .

He'd heard stories of dragons fleeing such swarms. There had to be—

"Hey, Cerard," called someone. "You've |ost your prisoner."

CGerard cane to hinself with a jolt. The elf was no longer at his side. Gerard
had no fear—er hope—that Silvanoshei would try to escape. He knew right where
to look for him Silvanoshei was urging his horse forward, trying to force his
way through the arnmed circle of Knights surrounding M na.

Cursing them both beneath his breath, Gerard spurred his horse. The Knights
around M na were aware of the elf and were deliberately bl ocking his passage.
Si I vanoshei set his jaw and

continued to determi nedly and stubbornly pursue his course. One of the

Kni ghts, whose horse was jostled by Silvanoshei's horse,
turned to stare at him The Knight was C orant, his face bruised and swol |l en,
his lip bloodied. The split lip pulled back in a grimace.

Si I vanoshei hesitated, then pushed ahead. C orant tugged sharply on the
reins, jerking his horse's head. The ani mal, annoyed, took a nip at

Si | vanoshei's horse, which bared its teeth. In the confusion, O orant gave

Si I vanoshei a shove, trying to unseat him Silvanoshei nanaged to cling to the
saddl e. He shoved back

Gerard guided his steed through the nel ee and caught up with the elf, jostling
Clorant's armin passing.

"This is not a good time to interrupt Mna, Your Majesty," Gerard said in an
undertone to the elf. "Maybe later." He reached for the reins of Silvanoshei's
hor se.

"Sir Gerard," called Mna. "Attend nme. Bring H's Majesty with you. The rest of
you, make way."
At Mna's command, Clorant was forced to edge his horse backward, so that
CGerard and Silvanoshei could ride past. Clorant's

dark, grimgaze followed them Gerard could feel it tickle the back of his
neck as he rode to receive his orders.

Rermoving his helm Gerard saluted Mna. Due to his fight with d orant,
Gerard's face was bruised, dried blood matted his hair. Mst of the other

Kni ghts | ooked the sanme or worse, though, after the battle. Gerard was hoping
M na woul dn't notice.

She m ght not have noticed him but she gazed intently at

Si I vanoshei, whose shirt was sliced open and stained with bl ood, his
traveling cloak covered with dirt.

"Sir Gerard," Mna said gravely, "l entrusted His Majesty to you, to keep him



safely out of the affray. | see you both bruised and bl oodied. Did either of
you t ake serious harn?"
"No, Madam " replied Cerard.

He refused to call her Mna, as did her other Knights. Like a nedicine made of
al um and honey, her name, sweet at first, left a bitter taste on his tongue.
He said nothing nore about the fight with Corant and his fell ow Knights.
Nei ther did Silvanoshei

After assuring her that he was not injured, the elf fell silent. No one in
the crowd of waiting Knights spoke. Here and
there, a horse shifted beneath a restless rider. By now all Mna's Knights
knew about the affray. Perhaps they had even been in on the conspiracy.
"\What are your orders, Madan?" Gerard asked, hoping to let the matter drop
"That can wait. What happened?” M na persi sted.
"A Sol ammi ¢ patrol came out of nowhere, Madam " said Gerard evenly. He | ooked
straight into the anber eyes. "I think they hoped to seize our supply wagon.
VW drove them away."
"Hi s Majesty fought them too?" asked Mna, with a half snile
"When they saw he was an elf, they sought to rescue him Madam"
"I didn't want to be rescued," Silvanoshei added.
Cerard's lips tightened. That statement was true enough.

M na cast the young elf a cool glance, then turned her attention

back to Cerard.
"l saw no bodies."
"You know Sol atmi cs, Madam " he replied evenly. "You know what cowards they
are. W rattled our swords at them and they ran away."
"I do know Sol ammics,"” Mna replied, "and contrary to what you believe, Sir
Gerard, | have a great respect for them"

M na's anber gaze swept over the line of Knights, unerringly picked out the
four who had been involved. Her gaze fixed longest on Clorant, who tried to
defy it, but ended up squirmng and cringing. Finally, she turned her anber
eyes back to
Si | vanoshei, another insect caught in the warmresin.
"Sir Gerard," said Mna, "do you know where to find the City Guard
Headquarters?"

"No, Madam " said Gerard. "| have never been in Sanction. But | have no doubt
| can locate it."
"There you will find secure prison cells. You will escort His Majesty to these

cells and nmake certain that he is |locked in one of them See to his confort.
This is for your own protection, Your Mjesty," Mna added. "Someone might try
to 'rescue' you again, and the next tinme you mght not have such a valiant
def ender. "

CGerard gl anced at Sil vanoshei, then | ooked away. The sight was too painful.
Her words m ght have been a dagger thrust in the elf's gut. H's face drained
of life. Even the lips lost their color. In the young man's livid face, the
burning eyes were the only life.

"Mna," he said quietly, desperately. "I have to know one thing. Did you ever
| ove ne? O have you just been using nme?"

"Sir CGerard," said Mna, turning away. "You have your orders."

"Yes, Madam" he said. Taking the reins fromthe elf's hand, he started to

| ead his horse away.

"M na," pleaded Silvanoshei. "I deserve at |east that rmuch. To know t he
truth.”

M na gl anced back at him over her shoul der

"My love, ny life is the One God."

Cerard led the elf's horse away.

The City Guard Headquarters turned out to be south of the West Gate by a few
bl ocks. The two rode in silence through the streets that had been deserted
when the arny marched in, but were now filling rapidly with the sol diers of
the arny of the One God. Gerard had to watch where they were going to avoid
riding down anyone, and their progress was slow. He glanced back in concern



for Silvanoshei, saw his face set, his jaw clenched, his eyes staring down at
t he hands that gripped the pormel so tightly the knuckl es were chal k white.
"Wiren. " Cerard grunted. "It happens to all of us."

Si I vanoshei sniled bitterly and shook his head.

Wll, he's right, Gerard admitted. None of the rest of us had a god invol ved
i n our |ove-mnaking.

They rode past the West Gate. Gerard had been harboring a vague notion that he
and the elf m ght be able to escape during the confusion, but he discarded
that idea i mediately. The road was clogged with Mna's troops, and nore
remai ned on the field outside the city. Every man they passed cast Sil vanoshe
a dark, frowning glance. Mre than one nuttered threats.

Mna is right, Gerard decided. Prison is probably the safest place for the
young man. |If any place is safe for Silvanoshei in Sanction

The city guards had either fled the guardhouse or been killed. Mna had placed
one of her Knights in charge. The Kni ght glanced wi thout interest at

Si I vanoshei, listened with inpatience to Gerard's insistence that the young
man be placed under special guard. The Knight jerked a thunb in the direction
of the cell block. A brief search turned up the keys.

CGerard escorted his prisoner to a cell in darkest corner of the block, hoping
he woul d escape noti ce.

"I"'msorry about this, Your Myjesty," said Gerard.

Si | vanoshei shrugged, sat down on the stone block that passed for a bed.
Gerard shut the cell door, |ocked it

At the sound of key turning, Silvanoshei raised his head. "I should thank you
for saving ny life."

"Il bet now you wished I'd let themkill you," said Gerard, synpathetic.
"Their swords woul d have been | ess painful,"” Silvanoshei agreed with a pale
flicker of a smle.

CGerard gl anced around. They were the only two in the cell-blocks. "Your

Maj esty,” he said quietly. "I can help you escape. Not nowthere's sonething
else | have to do first. But soon."

"Thank you, sir. But you'd be putting yourself in danger for nothing. | can't
escape. "

"Your Majesty," said Gerard, his voice hardening, "you saw her, you heard her
You have no chance with her! She doesn't |love you. She's all wrapped up in
this ... this god of hers.”

"Not only hers. My god, too," he said, speaking with an eerie calm "The One
God promi sed me that Mna and | woul d be together."

"Do you still believe that?"

"No," Silvanoshei said, after a nonment. The word seened wenched from him
"No, | don't."

"Then be ready. 1'll cone back for you."

Si | vansoshei shook his head.

"Your Majesty," said Gerard, exasperated, "do you know the reason Mna |ured
you here away from your Kkingdon? Because she knows that your people wll not
fol |l ow anyone but you. The

Silvanesti are sitting around waiting for you to return to them Go back and
be their king, the king she fears!"

"Go back to be their king." Silvanoshei's nouth twi sted. "Go back to ny

not her, you mean. Go back to ignomny and shane, tears and rebukes. | would
sit in this prison cell the rest of ny life—and we elves live a long, |ong
ti me—at her than face that."

"Look, dam it, if it was just you, I'd let you rot here," Gerard said grinly
"But you're their king, like it or not. You have to think about your people."
"I am" said Silvanoshei. "I will."

Rising to his feet, he wal ked over to Gerard, tugging on a ring as he cane.
"You're a Sol amic Knight, as Mna said, aren't you? Wiy are you here? To spy
on M na?"

CGerard gl owered, shrugged, didn't answer.

"You don't have to admit it," said Silvanoshei. "Mna saw into your heart.



That's why she set you to guard me. If you're serious about wanting to help
me—
"I am Your Majesty," said Gerard.

"Then take this." Silvanoshei handed through the cell bars a blue, glittering

ring. "Somewhere out there—lose by, I'mcertain—you will find an elven
warrior. His name is Samar. He has been sent by ny nother to bring ne back
hone. Gve himthis ring. He will recognize it. 1've worn it since | was a
child. When he asks you how you cane by it, tell himyou took it fromny
cor pse. "

"Your Majesty—=
Si I vanoshei thrust the ring at him "Take it. Tell himl| am dead."

"Way would | Iie? And why woul d he believe me?" Gerard asked, hesitating.
"Because he will want to believe you," said Silvanoshei. "And by this action
you will free nme."

CGerard took the ring, that was a circlet of sapphires, small enough to fit a
chil d' s hand.

"How wi Il | find this Samar?"

"I will teach you a song," said Silvanoshei. "An old elven

children's song. My nother used it as a signal if ever she needed to

warn nme of danger. Sing the song as you ride. Samar will hear it, and he wll
be intensely curious as to how you—a human—woul d know this song. He will find
you. "

"And then slit ny throat—=

"He'll want to interrogate you first," said Silvanoshei. "Samar is a man of
honor. If you tell himthe truth, he'll know you for a man of honor, as well."

"I wish you d reconsider, Your Mijesty," Cerard said. He was starting to |like
this young man, even as he deeply pitied him
Si | vanoshei shook his head.

"Very well," said Gerard, sighing. "How does this song go?"
Si | vanoshei taught the song to Gerard. The words were sinple, the nel ody
nmel ancholy. It was a song neant to teach a child to count. "'Five for the

fingers on each hand. Four for the |egs upon a horse.
The last |ine he knew he woul d never forget.

"'One is one and all alone and evernore shall be so."
Si I vanoshei went to the stone bed, lay down upon it, turned away his face.
"Tell Samar | am dead," he reiterated softly. "If it's any confort

to you, Sir Knight, you won't be telling a lie. You'll be telling himthe
truth.”

11

To Free the Snared Bird

CGerard emerged fromthe prison to find that night had fallen. He | ooked up the
street and down, even took a casual saunter behind the prison, and saw no one
lurking in a doorway or hiding in the shadows.

"This is ny chance,"” he nmuttered. "I can ride out of the gate, |ose nyself in
t he confusion of the troops setting up canp, find this Samar, and start over
fromthere. That's what I'Il do. Leaving nowis logical. It makes sense. Yes,

that's definitely what 1'mgoing to do."

But even as he said this to hinself, even as he told hinmself repeatedly that
this was his best course of action, he knew very well that he wouldn't. He
woul d go find Samar, he had to go —he had pronised Silvanoshei he would, and
that was a prom se he planned to keep, even if he didn't plan to keep any of
the rest of the prom ses he'd made to the young man.

First, he had to talk to Odila. The reason was, of course, that he hoped to
persuade her to come with him He had thought up

some very fine argunents against this One God and he planned to use them

The Tenple of the Heart was an ancient building that predated



the Cataclysm Dedicated to the worship of the old gods of Light, the tenple
had been built at the foot of Munt

Gishnor and was reputed to be the ol dest structure in Sanction, probably
built when Sanction was little nore than a fishing village.

Various runors and | egends surrounded the tenple, including one that the
foundati on stone had been laid by one of the Kingpriests, who' d had the

m sfortune to be shi pwecked. Washing up on this shore, the Kingpriest had

gi ven thanks to Pal adine for his survival. To show his gratitude, he built a
temple to the gods.
After the Cataclysm the tenple m ght have suffered the sanme fate as many
other tenples during that tine, when people took out their anger on the gods
by attacking and destroying their tenples. This tenple remained standing,
unscat hed, nmostly due to the runor that the spirit of that sane Kingpriest
lingered here, refusing to allow anyone to harmhis tribute to the gods. The
templ e suffered fromneglect, but that was all

Fol | owi ng the Chaos War, the vengeful spirit nust have departed, for the
Mystics of the Citadel of Light noved into the tenple w thout encountering any
ghost s.
A smal |, square, uninposing structure of white marble, the tenple had a
steeply pitched roof that soared up anong the trees. Beneath the roof was a
central altar chanber—the [ argest and nost inportant roomin the tenple. O her
roonms surrounded the altar and were there to support it: sleeping quarters for
the priests, a library, and so forth. Two sets of double doors led into the
temple fromthe front.

Deci di ng that he woul d nmake faster time in the cromded streets on foot, Cerard
stabled his horse in a hostelry near the West Gate and wal ked north to where
the tenple stood on a hill, sonewhat isolated fromthe city, overlooking it.
He found a few people gathered in front of the tenple, listening

to Mna telling themof the nmiracles of the One God. An elderly man frowned
exceedi ngly, but nost of the others appeared interested.

The tenple flared with lights, both inside and out. Huge doubl e doors were
propped open. Under Gaidar's command, the Knights were carrying Gol dnoon's
anber sarcophagus into the altar room The head of the m notaur was easily
seen, his horns and snout sil houetted against the flames of torches that had
been placed in sconces on the walls. Mna kept close watch on the procedure,
glancing often in the direction of the procession to nake certain that the

sar cophagus was bei ng handl ed carefully, that her Knights were behaving with
dignity and respect.

Pausing in the deep shadows of a night-shrouded tree to reconnoiter, and,
hopefully, try to catch a glinpse of Odila, Gerard watched the anber

sar cophagus nove slowy and with stately fornmality into the tenple. He heard
Gai dar issue a sharp rebuke at one point, saw Mna turn her head swiftly to

| ook. She was so concerned that she |ost the thread of her exhortation and was
forced to think a noment to renmenber where she'd left off.

Gerard could never ask for a better tinme to talk to Gdila than this, while

Gai dar was supervising the funeral detail and M na was proselytizing. Wen a
group of Knights wal ked toward the tenple, carrying Mna's baggage, Cerard
fell in behind them

The Knights were in a good nood, tal king and | aughi ng over what a fine joke it
was on the do-gooder Mystics that Mna had taken over their tenple. Gerard
couldn't see the hunor himself, and he doubted very much if M na would have
been pl eased had she overheard them

The Kni ghts entered t hrough another set of double doors, heading for Mna's
living quarters. Looking through an open door on his left into a blaze of
candle light, CGerard saw (dila standing beside the altar, directing the

pl acenent of the anber sarcophagus on several wooden trestles.

CGerard hung back in the shadows, hoping for a chance to catch CQdila al one. The
Kni ghts lunmbered in with their burden, deposited it with nmuch grunting and
groaning and a yelp and a curse, as one of the nen dropped his end of the
coffin prematurely,



causing it to pinch the fingers of another man's hand. Odila issued a sharp
rebuke. Gaidar growl ed a threat. The nen pushed and shoved, and soon the
crystal sarcophagus was in place.

Hundreds of white candles burned on the altar, probably placed there by
Qdila's hands. The reflection of the candles burned in the anber, so that it
seened CGoldmoon lay in the mdst of a nyriad tiny flames. The light

illum nated her waxen face. She | ooked nore peaceful than Gerard renenbered,

if such a thing were possible. Perhaps, as M na had said, Goldmoon was pl eased
to be hone.

Gerard wi ped his sleeve across his forehead. The candl es gave off a surprising
amount of heat. Gerard found a seat on a bench in the back of the altar room
He noved as quietly as he could, holding his sword to keep it from knocki ng
against the wall. He couldn't see very well, having stared into the candle
flames, and he bunped into someone. Gerard was about to make his excuses when
he saw, with a shudder, that his conpani on was Palin. The mage sat unnoving on
t he bench, stared unblinking into the candle flames.

Touching the mage's flaccid armwas |ike touching a warm corpse. Feeling his
gorge rise, Cerard noved hastily to another bench. He sat down, waited
impatiently for the minotaur to | eave.

"I will post a guard around the sarcophagus," Gaidar stated.

Gerard nuttered a curse. He hadn't counted on that.

"No need,” (dila said. "Mna is coning to worship at the altar, and she has
given orders that she is to be left alone.”

Cerard breathed nore freely, then his breathing stopped altogether.

The m notaur was hal f-way out the door when he paused, sent a searching gaze
t hroughout the altar room GCerard froze in place, trying desperately to
renenber whether or not ninotaur have good night vision. It seemed to himthat
Gai dar saw him for
t he beady, bovine eyes stared straight at him He waited tensely for Gaidar to
call to him but, after a noment's scrutiny, the

m not aur wal ked out .

CGerard wi ped away the sweat that was now running down his face and dri pping
off his chin. Slowy and cautiously, he edged out fromthe rows of benches and
wal ked toward the front of the altar. He tried to be quiet, but |eather
creaked, nmetal rattled.

dila was swathed in candlelight. Her face was partially turned toward him
and he was alarned to see how thin and wasted she had grown. Riding for weeks
in the wagon, doing nothing but listening to Mna's harangues and
force-feeding the mages had caused her fine nuscle tone to dimnish. She could
probably still wield her sword, but she wouldn't last two rounds with a
heal t hy, battl e-hardened opponent.

She no | onger |aughed or spoke nuch, but went about her duties in silence.
CGerard hadn't liked this god before. Now he was starting to actively hate the
One God. What sort of god stanmped out joy and was offended by |aughter? No
sort of god he wanted to have anything to do with. He was glad he'd conme to
talk to her, hoped to be able to convince her to abandon this and cone away
with him

But even as the hope was born, it died within him One | ook at her face as she
bent over the candl es and he knew he was

wasting his tinme.

He was suddenly rem nded of an old poacher's trick for snaring

a bird. You attach berries at intervals to a long, thin cord tied to a stake.
The bird eats the berries, one by one, ingesting the cord at the sane tine.
When the bird reaches the end of the cord, it tries to fly away, but by now
the cord is wound up inside its vitals, and it cannot escape.

One by one, dila had consumed the berries attached to the lethal cord. The

| ast was the power to work miracles. She was tied to the One God, and only a
mracl e—a reverse mracl e—would cut her free

Wl |, perhaps friendship was that sort of mracle.

"Qdi |l a—* he began.



"What do you want, Cerard?" she asked, wi thout turning around.

"I have to talk to you," he said. "Please, just a noment. It won't take long.'
(il a sat down on a bench near the anber sarcophagus. Gerard woul d have been
happi er sitting farther back, out of the light and the heat, but Odil a

woul dn't nove. Tense and

preoccupi ed, she cast frequent glances at the door, glances that were

hal f - nervous, hal f - expect ant.

"Qdila, listen to nme," said Gerard. "I'mleaving Sanction. Tonight. | cane to
tell you that and to try to convince you to | eave with ne."

"No," she said, glancing at the door. "I can't |eave now | have too much to
do here before Mna comes."

"I"mnot asking you to go on a picnic!" he said, exasperated. "I'm asking you
to escape this place with me, tonight! The city is in confusion, what with
sol diers marching in and out. No one knows what's going on. It'll be hours
bef ore some sort of order is established. Now s the perfect time to | eave."
"Then go," she said, shrugging. "I don't want you around anyway."

She started to rise. He grabbed her arm gripped her wist tightly, and saw
her wi nce with pain.

"You don't want me around because | remnmind you of what you used to be. You
don't like this One God. You don't like the change that's conme over you
anynore than | do. Wiy are you doing this to yourself?"

"Because, Cerard," (dila said wearily, as if she'd gone over the same argunent
again and again, "the One God is a god. A god who cane to this world to care
for us and guide us."

"Where? O f the edge of a precipice?" Gerard denmanded. "After the Chaos \War
ol dnoon found her guide in her own heart. Love and caring, conpassion, truth,
and honor did not |eave with gods of light. They are inside each of us. Those
are our guides or they should be."

"At her death, Goldnoon turned to the One God," said Qdila, glancing at the
still, calmface entonbed in anber.

"Did she?" Gerard demanded harshly. "I wonder about that. If she really did
enbrace the One God, why didn't the One God keep her alive to go around
shouting her miracle to the world? Wiy did the One God feel it necessary to
stop her nouth in death and | ock her up in an anber prison?"

"She will be freed, Mna says," said (dila defensively. "On the N ght of the
New Eye, the One God will raise Goldmoon fromthe dead, and she will cone
forth to rule the world."

Cerard rel eased her hand, let go of her. "So you won't conme with nme?"

il a shook her head. "No, CGerard, | won't. | know you don't understand. |'m
not as strong as you are. I'mall by nyself in the dark forest, and |I'm
afraid. 1'mglad to have a guide, and if the guide is not perfect, neither am

| . Goodbye, Gerard. Thank you for your friendship and your caring. Go on your
journey safely in the nane of the—=
"One God?" he said grimy. "No, thanks."
Turni ng, he wal ked out of the altar room
The first place Gerard went was to the arny's central command

post, located in the forner Souk Bazaar, whose stalls and shops had been

repl aced by a small city of tents. Here, the
contents of the strongboxes were being distributed.
Taking his place in line, Gerard felt a certain satisfaction in taking the
Dark Knights' steel. He'd earned it, no question about that, and he woul d need
nmoney for his journey back to Lord Urich's manor or wherever the Knights were
consolidating their forces.
After receiving his pay, he headed for the West Gate and freedom

He put Odila out of his nmind, refused to let hinmself think about her. He
renoved nost of his arnmor—the braces and greaves and his chain mail, but
continued to wear the cuirass and helm Both were unconfortable, but he had to
consi der the

possibility that sooner or |later Gaidar nmight growtired of shadow ng Gerard
and just stab himin the back



The bulk of the two towers of the West Gate | ooned bl ack against the red |ight
that shone fromthe [ava npat surrounding the city. The gates had been shut.
The gate guards weren't about to open themuntil they'd had a good | ook at
CGerard and heard his story—that he was a nmessenger dispatched to Jelek with
word of their victory. The guards w shed hima good journey and opened a

wi cket gate to let himride through.

d ancing back to see the walls of Sanction lined with men, Gerard was once
nore profoundly and grudgingly inpressed with Mna's | eadership and her
ability to inpose discipline and order on her troops.

"She will growin strength and in power every day she remains here," he
remarked gloonmily to hinmself as his horse cantered through the gate. Ahead of
hi m was t he harbor and beyond that the black expanse of New Sea. A whiff of
salt air was a welcone relief fromthe continuous snell of sulfur and
brimstone that lingered in the air of Sanction. "And how are we to fight her?"
"You can't."

A hul king figure blocked his path. Gerard recogni zed the voice, as his horse
recogni zed the stench of minotaur. The horse snorted and reared, and Gerard
had his hands full trying to remain on the animal's back, during which frantic
few nonents he | ost any opportunity he m ght have had to either run the

m not aur down or gallop away and | eave him standing in the dust.

The mi notaur drew closer, his bestial face faintly illunminated by the red gl ow
of the lava that made Sanction's night perpetual twlight. Gaidar grabbed hold
of the horse's bridle.

CGerard drew his sword. He had no doubt that this was going to be their fina
confrontation, and he was not in much doubt about how it would end. He'd heard
tal es of how Gaidar had once cut a man in two with a single stroke of his
massi ve sword. One glance at the knotty nuscles of the arns and the snooth,

sl eek nuscles of the minotaur's hairy chest attested to the

veracity of the storyteller

"Look, Gaidar," Gerard said, interrupting the mnotaur as he was about to
speak, "I've had a bellyful of sermons, and I'mfed up with being watched day
and night. You know that I'm a Sol ammi ¢ Kni ght sent here to spy on M na.

know you know, so let's just end this right now*

"I would like to fight you, Solamic," said Gaidar, and his voice was cold. "I
would like to kill you, but I am forbidden."

"I figured as much," said Gerard, lowering his sword. "May | ask why?"

"You serve her. You do her bidding."

"Now, see here, Gaidar, you and | both know that I'mnot riding to do Mna's
bi ddi ng— Gerard began, then stopped, grow ng confused. Here he was, arguing
for his own death.

"By her, I do not mean Mna," said Gaidar. "I mean the One God. Have you never
t hought to find out the nane?"

"OF the One God?" Gerard was becom ng increasingly annoyed by this
conversation. "No. To be honest, | never really gave a rat's—=

"Takhi sis," said Gaidar

"—ass," said Gerard, and then fell silent.

He sat on his horse in the road in the darkness, thinking, it all makes sense.
It all makes bloody, horrible, awful sense. No need to ask himif he believed
the minotaur. Deep inside, CGerard had suspected this truth all al ong.

"Why are you telling ne this?" he demanded.

"I amnot allowed to kill you," Gaidar said dourly, "but I can kill your
spirit. | know your plans. You carry a nessage fromthat wetched elf king to
hi s peopl e, begging themto come save him Wy do you think Mna chose you to
take the elf to prison, if not to be his 'nmessenger'? She wants you to bring
his people here. Bring the entire elven nation. Bring the Knights of

Sol ammi a—what is left of them Bring themall here to witness the glory of
Queen

Takhi sis on the N ght of the New Eye."

The minotaur rel eased the horse's bridle. "Ride off, Solammic.

Ri de to whatever dreans of victory and glory you have in your heart and know,



as you ride, that they are nothing but ash

Takhi sis controls your destiny. Al you do, you do in her nane. As do I."
Gving Gerard an ironic salute, the mnotaur turned and wal ked back to the
wal | s of Sancti on.

CGerard | ooked up at the sky. C ouds of snoke rolling fromthe Lords of Doom
obliterated the stars and the noon. The night was dark above, fire-tinged

bel ow. Was it true that

somewhere out there, Takhisis watched hin? Knew all he thought and pl anned?
"I have to go back," Gerard thought, chilled. "Warn Odila." He started to turn
his horse's head, then halted. "Maybe that's what Takhisis wants me to do. If
| go back, perhaps she'll see to it that | lose ny chance to talk with Sanar.
| can't do anything to help Odila. I'Il ride on."

He turned his horse's head the other way, then stopped. "Takhisis wants ne to
talk to the elf. Gaidar said as much. So maybe | shouldn't! How can | know
what to do? O does it even make any difference?"

CGerard stopped dead in his tracks.

"Gaidar was right," he said bitterly. "He would have done ne a favor by
sticking a plain, ordinary, everyday sword in ny gut. The bl ade he's left
there now i s poisoned, and I can never rid nyself of it. Wat do | do? Wat
can | do?"

He had only one answer, and it was the one he'd given Odil a.

He had to follow what was in his heart.

12

TheNew Eye

As he stal ked back toward the West Gate, CGaidar was

di sappointed to find that he didn't feel as pleased with hinself as he should
have. He had hoped to infect the confident and self-assured Solammic with the
same sickness that infected him He'd done what he'd set out to acconplish —
the angry, frustrated expression on the Solamic's face had proven that. But
Gai dar found he couldn't take any satisfaction fromhis victory.
What had he hoped? That the Sol atmi ¢ woul d prove hi m w ong?
"Bah!" Gaidar snorted. "He's caught in the sane coil as the rest of us, and
there's no way out. Not now. Not ever. Not even in death."

He rubbed his right arm which had begun to ache persistently, and found

hi nsel f wi shing he could lose it again, so nuch did it pain him Once he'd
been proud of that arm the armthat Mna had restored to him the first
mracle she'd ever performed in the name of the One God. Now he caught hinself
fingering his sword
wi th some vague notion of hacking off the armhinmself. He wouldn't, of course.
M na woul d be angry with himand, worse, she would be hurt and saddened. He
could endure her anger, he'd felt its lash before. He coul d never do anything
to hurt her. Mst of the pent-up fury and resentment he felt toward Takhisis
was based not on her treatment of himbut the way she treated M na, who had
sacrificed everything, even her life, for her goddess.

M na had been rewarded. She'd been given victory over her enemes, given the
power to performmracles. But Gaidar knew Takhisis of old. The minotaur race
had never thought very highly of the goddess, who was the consort of the
m not aur god, Sargas, or Sargonnas, as the other races called him Sargas had
remai ned with his people to fight Chaos until the bitter end, when-so | egend
had it—he had sacrificed hinself to save the minotaur race. Takhisis would
never dream of sacrificing herself for
anyt hi ng. She expected sacrifices to be made to her, denmanded themin return
for her dubious bl essings.
Per haps that is what she has in mnd for Mna. Gaidar grew uneasy listening to
Mna's constant talk of this "great mracle" Takhisis was going to performon
the Night of the New Eye. Takhisis never gave sonething for nothing. Gaidar



had only to feel the throbbing pain of the goddess's displeasure with himto
know that. M na was so trusting, so guileless. She could never understand
Takhi sis's deceitful ness, her treacherous and vindictive

nat ur e.
That, of course, was why M na had been chosen. That and because she was
bel oved of Col dnoon. Takhisis would not pass up a chance to inflict pain on
anyone, nost especially on Gol dnoon,
who had thwarted her in the past.
| could tell all this to Mna, Gaidar thought as he entered the tenple. |
could tell her, but she wouldn't hear me. She hears only one voice these days.
The Tenple of the Heart, now the Tenple of the One God. How Takhi sis mnust
revel in that appellation! After an eternity of being one of nmany, now she was
one and all powerful.
He shook his horned head gl oomily.
The tenple grounds were enpty. Gaidar went first to Mna's quarters. He did
not truly expect to find her there, although she nmust be exhausted after the
day's battle. He knew where she would be. He wanted to check to make certain
t hat everything was prepared for her when she finally chose to go to bed.
He gl anced into the roomthat had once been the roomfor the head of the
Order, probably that old fool who'd scowed all through Mna's sernon. Gai dar
found all in readiness. Everything

had been arranged for her confort. Her weapons were here, as was her arnor,
carefully arranged on a stand. Her norning star had been polished, the bl ood
cleaned fromit and fromher arnor. Her boots were free of dirt and blood. A
tray of food stood on a desk near the bed. A candle burned to light her way in
t he darkness.

Soneone had even thought of placing sonme |ate-bloomng wildflowers in a
pewt er cup. Everything in the roomattested to the | ove and devotion her
troops felt for her.

For her. Gaidar wondered if she realized that. The nen fought for her, for
M na. They shouted her name when she led themforth to battle. They shouted
her nanme in victory.

Mna . .. Mna .
They did not shout, "For the One God." They did not shout, "For Takhisis".
"And 1'll wager you don't like that," Gaidar said to the darkness.

Could a god be jealous of a nortal ?

This god could, Gaidar thought, and he was suddenly filled with fear

Gai dar entered the altar room stood blinking painfully while his eyes becane
accustoned to the Iight of the candles blazing on the altar. M na was al one,
kneeling before the altar in prayer. He could hear her voice, nurmnuring,
halting, then murrmuring again, as if she were receiving instructions.

The other Solamic, the femal e Knight turned priestess, lay stretched out on a
bench, asleep. She slept soundly on her hard bed. Mna's own cl oak covered the
femal e. Gaidar could never renmenber her nane.

ol dnoon, in her anmber coffin, slept as well. The two mages sat in the back of
t he chamber, where'd they'd been planted. He could see their forms, shadowy in
the candlelight. H's gaze flicked over them quickly, went back to Mna. The
sight of the wetched nages gave himthe horrors, made the hair rise on his
spine, ripple down his back

Soneday perhaps his own corpse would sit there quietly,

staring at nothing, doing nothing, waiting for Takhisis's orders.

Gai dar wal ked toward the altar. He tried to nove quietly, out of respect for

M na, but minotaurs are not made for stealthy novenment. Hi s knee bunped a
bench, his sword clanked and clattered at his side, his footfalls booned, or
so it seenmed to him

The femal e Sol amic stirred uneasily, but she was too deeply drowned in sleep
to waken.

M na did not hear him

Wal ki ng up to stand behind her, he spoke to her quietly, "Mna."

She did not lift her head.



Gai dar waited a nonent, then said, "M na" again and placed his hand gently on
her shoul der.

Now she turned, now she | ooked around. Her face was pale and drawn with
fatigue. Smudged circles of weariness

surrounded her anmber eyes, whose bright gl eam was di nmed.

"You should go to bed," he told her

"Not yet," she said.

"You were all over the battlefield," he persisted. "I couldn't keep up with
you. Everywhere | |ooked, there you were.

Fi ghting, praying. You need your rest. W have much to do

tomorrow and in the days following to fortify the city. The Sol amics will

attack us. Their spy rides to alert themeven now. | let himgo," Gaidar
grow ed, "as you commanded. | think it was a m st ake.
He's in |l eague with the elf king. The Solamics will make some deal with the

el ves, bring the mght of both nations down on us."
"Most likely," said Mna
She held out her hand to Gaidar. He was privileged to help
her rise to her feet. She retained his hand—his right hand—n her own, | ooked
up into his eyes.
"All is well, Gaidar. | know what | am doi ng. Have faith."
"I have faith in you, Mna," Gaidar said.
M na cast him a di sappoi nted gl ance. Rel easing his hand, she turned away from
himto face the altar. Her | ook and her silence were her rebuke, that and the
sudden gut-twisting pain in his arm He clanped his Iips shut, massaged his
arm and stubbornly waited.
"I have no nore need of you, Gaidar," Mna said. "Go to your bed."
"I do not sleep until you sleep, Mna. You know that. O you should, after al
this tinme together."

Her head bowed. He was astonished to see two tears glitter in the candlelight,
slide down her cheeks. She whisked them both swiftly away.
"I know, Gaidar," she said in muffled voice that tried to be gruff but failed
"and | do appreciate your loyalty. If only ..." She paused, then, glancing
back at him she said, alnost shyly, "WII you wait here with ne?"
"Wait for what, Mna?"
"For a miracle."”

Mna lifted her hands in a commandi ng gesture. The flanes | eaped and swel | ed,
burni ng brighter and hotter. A wave of
searing heat snote Gaidar in the face, causing himto gasp for breath and lift
his hand to shield hinself.
A breath filled the chanber, blew on the flames, caused themto grow stronger
burn hi gher. Banners and tapestries graced with enblens sacred to the Mystics
hung behind the altar. The flames licked the fringe of the tapestries. The
fabric caught fire.
The heat grew in intensity. Snoke coiled around the altar and around
ol dnoon' s anber sarcophagus. The Sol ami c femal e began to cough and choke and
woke herself up. She stared in fearful amazenment, junped to her feet.
"Mna!" she cried. "W nust get out of here!"
The flames spread rapidly fromthe banners to the wooden beans that supported
the steep ceiling. Gaidar had never seen fire nove so fast, as if the wood and
the walls had been soaked with oil
"If your miracle is to burn down this tenple, then the Sol amic

is right," Gaidar bellowed over the roar of the fire. "W nust get out of
here now, before the ceiling collapses.™
"We are in no danger," Mna said calmy. "The hand of the One God protects us.
Wat ch and wonder and glory in her power."
The gigantic wooden ceiling beans were now abl aze. At any nonent, they would
start to crunble and break apart, cone crashing down on top of them Gaidar
was just about to grab hold of Mna and carry her out bodily, when he saw, to
his utter confusion, that the flames consuned the beans entirely. Nothing
was |left of them No cinders fell, no fiery tinbers cane thundering



down in a rush of sparks. The holy fire devoured the wood, devoured the
ceiling, devoured whatever materials had been used to build the roof. The

fl ames consunmed and then went out.

Not hi ng was | eft of the tenple roof, not even ashes. Gaidar stared into the
ni ght sky that glittered with stars.

The corpses of the two mages sat on their bench, unseeing, uncaring. They
could have perished in the flames and never nade a sound, spoken no word of
protest, done nothing to save thenselves. At a sharply spoken conmand from

M na, the bodies of the nages rose to their feet and noved toward the altar
Wal ki ng
wi t hout seeing where they were going, they came to a halt when M na ordered
themto stop—rear CGol dnmoon's anber

sar cophagus—and stood once nore staring at nothing.

"Watch!" said Mna softly. "The nmiracl e begins."

Gai dar had seen many wondrous and terrible sights in his long life,
particularly that part of it that revolved around M na. He had never seen
anything like this, and he stared, thunderstruck.
A hundred thousand souls filled the night sky. The ghostly m st of their
hands, their faces, their diaphanous |inbs blotted

out the stars. Gaidar stared, aghast, anazed, to see that in their ephenera
hands, the dead carried the skulls of dragons.

Reverently, gently, the souls of the dead |lowered the first skull through the
charred openi ng where the roof had been and placed the skull on the floor
before the altar.

The skull was enornous, that of a gold dragon—Gaidar could tell by the few
gol den scales that clung to the bone and gl eaned pathetically in the
flickering candlelight. Though the altar roomwas large, the skull filled it.
The dead brought down anot her skull, that of a red dragon. The dead pl aced the
skull of the red dragon down beside that of the gold.

Shouts and cries rose up fromoutside. Seeing the flames, people canme running
to the Tenple. The shouts ceased as they gazed in shock at the wondrous and
fearful sight of dragon skulls, hundreds of them spiraling down out of the
dark night, cradled in the arns of the dead.

Met hodi cal Iy, the dead piled the skulls one on top of the other, the |argest
skulls on the bottomto forma secure base, the skulls of smaller dragons
piled on top of that. The nobund of skulls rose higher and hi gher, stacking up
wel | above what woul d have been the height of the steep-pitched roof.
Gaidar's nmouth went dry. Hi s eyes burned, his throat constricted

so that he had difficulty speaking.

"This is a skull totemfromone of the dragon overlords!" he cried.

"Three of the dragon overlords to be precise,” Mna corrected.

The totemincreased in height, nowtaller than the tallest trees, and stil
the dead continued to bring nore skulls to add to it.

"This is the totemof Beryllinthranox the Green and of Khell endros

the Blue and of Malystryx the Red. As Malystryx stole the totenms of the other
two, so the dead steal hers.”

Gai dar's stonmach shriveled. H's knees weakened. He was forced to grab hol d of
the altar to remain standing. He was terrified,

and he was not ashaned to adnmit to his terror

"You have stolen Malys's toten? The dragon will be furious,

Mna. She will find out who has taken the totem and she will come here after
you!"

"I know,' said Mna calmy. "That is the plan."

"She will kill you, Mna!" Gaidar gasped. "She will kill us all. | know this

foul dragon. No one can stand up to her. Even her own kind are terrified of
her."

"Look, Gaidar," said Mna softly.

Gai dar turned his reluctant gaze back to the pile of skulls that was now

al nrost conplete. One last skull, that of a small white dragon, was laid upon
the top. The dead lingered for a noment, as if admring their handiwork. A



chill wind blew down fromthe nmountainside, shredded the souls into w sps of
fog, and dispersed

themw th a puff.

The eyes of dead dragons began to shine fromtheir hollow eye sockets. It
seenmed to Gaidar that he could hear voices, hundreds

of voices, raised in a triunphant paean. A shadowy formtook shape above the
totem coiled around it covetously. The shadowy form becane clearer, nore

di stinct. Scales of many colors gleaned in the candlelight. An enornous tai
curled around the totem s base, the body of a giant dragon circled it. Five
heads rose over the totem Five heads attached to one body and that body
attached to the totem

The body | acked substance, however. The five heads were daunting, but they
were not real heads, not as real as the skulls of the dead over which they
hovered. The eyes of the dead

dragons gl eaned bright. Their |ight was al nost blinding, and

suddenly it lanced straight into the heavens.

The light of the totem blazed through the sky, and there, | ooking

down upon them was a single eye. The eye of the goddess.

White, staring, the eye gazed down at them unbli nking.

The body of the five-headed dragon grew nore distinct, gained in substance and
in strength.

"The power of the totem feeds the One God as the totemonce fed Malys," Mna
said. "Wth each passing nonment, the One God cones closer to entering the
world, joining the nortal and immortal. On the N ght of the Festival of the
New Eye, the

One God will becone the paradox, she will take a nmortal formand inbue it with
imortality. In that noment, she will rule over all that is in the heavens and
all that is below. She will rule over the living and the dead. Her victory
will be assured, her triunph conplete."

She will take a nortal form Gaidar knew then why they'd been forced to cart

t he body of Gol dnmbon across Ansal on, haul it up mountains, and hoist it out of
val | eys.

Takhi sis's final revenge. She would enter the body of the one person who had
fought life-long against her, and she would use that body to seduce and
enthrall and entrap the trusting, the innocent, the guil el ess.

He coul d hear outside the tenple a hubbub of voices, raised in excitenment,
babbl i ng and clanoring at the sight of this new noon in the heavens. The cry
raised, "Mnal Mna!"

She would go out to them bask in the light and warnth of their affection, far

different fromthat chill, cold light. She would tell themthat this was the
wor k of the One God, but no one would pay any attention
"Mna. . . Mna. . ."

She wal ked out the door of the ruined tenple. Gaidar heard the swelling cheer
rai sed when she appeared, heard it reverberate off the sides of the nountains,
echo to the heavens.

To the heavens.

Gai dar | ooked up at the five heads of the ethereal dragon, swaying over the
totem consuning its power. The single eye burned, and he realized in that
nmonent that he was closer to this goddess than M na was or ever could be.

The trusting, the innocent, the guil el ess.

Gai dar wanted his bed, wanted to sleep and forget all this in dark oblivion
He woul d break his own rule this night. Mna was with those who adored her
She had no need of him He was about to depart, when he heard a noan.

The Sol ami c femal e crouched on the floor, huddled within herself, staring up
appal l ed, at the nonster that withed and coil ed above her

She, too, had seen the truth.

"Too late," he said to her as he passed by on his way to his bed. "Too | ate.
For all of us."
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Restless Spirits

The bodi es of the two nmages stood where they had been told to stand, near the
anber sarcophagus in the Tenple of the Heart, now the Tenple of the One Cod.
The spirit of only one of the nages was there to watch the building of the
totem Dalamar's spirit had departed with the arrival of the skull-bearing
dead. Palin continued to watch the totem grow, a nmonunment to the strengthening
power of Queen Takhi sis. He had no i dea where Dal amar had gone. The spirit of
the dark elf was often absent, gone nore than he was around.

Palin still found it disconcerting to be away fromhis body for any period of
time, but had been venturing farther these past few days. He was grow ng
increasingly alarnmed, for he realized—as did all the dead—that Takhisis was
very close to the time when she would nake her triunphant entry into the
wor | d.

Palin watched the totemgrow and, with it, Takhisis's power. Takhisis could
take many forms, but when dealing wth dragons,

she preferred her dragon form Five heads, each of a different color and
speci es of dragon, energed froma body of massive power and strength. The head
of the red dragon was brutal, vicious. Flames flickered in the nostrils. The
head of the blue was sl eek, elegant, and deadly. Lightning crackled from

bet ween the razor-sharp fangs. The head of the black was cunning,

sly, and dripped poi son acid. The head of the white was cruel, calcul ating,
and radi ated a bone-nunmbing chill. The head of the green was devi ous and

cl ever. Noxious funes spewed fromthe gaping jaws.

This was Takhisis on the i mortal plane, the Takhisis the dead served in dread
terror, the Takhisis whom Palin hated and | oathed and, despite hinself, felt
moved to worship. For in the eyes of the five dragons was the m nd of the god,
a mnd that could span the vastness of eternity and see and under st and

the imtless possibilities and, at the same tinme, nunber all the drops in the
swel ling seas and count the grains of sand in the barren desert.

The sight of the Dark Queen hovering around the skulls of the dead dragons,
recei ving the accol ades of the dead dragons, was too nuch for himto bear
Palin tore his spirit fromhis body and flitted restlessly out into the

dar kness.

He found it difficult to give up the habits of the living, and so he roaned
the streets of Sanction in his spirit formas he night have done in his living
form He wal ked around bui | di ngs,

when he m ght have passed through them Physical objects were no barrier to a
spirit, yet they blocked him To wal k through walls—+o0 do sonething that was
so conpl etely against the |laws of nature—aould be to admt that he had | ost
any connection to life, to the physical part of life. He could not do that,

not yet.

Hs spirit formdid allow himeasy passage through the streets that were

cl ogged with people, everyone running to the newy procl ai ned Tenpl e of the
One God to see the mracle. If he had been alive and breathing, Palin would
have been swept up in the nob or run down, just as were two beggars
floundering in the street. One, a | ane man, had his crutch knocked out from
under him The other, a blind man, had | ost his cane and was gropi ng about

hel plessly with his hands, trying to find it.

Instinctively, Palin started to offer themhelp, only to renenber what he was,
renenber there was no help he could give. Drifting nearer, Palin noted that
the blind man | ooked familiar—the silver hair, the white robes. . . . The
silver hair especially. He couldn't see the nan's face, which was covered by
bandages to hide the hi deous wound that had robbed himof his sight. Palin
knew the blind man, but he couldn't place him The nman was out of context, not
where he was supposed to be. The Citadel of Light came to Palin's mind, and he
suddenly recal |l ed where he had seen this nman before. This man, who was no man.
Using the eyes of the spirit world, Palin saw the true forms of the two
beggars, forms that existed on the imortal plane and thus could not be

bani shed, al though they had taken other shapes in the nmortal world. A silver



dragon—M rror—fornmer guardian of the Citadel of Light stood side by side,
wing-tip towng-tip with a blue dragon.

Palin renenbered then what it was to hope.

Dal amar's spirit was al so abroad this night. The dark elf ventured

much farther afield than Palin. Unlike Palin, Dalamar |et no physical barrier
i npede him Mbountains were for himas insubstantial
as clouds. He passed through the solid rock walls of Malys's lair, penetrated
its labyrinthine chambers with the ease of blinking an eye or drawing a

br eat h.

He found the great, red dragon sl eeping, as he had been accustomed to finding
her on previous occasions. Yet, this time, there was a difference. On his
earlier visits, she'd slept deeply and peacefully, secure in the know edge
that she was supreme ruler of this world and there were none strong enough to
chal | enge

her. Now, her sleep was troubled. Her huge feet tw tched, her eyes roved
behind closed lids, her nostrils inflated. Saliva
drooled fromher jaw, and a grow runbled deep in her chest. She dreaned—an
unpl easant dream seem ngly.
That woul d be not hi ng, conpared to her waking.
"Most Great and Graci ous Majesty,"” Dal amar said.

Mal ys opened one eye, another sign that her slunber was not restful. Usually
Dal amar had to speak to her several tines or even summon one of her nminions to
conme wake her.
"What do you want ?" she grow ed
"To nake you aware of what is transpiring in the world while you sleep.”
"Yes, go on," Malys said, opening the other eye.
"Where is your totem Majesty?" Dal amar asked coolly.

Mal ys turned her massive head to | ook reassuringly upon her collection of
skull's, trophies of her many victories, including those over Beryl and
Khel | endr os.

Her eyes wi dened. Her breath escaped in a sizzling hiss. Rearing

up with such force that she caused the mountain to quiver, she turned her head
this way and that.
"Where is it?" she bellowed, |ashing out with her tail. Ganite walls cracked
at the blows, stalactites crashed down fromthe
ceiling, shattered on her red scales. She paid themno attention. "Were is
the thief? Who has stolen it? Tell ne!"
"I will tell you," Dalamar said, ignoring her fury, for she could do himno
harm "But | want something in exchange."
"Always the shrewd bargainer!" she hissed with a flicker of flane from out her
teet h.
"You are aware of ny present |anentable condition," said Dal anar,
extending his hands to exhibit his ghostly form "If you recover the totem and
defeat the person who has unlawfully taken it, | ask that you use your nagic
to restore ny soul to ny living body."
"Granted," said Malys with a twitch of her clawed foot. Her head | eaned
forward. "Wio has it?"
"M na."
"M na?" Malys repeated, baffled. "Who is this Mna and why has she taken ny
toten? How has she taken it? | smell no thief! No one has been in nmy lair! No
thief could transport it!"
"Not even an arny of thieves,'
did"
"Mna . . ." Malys breathed the nanme with [ oathing. "Now | remenber. | heard
it said that she commanded an arny of souls. What rubbish!"
"The 'rubbish' stole away the totemwhile you slept, Mjesty, and they have
rebuilt it in Sanction, in what was once known as the Tenple of the Heart, but
is now known as the Tenple of the One God."
"This so-called One God again," snarled Malys. "This One God is starting to
annoy me."

Dal amar agreed. "An army of the dead could. And



"The One God could do far nore than annoy you, Mjesty," said Dal amar coolly.
"This One God was responsi ble for the destruction of Cyan Bl oodbane, your
cousin Beryl, and

Khel | endros the Bl ue—ext to yourself, the three nightiest dragons in Krynn.
This One God has enconpassed the fall of Silvanesti, the destruction of
Qual inost, the defeat of the Sol amic Knights in Sol anthus, and now she has
been victorious in Sanction. You alone stand in the way of her absolute
triunph."

Mal ys gl owered, silent, brooding. He had spoken harshly, and although she
didn't like to hear it, she couldn't deny the truth.
"She steals ny totem Wy?" Mlys asked sullenly.
"I't has not been your totemfor a long tinme," Dalamar replied. "The One God
has been subverting the souls of the dead dragons who once worshi ped her. She
has been using the power of their souls to fuel her own power. By stealing the
totens of your cousin and Khell endros, you played into the One God's hands.
You nmade the souls of the dead dragons nore powerful still. Do not
underestimate this goddess. Although she was weakened and near destruction
when first she cane to this world, she has

recovered her strength, and she is now poised to lay claimto a prize she has
| ong coveted."
"You speak as if you know this goddess," said Malys, eyeing Dalamar with
cont enpt .
"I do know her," said Dalamar, "and so do you-by reputation

Her name is Takhisis."

"Yes, |'ve heard of her," said Malys, with a dismssive flick of a claw. "I
heard she abandoned this world during the war with Father Chaos."

"She did not abandon it," said Dalamar. "She stole it and brought it here, as
she had long planned to do with the aid of Khellendros. Did you never stop to
t hink how this world

suddenly canme into being in this part of the universe? Did you never wonder?"
"No, why should I?" Malys returned angrily. "If food falls into the hands of a
starving man, he does not question, he eats!"

"You di ned exceedingly well, Mjesty,"” Dal amar agreed. "It is a shane that
afterward you did not take out the garbage. The souls of the dead dragons have
recogni zed their queen, and they will do anything she requires. You are sadly

out nunber ed, Your Mjesty."

"Dead dragons have no fangs." Malys sneered. "I face a puny god who has a
child for a chanpion and who nmust rely on expired souls for her mght. | wll
recover ny totemand deal a death blowto this god."

"When does Your Majesty plan to attack Sanction?" Dal amar asked.

"When | amready," Malys grow ed. "Leave me now. "

Dal amar bowed | ow. "Your Majesty will not forget her prom se—+to restore ny
soul to nmy body. | could be of so much nore use to you as one whol e person.”
Mal ys waved a claw. "I do not forget mnmy prom ses. Now go."

O osing her eyes, she let her massive head sink to the floor

Dal amar was not fool ed. For all her appearance of nonchal ance,

Mal ys had been shaken to the core of her being. She m ght sham sl eep, but
inside the fires of her rage burned bright and hot.

Satisfied that he had done all he coul d-here, at |east—bal amar

depart ed.
The totemgrew i nside the fire-ravaged Tenple. Mna's Knights and sol diers
cheered her and called her nane. Takhisis's shadow

hovered over the totem but few could see her. They did not |ook for her. They
saw M na, and that was all they cared about.

In Sanction's streets, now al nost completely enptied, the silver dragon Mrror
groped about for his beggar's staff, that had been knocked out of his hands.
"What is happening?" he asked his conpani on, who silently handed him his
staff. "What is going on? | hear a tumult and a great cry."

"It is Takhisis," said Razor. "l can see her. She has reveal ed hersel f. Many



of my brethren circle in the heavens, shouting her name. The dead dragons cry

out to her. | hear the voice of my mate anong them Red, blue, white, black
green, living, dead—all swear their loyalty to her. She grows in power as |
speak. "

"WIl you join then?'" Mrror asked.
"I have been thinking long on what you said back in the cave of the mghty
Skie," said Razor slowy. "How none of the calanmties that have befallen this

wor | d woul d have happened if it had not been for Takhisis. | hated and

det est ed Pal adi ne and the other so-called gods of light. | cursed his nane,
and if | had a chance to kill one of his chanpions, | took that chance and
gloried init. |I longed for the day when our queen m ght rul e uncontested.
"Now t hat day has cone, and | amsorry for it. She has no care for us." Razor
paused, then said, "I see you smiling, Silver. You think 'care' is the wong
word. | agree. Those of us who followed the Dark Queen are not noted for being

caring individuals. Respect. That is the word | want. Takhisis has no respect
for those her serve her. She uses themuntil they are no | onger of value to

her, then she casts themaside. No, | will not serve Takhisis."
"But will he work actively against her?" a faniliar voice
whi spered in Mrror's ear. "If you will vouch for him | can use his help, as

well as yours."

"Palin?" Mrror turned gladly in the direction of the voice. He reached out
his hand toward the source of the voice, but felt no warmhand clasp his in
return.

"I cannot see you or touch you, but |I hear you, Palin," Mrror said. "And even
your voice seens far away and di stant, as though you speak from across a w de
vale."

"So | do," said Palin. "Yet, together, perhaps we can cross it. | want you to
hel p ne destroy this totem"

Dal amar's spirit joined the river of souls flowing toward the Tenple of the
One, as other rivers flowtoward the sea. His spirit paid no heed to the rest,
but concentrated on his next objective. The other souls ignored him They
woul d not have heard himif he had spoken. They did not see him They heard
only one voice, saw only one face.

On arriving, Dalamar broke free of the torrent that spiraled around and around
the totem of dragon skulls. The inmrense nonunent towered high in the air,
visible for mles, or so said sone of the thousands who stood staring at it in
awe and

admration, exulting in Mna's victory over the hated red dragon, Malys.

Dal amar flicked the totema glance. It was inpressive, he had to admt. He
then shifted his nmind to nore urgent matters. Guards stood posted at the
tenpl e doors. None with substantial bodies were being admitted inside the
temple. His spirit flowed past the guards and into the altar room He made
certain that his body was safe, noted with sonme suprise that Palin's spirit
was abroad this night.

Palin's departure was such an unusual occurrence that, despite the urgency of
his errand, Dal amar paused to ponder where he might be, what the mage's soul
could be up to.

Dal amar wasn't concerned. He considered Palin as devious as a bow of

porri dge.
"Still," Dalamar rem nded hinself, "he is Raistlin's nephew. And while
porridge may be pale and lunpy, it is also thick and viscous. Mich can be
conceal ed beneath that bland surface."
The souls whirled in frenetic ecstasy around the totem as thick as snoke
rising fromwater-soaked wood. MI11lions of faces streaned past Dal anar any

i nstant he chose to | ook. He continued
on his way, noved ahead with the next stage of his plan

M na stood alone at the. candle-lit altar. Her back to the totem she stared,
rapt, into the flanes. The big m notaur was nearby. Wiere Mna was, the

m not aur was.
"M na, you are exhausted," Gaidar pleaded. "You can barely stand. You nust



cone to your bed. Tonorrow . . . who knows what tonorrow will bring? You
shoul d be rested.”

"I thought you went to bed, Gaidar," said M na.

"I did," the mnotaur growed. "I could not sleep. | knew | would find you
here.”

"I like to be here," said Mna in a dreamy voice. "Cose to the One God. | can

feel her holy presence. She folds me in her arns and lifts me up with her."
M na rai sed her gaze upward into the night sky, now visible since the roof of

the tenpl e had been destroyed. "I amwarmwhen | amw th her, Gaidar. | am
warm and | oved and fed and clothed and safe in her arnms. Wen | cone back to
this world, I amcold and starving and thirsty. It is a punishnent to be here,

Gai dar, when | would so nmuch rather be up there.”

Gai dar nade a runmbling sound in his throat. If he had doubts, he knew better
than to speak them He said only, "Yet, while you are down here, Mna, you
have a job to do for the One God. You will not be able to do that job if you
are sick with fatigue."

M na reached out her hand, placed it on the mnotaur's arm "You are right,

Gaidar. | ambeing selfish. I will come to bed, and I will even sleep late in
t he norning."

Mna turned to |l ook at the totem Her anmber eyes shone as if she still stared
into the flames. "Isn't it nagnificent?"

She m ght have said nore, but Dalamar took care to enter her line of sight. He
bowed | ow.
"I seek but a monment of your tine, Mna," said Dal amar, bow ng agai n.
"Go on ahead and make certain that my chanber is prepared, Gaidar," Mna
ordered. "Don't worry. | will conme shortly."
Gai dar's bestial eyes passed over the place where Dal amar's spirit hovered.

Dal amar coul d never decide if the minotaur saw
himor not. He didn't think so, but he had the feeling that Gaidar knew his
spirit was there. The m notaur's nose winkled, as though he snelled sonething
rotten. Then with a grunting snort, Gaidar turned away and left the altar
room
"What do you want?" M na asked Dal amar. Her tone was calm conposed. "Have you
word of the mmgi cal device carried by the kender?"
"Alas, no, Mna," said Dalamar, "but | do have other information

| have dire news. Malys is aware that you are the one who has stol en her
totem"
"Indeed," said Mna, smling slightly.
"Malys will come to take it back, Mna. The dragon is furious. She sees you
now as a threat to her power."
"Why are you telling me all this, w zard?" Mna asked. "Surely, you are not
fearful for ny safety.”

"No, Mna, | amnot," said Dalamar coolly. "But | amfearfu

for my own if something should happen to you. I will help you defeat Malys.
You will need a wizard's help to fight against this dragon.™

"How wi || you, in your sorry state, help me?" M na asked, amnused.

"Restore ny soul to ny body. I amone of the nost powerful w zards in the

history of Krynn. My help to you could be

i nval uabl e. You have no | eader for the dead. You tried to recruit Lord Soth
and failed."
The anber eyes flickered. She was di spl eased.
"Yes, | heard about that," Dalamar said. "My spirit travels the world. | know
a great deal about what is transpiring. | could be of use to you. | could be
the one to lead the dead. | could seek out the kender and bring himand the
device to you. Burrfoot knows me, he trusts nme. | have nmade a study of the
Devi ce of Tine Journeying

I could teach you to use it. | could use ny magic to help you fight the

dragon's magic. Al this | could do for you—but only as living man."

Dal amar saw hinself reflected in the anber eyes—a w sp, nore insubstanti al
than spider's silk.



"Al'l this you will do for ne and nore, if | require it,” Mna said, "not as
living man but as living corpse."” She lifted her head proudly. "As for your
hel p agai nst Malys, | have no need of your aid. The One God supports ne and
fights at my side. | need no other."

"Listen to me, Mna, before you go," insisted Dalamar, as she was turning
away. "In nmy youth, | came to your One God as a |l over comes to his mstress.
She enmbraced me and caressed nme and prom sed ne that one day we would rule the
worl d, she and 1.1 believed her, | trusted in her. My trust was betrayed. Wen
I was no | onger of use to her, she cast ne to ny enemes. She will do the sane
to you, Mna. Wen that day cones, you will need an ally of ny strength and
power. A living ally, not a corpse.”

M na paused, glanced back at him She wore a thoughtful |ook. "Perhaps there
is sonething in what you say, w zard."

Dal amar watched her warily, not trusting this sudden about-face. "There is, |
assure you."

"Your faith in the One God was betrayed. She might say the sanme of you,

Dal amar the Dark. Lovers often quarrel, a silly

quarrel, soon forgotten, neither of themrenmenbering.”

"I remenber," said Dal anar. "Because of her betrayal, | |ost everything | ever
| oved and val ued. Do you think | would so readily forget?"

"She m ght say that you put all that you | oved and val ued above her," M na
said, "that she was the one forsaken. Still, after all this time, it doesn't
matter who was at fault. She values your affection. She would like to prove

she still loves you by restoring to you everything you | ost and nore."
"I'n return for what?" Dal anar asked warily.
"A pl edge of your affection.”

"And? ..."
"A small favor."
"And what is this 'small' favor?"

"Your friend, Palin Majere—=

"He is not ny friend."

"That makes this easier, then," Mna said. "Your fellow w zard conspires

agai nst the One God. She is aware of his plots and schem ngs, of course. She
woul d have no trouble thwarting them but she has rmuch on her m nd these days,
and she woul d appreciate your help."

"What nust | do?" Dal amar asked.

M na shrugged. "Nothing nuch. Sinply alert her when he is about to act. That

is all. She will take care of the matter fromthere."
"And in return?"
"You will be restored to life. You will be given all you ask for, including

the | eadership of the arnmy of souls, if that is what you want. In addition
" Mna smled at him The anmber eyes snil ed.
"Yes? In addition?"

"Your magic will be restored to you."
"My nmagic," Dal amar enphasized. "I do not want the magic she borrowed fromthe
dead and then loaned to me. | want the nagic that once lived inside ne!"

"You want the god's magic. She prom ses.”

Dal amar thought back to all the prom ses Takhisis had nade him all the
prom ses she had broken. He wanted this so nmuch. He wanted to believe
"I will," he said softly.

14

The Ring and the d oak

Days, weeks, had passed since the Qualinesti elves had arrived in Silvanesti.
How | ong they had been here, Glthas could not say, for one day blended into
another in the tineless woods. And though his people were content to all ow one
day to slide off tinme's silken strand and fall into the soft green grass,
Glthas was not. He grew increasingly frustrated. Al hana kept up the pretense
that Silvanoshei was recovering inside his tent. She spoke of himto her



people, giving details of what he said and what he ate and how he was slowy
mendi ng. Glthas listened in shock to these lies, but, after a tinme, he cane
to the conclusion that Al hana actually believed them She had woven the
t hreads of fal sehood into a warm bl anket and was using that blanket to shield
herself fromthe cold truth
The Silvanesti listened to her and asked no questions —
somet hing el se that was inconprehensible to G lthas.

"We Silvanesti do not like change," explained Kiryn in response to Glthas' s
frustration. "Qur mages halted the changing

of the seasons, for we could not bear to see the green of spring wther and
die. I know you cannot understand this, Glthas. Your human bl ood runs hot,
will not let you sit still. You count the

seconds because they are so short and slip away so fast. The human side of
you revels in change."

"Yet change cones!" said G lthas, pacing back and forth, "whether the
Silvanesti will it or not."

"Yes, change has conme to us," said Kiryn with a sad snile. "Its raging torrent
has washed away nuch of what we |oved. Now the waters are calner, we are
content to float on the surface.

Perhaps we will wash up on some quiet shore, where no one will find us or
touch us or harmus ever again."

"The Dark Knights are desperate,” said Glthas. "They are outnunbered, they
have no food. Their norale is low W should attack now "

"What woul d be the outcome?" asked Kiryn, shrugging. "The Dark Knights are
desperate, as you say. They will not go down wi thout a fight. Many of our
people would die."

"And many of the eneny would die," said Glthas inpatiently.

"The death of one human is as the crushing of an ant—there are so nmany |eft
and so nmany nore to come. The death of a single elf is like the falling of a
m ghty oak. None will grow up to take his place for hundreds of years, if
then. So many of us have died already. W have so little left to us, and it is
all precious. How can we waste it?"

"What if the Silvanesti knew the truth about Silvanoshei ?" G |thas asked
grimy. "What woul d happen then?"

Kiryn | ooked out into the green | eaves of the never changing forest. "They
know, Glthas," he said quietly. "They know. As | said, they do not |ike
change. It easier to pretend that it is always springtine."

Eventually, Glthas had to quit worrying about the Silvanesti and start
worryi ng about his own people. The Qualinesti were beginning to splinter into
factions. One was led, unfortunately, by his wi fe. The Lioness sought revenge,
no matter what the cost.

She and those like her wanted to fight the humans in Silvanost, drive them
out, whether the Silvanesti would join themor not. It fell to Glthas to
argue time and again that under no circunmstances could the Qualinesti |aunch
an attack against the lord city of their cousins. No good could cone of this,
he argued. It would lead to nore years of bitter division between the two
nations. He could see this so clearly that he wondered how others could be so
bl i nd.

"You are the one who is blind," said the Lioness angrily. "No wonder. You
stare constantly into the darkness of your own nind!"

She left him noved out of their tent, going to |live anong her Wlder elf
troops. Glthas grieved at this quarrel—+he first since their marriage—but he
was king first, not |oving husband. Much as he longed to give in, he could
not, in good conscience, pernit her to have her way.
Anot her faction of Qualinesti was being seduced by the Silvanesti

way of life. Their hearts bruised and aching, they were content to live in
the dream i ke state in the beautiful forest that rem nded themof the forests
of their honel and. Senator Palthainon, the | eader of this faction, slavishly
flattered the Silvanesti,

dropping hints into their ears that G lthas, because he was part human, was



not the right ruler of the Qualinesti and could never be. Glthas was erratic
and wayward, as are all humans, and not to be trusted. If it had not been for
t he staunch and steadfast courage of Senator Palthai non, the Qualinesti would
have never made it across the desert alive, and so on and so forth.

Sone of the Qualinesti knew this to be untrue, and many argued in favor of
their king, but the rest, while they applauded G Ilthas's courage, would not
have been sorry to see himgo. He was the past, the pain, the gapi ng wound.
They wanted to start to heal. As for the Silvanesti, they did not trust
Glthas to begin with, and Palthai non's whispers did not help.

Glthas felt as though he had wal ked into a quagnmre. Relentlessly, inch by
agoni zi ng i nch, he was being sucked down into sonme nanel ess doom Hi s
struggl es caused himto sink further

his cries went unheeded. The end was approaching so slowy that no one el se
seened to be aware of it. Only he could see it.

The stal emate continued. The Dark Knights hid in Silvanost, afraid to cone
out. The elves hid in the forest, unwilling to nove.

G lthas had taken to wal king the forests al one these days. He wanted no
conpany for his gloomridden thoughts, had even bani shed Pl anchet. Hearing a
bestial cry fromthe air, he | ooked up, and his blood thrilled. A griffin,
bearing a rider, circled above the trees, searching for a safe place to | and.
Change, for good or ill, was coni ng

G Ithas hastened through the forest to where Al hana had established her canp,
about thirty mles south of the border between Silvanesti and Bl ode. The
majority of the Silvanesti force was in this location, along with the refugees
who had fled or been rescued fromthe capital city of Silvanost, and the
Qualinesti refugees. Ot her elven forces were | ocated al ong the Thon- Thal as
River, with nmore lurking in the Bl eedi ng Woods that surrounded Silvanost.
Al t hough scattered, the elven forces were in constant contact, using the w nd,
the creatures of woods and air, and

runners to speed nessages from one group to another

G Ithas had wandered far fromthe canpsite, and he was sonme tinme retracing his
steps. Wien he arrived, he found Al hana in conmpany with an elf who was a
stranger to him The elf was dressed as a warrior, and by the | ooks of his
weat hered face and travel -stained clothing, he had been on the road for many
long nonths. Glthas could tell by the warnmth in Al hana's voice and the
agitation in her manner that this elf was soneone special to her. Al hana and
the strange elf disappeared inside her shelter before Glthas had a chance to
make hinsel f known.

Seeing G lthas, Kiryn waved hi mover

"Samar has returned."

"Samar ... the warrior who went in search of Silvanoshei ?"

Ki ryn nodded.

"And what of Silvanoshei?" G lthas |ooked in the direction of Al hana's tent.
"Samar came back al one,” said Kiryn.
An agoni zed cry came from Al hana's shelter. The cry was quickly snothered and
was not repeated. Those waiting tensely outside glanced at each ot her and
shook their heads. A sizeable crowd had formed in the small clearing. The
elves waited in respectful silence, but they waited, determ ned to hear the
news for thenselves.
Al hana came out to speak to them acconpani ed by Samar, who stood protectively
at her side. Samar rem nded G lthas of Marshal Medan, a resenbl ance that woul d
not have been
appreci ated by either one. Samar was an ol der elf, probably near the sane age
as Al hana's husband, Porthios. Years of exile and warfare

had etched the delicate bone structure of the elven face into granite, sharp
and hard. He had | earned to bank the fire of his enptions so that he gave away
not hi ng of what he was thinking or feeling. Only when he | ooked at Al hana did
warnth flicker in his dark eyes.
Al hana's face, surrounded by the mass of black hair, was normally pale, the
pure white of the lily. Now her skin was conpletely w thout color, seened



translucent. She started to speak, but could not. She shuddered, pain wacked
her as if it mght rend her bone by bone. Samar reached out a supportive

arm Al hana thrust him aside. Her face hardened into firmresolve. Mastering
hersel f, she | ooked out upon the silent watchers.

"I give my words to the wind and to the rushing water," said Al hana. "Let them
carry the words to ny people. | give my words to the beasts of the forests and
the birds of the air. Let themcarry my words to ny people. Al of you here,
go forth and carry ny words to ny people and to our cousins, the Qualinesti."
Her gaze touched on Glthas but only for an instant.

"You know t his man—Samar, ny nost trusted commander and | oyal friend. Many

| ong weeks ago, | sent himon a mssion. He has returned fromthat m ssion
wi th news of inportance.” Al hana paused, noistened her lips. "In telling you
what Samar has told me, | nust make an adnission to you. Wen | clai ned
that Silvanoshei, your king, was ill inside his tent, | lied. If you want to
know why | told this lie, you have only to | ook about you. | told the lie in
order keep our people together, to keep us unified and to keep our cousins
united beside us. Because of the lie, we are strong, when we m ght have been
terribly weakened. W will need to be strong for what |ies ahead."
Al hana paused, drew in a shivering breath.

"What | tell you nowis the truth. Shortly after the battle of Silvanost,

Si | vanoshei was captured by the Dark Knights. W tried to rescue him but he

was taken away fromus in the night. | sent Samar to try to find out what had
become of him Samar has found him Silvanoshei, our king, is being held
pri soner

in Sanction."”
The el ves made soft sounds, as of a breath of wi nd bl ow ng through the
branches of the willow, but said nothing.
"I will let Samar tell you his tale."

Even as Samar spoke to the people, he had a care for Al hana. He stood near
her, ready to assist her if her strength failed.
"I met a Knight of Solammia, a brave and honorable man." Samar's dark eyes
swept the crowd. "For those who know ne, this is high praise. This Knight saw
Si I vanoshei in prison and spoke to him at peril of his own life. The Kni ght
bore
Si I vanoshei's cloak and this ring."
Al hana held up the ring for all to see. "The ring is ny son's. | knowit. Hs
father gave it to himwhen he was a child. Samar al so recognized it."
The el ves | ooked fromthe ring to Al hana, their expressions troubl ed. Severa
of ficers, standing near Kiryn, nudged himand urged himforward.

Kiryn advanced. "May | have perm ssion to speak, gracious Queen?"
"You may, Cousin," said Al hana, regarding himwith an air of defiance as if to
say, "You may speak, but | do not promise to listen."
"Forgive me, Al hana Starbreeze," Kiryn said respectfully, "for doubting the
word of such a great and renowned warrior as
Samar, but how do we know we can trust this human Knight? Perhaps it is a
trap.”
Al hana rel axed. Apparently this wasn't the question she had been anti ci pati ng.
"Let Glthas, ruler of the Qualinesti, son of the House of Sol ostaran, cone
forward."'
Wondering what this had to do with him G Ilthas wal ked out of the crowd to
make his bow to Al hana. Samar's stern gaze flicked over Glthas, who had the

i mpressi on of being weighed in the bal ance. \Whether he canme out the w nner or
the loser in Samar's estinmation, the young king had no way of judging.
"Your Majesty," said Samar, "when you were in Qualinesti, did you know a
Sol ammi ¢ by the nane of Gerard uth Mondar ?"
"Yes, | did," said Glthas, startled.
"You consider hima man of courage, of honor?"
"I do," said Glthas. "He is all that and nore. Is this the Knight of whom you
spoke?"
"Sir Gerard said he heard that the king of the Qualinesti and survivors of



that land were going to try to reach safe haven in our |and. He expressed deep
sorrow for your loss but rejoiced that you are safe. He asked to be renenbered
to you."

"I know this Knight. | know of his courage, and | can attest to his honor. You
are right to trust his word. Gerard uth Mondar came to Qualinesti under
strange circunstances, but he left that land a true friend carrying with him

t he bl essing of our bel oved Queen Mt her Lauranal anthal asa. Hi s was one of the
| ast

bl essi ngs ny nother ever bestowed."

"I'f both Samar and Glthas attest to the honor of this Knight, then | have no
nore to say against him" said Kiryn. Bowing, he returned to his place within
the circle.

Over a hundred el ves had gathered. They were quiet, said nothing, but
exchanged gl ances. Their silence was el oquent. Al hana coul d proceed, and she
did so.

"Samar has brought other information. W can now give a nane to this One CGod.
The One God cane to us in the name of peace and |ove, but that turned out to
be part of her despicable

plan to ensnare and destroy us. And now we know why. The name of the One CGod
is an ancient one. The One CGod is Takhisis."

Li ke a pebble dropped into still water, the ripples of this astoundi ng news
spread anong the el ves.

"I cannot explain to you howthis terrible mracle cane about,"” Al hana
continued, her voice growi ng stronger and nore najestic with every word. The
elves were with her now She had their full support. Al questions about the
human Kni ght were forgotten, overshadowed by the dark w ngs of an ancient foe
"But we do not need to know. At |last, we can put a nane to our eneny and it is
an eneny that we can defeat, for we have defeated her in the past.

"The Sol amic Kni ght, CGerard, carries word of this to the Knights' Council,"
Samar added. "The Sol amics are forming an arny to attack Sanction. He urges
the elves to be part of this force, to rescue our king. What say you?"

The el ves gave a cheer that caused the branches of the trees to shake. Hearing
the conmmmotion, nmore and nore elves came running to the site, and they raised
their voices. The Lioness arrived, her Wlder elves behind her. Her face was
agl ow, her eyes alight.

"What is this | hear?" she cried, sliding fromher horse and racing to
Glthas. "ls it true? Are we going to war at |ast?"

He did not answer her, but she was too excited to notice. Turning from him
she sought out those soldiers anong the

Silvanesti. Before this, they would have never deigned to speak to a WI der
el f, but now they answered her eager questions with joy.

Al hana's officers clustered around her and around Samar, offering suggestions,
maki ng pl ans, discussing what routes that they would take and how fast they
coul d possibly reach Sanction and who would be pernitted to go and who woul d
be left behind.

G lthas alone stood silent, listening to the tunult. Wen he finally spoke, he
heard his own voice, heard the human sound to it, deeper and harsher than the
voi ces of the elves.

"We nust attack," he said, "but our target should not be

Sanction. Qur target is Silvanost. Wen that city is secure, then we turn our
eyes to the north. Not before.™

The elves stared at himin shocked disapproval, as if he were a guest at a
weddi ng who had gone berserk and smashed all the gifts. The only elf who paid
any heed to himwas Sanmar.

"Let us hear the Qualinesti king," he orderd, raising his voice over the angry
runbl i ngs.

"It is true that we have defeated Takhisis in the past,”" Glthas told his

gl oweri ng audi ence, "but we had the help of Pal adine and M shakal and the

ot her gods of light. Now Takhisis is the One God, alone and suprenme. Her
defeat will not be easy.



"W will have to march hundreds of mles from our honel and,

| eaving our own land in the hands of the eneny. W will join a fight with
humans to attack and try to win a human city. We will make sacrifices for
which we will never be rewarded. | do not say that we should not join this

battl e agai nst Takhisis,"

G lthas added. "My nother, as all of you know, fought anong humans. She fought
to save human cities and human |lives. She nade sacrifices for which no one
ever thanked her. This battle against Takhisis and her forces is a battle that
| believe is worth fighting. | counsel only that we make certain we have a
honmel and to which to return. W have |ost Qualinesti. Let us not |ose

Si | vanesti . "

Heari ng his inpassioned words, the Lioness's expression

softened. She came to stand at his side.

"My husband is right," she said. "W should attack Silvanost and hold it
secure before we send a force to rescue the young king."

The Silvanesti | ooked at themw th hostile eyes. A half-human and a W | der

el f. Qutsiders, aliens. Wio were they to tell the

Silvanesti and even the Qualinesti what to do? Prefect Palthainon stood beside
Al hana, whispering in her ear, undoutedly urging her to pay no attention to
the "puppet king." Glthas found one ally anong t hem-Samar

"The king of our cousins speaks w sely, Your Majesty," said Samar. "I think we
shoul d heed his words. If we march to Sanction

we | eave behind us an eneny who may well attack and slay us when our backs are
turned.”

"The Dark Knights are trapped in Silvanost |ike bees caught in a jar," replied
Al hana. "They bunbl e about, unable to escape. Mna has no intention of sending
reinforcements to the Dark Knights in Silvanost. If she was going to, she

woul d have done so by now | will leave a snall force behind to keep up the
illusion that a larger force has them surrounded. When we return
triunphant, we will deal with these Dark Knights, my son and |," she added
proudly.

"Al hana," Samar began

She cast hima glance, her violet eyes wine-dark and chill.

Samar sai d nothing nore. Bowi ng, he took up his stance behind his queen. He
did not ook at Glthas, nor did Al hana. The deci sion had been made, the
matter cl osed.

Silvanesti and Qualinesti gathered eagerly around her, awaiting her commands.
The two nations were united at last, united in their determnation to march to
Sanction. After a nonent's worried | ook at her husband, the Lioness squeezed
his hand for confort, then she, too, hastened over to confer with Al hana

St ar br eeze.

Why coul dn't they see? Wat blinded then?

Takhi sis. This is her doing, Glthas said to hinself. Now free to rule the
wor | d unchal | enged, she has seized hold of love's sweet elixir, stirred it
with poison, and fed it to both the mother and her son. Silvanoshei's |ove for
M na turns to obsession. Al hana's |ove for her son nuddl es her thoughts. And
how can we fight this? How can we fight a god when even | ove—eur best weapon
agai nst her—s tainted?
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The Rescue of a King

El ves coul d be dreany and lethargic, spend all their daylight

hours wat chi ng the unfolding of the petals of a rose or sit hushed and rapt
beneath the stars for nights on end. But when they are stirred to action, the
el ves astoni sh their hunmans observers with their qui ckness of thought and of
nmoverent, their ability to make swi ft decisions and carry themthrough, their
resol ve and determi nation to overcone any and all obstacles.

If either Al hana or Samar slept in the next few days, G lthas had no idea
when. Day and night, the stream of people conmi ng and going fromher tree



shelter never ceased. He hinself was one of them for as ruler of his people,
he was included in all inportant decisions. He said very little, however,

al t hough Al hana graciously took pains to invite himto share his opinion. He
knew quite well that his opinion was not valued. In

addi ti on, he had such small know edge of the | ands through which they nust
pass that he was not nuch hel p anyway.

He was surprised to see how readily the Silvanesti and Qualinesti

| ooked to Al hana, once an outcast, a dark elf, for |eadership.

Hi s surprise ended when he heard her detail the outlines of her plan. She
knew t he nount ai nous | ands t hrough which they nmust march, for she had hi dden
her forces there for nany years. She knew every road, every deer path, every
cave. She knew war, and she knew the hardships and terrors of war.

No Sil vanesti commander had such extensive know edge of the |ands they woul d
traverse, the forces they mght have to fight, and soon the nost obdurate of
them deferred to Al hana's

superior know edge and swore loyalty to her. Even the Lioness, who would | ead
her Wl der elves, was inpressed.

Al hana's plan for the march was brilliant. The elves would travel north into
into Blode, land of their enem es, the ogres. This night appear to be
sui ci dal, but nmany years ago, Porthios had discovered that the Khal ki st
mountain range split in two, hiding with its tall peaks a series of valleys
and gorges nestled in the center. By marching in the valleys, the elves could
use the nmountains to guard their flanks. The route would be | ong and arduous,
but the elven arny would travel light and swift. They hoped to be safely

t hrough Bl ode before the ogres knew they were there.

Unl i ke human arm es, who nust cart about blacksmith forges and heavily | aden
supply wagons, the elves wore no plate or chain arnmor, carried no heavy swords
or shields. The elves relied on the bow and arrow, maki ng good use of the
skill for which elven archers are renowned. Thus the elven army could cover
far greater distances than their human counterparts. The elves would have to
travel swiftly, for within only a few short weeks the winter snows would start
to fall in the nountains, sealing off the passes.

Mich as he admired Al hana's plan of battle, every fiber in Glthas's body
cried out that it was wong. As Samar had said, they should not march ahead,

| eaving the eneny in control behind. Glthas grew so despondent and frustrated
that he knew he nust stop going to the neetings. Yet, the Qualinesti

needed to be represented. He turned to the man who had been his friend for
many years, a man who had, along with his wife, helped to lift Glthas from
the debilitating depression that had once sought to claimhim

"Planchet," said Glthas, early one norning, "I amdismi ssing you from ny
service."

"Your Majesty!" Planchet stared, aghast and di smayed. "Have | done anything or
sai d anything to displease you? If so, | amtruly sorry—=

"No, nmy friend," said Glthas, smling a snile that came fromthe heart, not
fromdipl omacy. He rested his armon the shoul der of the man who had stood by

his side for so long. "Do not protest the use of that word. | say 'friend,’
and | mean it. | say adviser and mentor, and | nean that, too. | say father
and councilor, and | nean those, as well. All these you have been to ne,

Pl anchet. | do not exaggerate when | say that | would not be standing here
today if it were not for your strength and your w se guidance."

"Your Majesty," Planchet protested, his voice husky. "I do not deserve such
prai se. | have been but the gardener. Yours is the tree that has grown strong
and tall =

"—from your careful nurturing."”

"And this is the reason | nust |eave His Majesty?" Planchet asked quietly.
"Yes, because now it is your tine to nurture and watch over others. The
Qualinesti need a nmilitary |leader. Qur people clanmor to march to Sanction. You
must be their general. The Lioness |eads the Kagonesti. You will lead the
Qualinesti. WIIl you do this for nme?"

Pl anchet hesitated, troubled.



"Planchet," said Glthas, "Prefect Palthainon is already trying to squirmhis
way into this position. If | appoint you, he will grunble and gripe, but he
will not be able to stop me. He knows nothing of nmilitary matters, and you are
a veteran with years of experience. You are liked and trusted by the
Silvanesti. Please, for the sake of our people, do this for ne."

"Yes, Your Majesty," Planchet replied at once. "Of course. | thank you for
your faith in me, and I will try to be worthy of it. | know that Your Mjesty
is not in favor of this course of action, but | believe that it is the right
one. Once we defeat Takhisis and drive her fromthe world, the shadow of dark

wings will be lifted, the light will shine on us, and we will renove the eneny
fromboth our |ands."
"Do you truly think so, Planchet?" Glthas asked in sonmber tones. "I have ny

doubts. We may defeat Takhisis, but we will not defeat that on which she
thrives—the darkness in nmen's hearts. Thus | think we woul d be wise to drive
out the eneny that holds our hones, secure our honel and and make it strong,
then march out into the world."

Pl anchet sai d not hi ng, appeared enbarrassed.

"Speak your thoughts, nmy friend," said Glthas, smling. "You are now ny
general . You have an obligation to tell me if | amwong."

"I would say only this, Your Majesty. It is these very isolationis

t policies that have brought great harmto the elves in the past, causing us
to be m strusted and m sunderstood by even those who mi ght have been our

allies. If we fight al ongside the humans in this battle, it will prove to them
that we are part of the larger world. W will gain their respect and perhaps
even their friendship."

"In other words,"” said Glthas, smling wyly, "I have always been one to

| anguish in nmy bed and wite poetry—

"No, Your Mjesty," said Planchet, shocked. "I never neant—

"I know what you neant, dear friend, and | hope you are right. Now, you'll be
wanted in the next mlitary conference that is convening shortly. | have told

Al hana Starbreeze of ny decision to nane you general, and she approves of it.
What ever deci sions you nmake, you nmake themin ny nane."

"I thank you for your trust, Your Myjesty," said Planchet. "But what will you
do? WIIl you march with us or remain behind?"

"I amno warrior, as you well know, dear friend. What small skill | have with
the sword | have you to thank for it. Some of our

peopl e cannot travel, those with children to care for, the infirmand the

elderly. | am considering remaining behind with them"

"Yet, think, Your Mjesty, Prefect Palthai non marches with us. Consider that
he will attenpt to insinuate hinmself into Alhana's trust. He will dermand a
part in any negotiations with humans, a race he detests and despises."”
"Yes," said Glthas wearily. "I know. You had best go now, Planchet. The
meeting will convene shortly, and Al hana requires that everyone be pronpt in

their attendance."”

"Yes, Your Mpjesty," said Planchet, and with one final

troubl ed gl ance at his young king, he departed.

Wthin a far shorter time than anyone could have i magi ned, the elves were
prepared to march. They left behind a force as the hone guard to watch over

t hose who could not make the long trek north, but the force was small, for the
land itself was their best defender—the trees that |oved the elves would
shelter them the aninmals would warn them and carry nessages for them the
caverns woul d hide them

They | eft behind another small force to maintain the illusion that an elven
arnmy had the city of Silvanost surrounded. So well did this small force play
its part that General Dogah, shut up in the walls of a city he'd cone to

| oat he, had no idea that his eneny had marched away. The Dark Kni ghts renai ned
i mprisoned inside their victory and cursed Mna, who had left themto this
fate.

The kirath remai ned to guard the borders. Long had they wal ked within the gray
desol ation left behind by the shield. Now they rejoiced to see small green



shoots thrusting up defiantly through the gray dust and decay. The kirath took
this as a hopeful sign for their honmeland and their people, who had thensel ves
al nrost withered and died, first beneath the shield, then beneath the crushing
boot of the Dark Knights.

G lthas had nade up his nmind to stay behind. Two days before the march, Kiryn
sought hi m out .

Seeing the elf's troubled face, Glthas sighed i nwardly.

"I hear you plan to remain in Silvanesti,' Kiryn said. "I think you should
change your mind and come with us."

"Why?" asked G lthas

"To guard the interests of your people."

Glthas said nothing, interrogated himw th a | ook

Kiryn flushed. "I was given this information in confidence."
"I do not want you to break a vow, " said Glthas. "I have no use for spies."
"I took no vow. | think Samar wanted me to tell you," said Kiryn. "You know

that we march through the Khal ki st Muntains, but do you know how we plan to
make our way into Sanction?"

"I know so little of the territory— G |thas began

"W will ally ourselves with the dark dwarves. March our army through their
underground tunnels. They are to be well-paid."

"Wth what?" G| thas asked.

Kiryn stared down at the leaf-strewn forest floor. "Wth the noney you have
brought with you from Qualinesti."

"That wealth is not mne," Glthas said sharply. "It is the wealth of the
Qualinesti people. Al that we have left."

"Prefect Palthainon offered it to Al hana, and she accepted."

"If I protest, there will be trouble. My attendance on this ill-fated venture
wi Il not change that."

"No, but now Palt hai non, as highest-ranking official, has charge of the
wealth. If you come, you take your people's trust into your keeping. You may
be forced to use it. There may not be another way. But the decision would be
yours to nake."

"So now it comes to this,” Glthas nmuttered when Kiryn had gone. "W pay off
the darkness to save us. How far do we sink into darkness before we becone the
dar kness?"

On the day the march began, the Silvanesti left their bel oved woods with dry
eyes that | ooked to the north. They marched in silence, with no songs, no

bl ari ng horns, no crashing cynbals, for the Dark Knights must never know that
they were | eaving, the ogres nmust not be warned of their coming. The el ves
mar ched in the shadows of the trees to avoid the eyes of watchful blue
dragons, circling above.

When they crossed the border of Silvanesti, Glthas paused to | ook behind him
at the rippling |l eaves that flashed silver in the sunlight, a brilliant
contrast to the gray line of decay that was the forest's boundary, the
shield s | egacy. He gazed long, with the oppressive feeling in his heart that
once he crossed, he could never go back
A week after the Silvanesti arny had departed, Rolan of the kirath wal ked his
regul ar patrol along the border. He kept his gaze fixed on the ground, noting
with joy in his heart a small sign that nature was fighting a battle agai nst
the evil caused by the shield.
Al t hough the shield s deadly magi c was gone, the destruction wought by its
evil magi c remai ned. Whatever plant or tree the shield had touched had died,
so the borders of Silvanesti were marked by a gray, grimline of death.

Yet now, beneath the gray shroud of desiccated | eaves and withered sticks,

Rol an found tiny stal ks of green emerging

triunphantly fromthe soil. He could not tell yet what they were: blades of
grass or delicate wildflowers or perhaps the first brave shoot of what would
become a towering oak or a flame-col ored maple. Maybe, he thought with a
snmle, this was some common, hunbl e plant he tended—dandelion or catnip or
spiderwort. Rolan loved this, whatever it mght turn out to be. The green of



life sprouting anmi dst death was an onmen of hope for himand for his people.
Carefully, gently he replaced the shroud, which he now thought of as a

bl anket, to protect the frail young shoots fromthe harsh sunlight. He was
about to nove on when he caught whiff of a strange scent.

Rol an rose to his feet, alarmed. He sniffed the air, trying hard to place the
pecul i ar odor. He had never snelled anything like it: acrid, animal. He heard
di stant sounds that he recogni zed as the crackling of breaking tree |inbs, the
tranpling of vegetation. The sounds grew | ouder and nore distinct, and above

t hem came sounds nore om nous: the warning cry of the hawk, the scream of the
timd rabbit, the panicked bleat of fleeing deer

The foul animal scent grew strong, overwhel mi ng, sickening. The snell of

neat -eaters. Drawing his sword, Rolan put his fingers to his lips to give the
shrill, penetrating whistle that would alert his fellow kirath to danger

Three enormous mnotaurs enmerged fromthe forest. Their horns tore the | eaves,
their axes left gashes in the tree linbs as they inpatiently hacked at the
under brush that bl ocked their way. The m notaurs halted when they saw Rol an
stood staring him their bestial eyes dark, w thout expression

He lifted his sword, nmade ready to attack

A bovine snmell engulfed him Strong arns grabbed him He felt the prick of the
knife just below his ear; swift, bitter pain as the knife slashed across his

t hr oat .

The m notaur who slew the elf dunped the body onto the ground, w ped the bl ood
from his dagger. The minotaur's compani ons nodded. Another job well done. They
proceeded through the forest, clearing a path for those who cane behi nd.

For the hundreds who came behind. For the thousands.

M not aur forces tranped across the border. M notaur ships with their painted
sails and gall eys manned by slaves sailed the waters of the Thon-Thal as,
traveling south to the capital of Sil-vanost, bringing General Dogah the

rei nforcenments he had been pronised

Many kirath died that day, died as did Rolan. Sone had the chance to fight
their attackers, nobst did not. Most were taken conpletely by surprise.

The body of Rolan of the kirath lay in the forest he had | oved. H s bl ood
seeped below the gray mantl e of death, drowned the tiny green shoots.
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dila's Prayer, Mna's G ft

In the night, the eyes of the dead dragons within the skulls that nmade up the
totem gl eamed bright. The phantom of the five-headed dragon fl oated above the
totem causing those who saw it to marvel. In the night, in the darkness that
she rul ed, Queen Takhisis was powerful and reigned supreme. But, with the
light of the sun, her image faded away. The eyes of the dead dragons flickered
and went out, as did the candles on the altar, so that only w sps of snoke,

bl ackened w cks, and nelted wax renmai ned.

The totemthat appeared so magnificent and invul nerable in the darkness was by
daylight a pile of skulls —a | oathsone sight, for bits of scales or rotted
flesh still clung to the bones. By day, the totemwas a stark rem nder to al
who saw it of the inmense power of Mlys, the dragon overlord who had built

it.

The question on everyone's lips was not if Malys would attack, but when. Fear
of her com ng spread through the city. Fearing nassive desertions, Gaidar
ordered the West Gate

cl osed. Although publicly Mna's Knights mai ntai ned a show of nonchal ance,
they were afraid.

When M na wal ked the streets every day, she lifted fear fromthe hearts of al
who saw her. When she spoke every night of the power of the One Cod, the
peopl e listened and cheered, certain that the One God woul d save them fromthe
dragon. But when M na departed, when the sound of her voice could no | onger be
heard, the shadow of red wings spread a chill over Sanction. People |ooked to



the skies with dread.

M na was not afraid. Gaidar marvel ed at her courage, even as it worried him
Her courage stemmed from her faith in Takhisis, and he knew t he goddess was
not worthy of such faith. H s one hope was that Takhisis needed M na and woul d
thus be loath to sacrifice her. One monent he had convi nced hinself she woul d
be safe, the next he was convinced that Takhisis mght use this neans to rid
herself of a rival who had outl asted her useful ness.

Conmpoundi ng Gaidar's fears was the fact that Mna refused to tell him her
strategy for defeating Malys. He tried to talk to her about it. He remn nded
her of Qualinost. The dragon had been destroyed, but so had a city.

M na rested her hand reassuringly on the mnotaur's arm "What happened to
Qualinost will not happen to Sanction, Gaidar. The One God hated the el ves and
their nation. She wanted to see them destroyed. The One God is pleased with
Sanction. Here she plans to enter the world, to inhabit both the physica

pl ane and the spiritual. Sanction and its people will be safe, the One CGod
will see to that."

"But then what is your strategy, Mna?" Gaidar persisted. "Wat is your plan?"
"To have faith in the One CGod, Gaidar," said Mna, and with that, he had to be
content, for she would say no nore.

Odila was al so worried about the future, worried and c

onfused and di straught. Ever since the souls had built the totem and she had
recogni zed the One God as Queen Takhisis, dila

had felt very much Iike one of the living dead mages. Her body ate and drank
and wal ked and perfornmed its duties, but she was absent fromthat body. She
seened to stand apart, staring at it uncaring, while mentally she groped in
the stormridden

dar kness of her soul for answers, for understanding.

She could not bring herself to pray to the One God. Not any |onger. Not since
she knew who and what the One God was. Yet, she missed her prayers. She m ssed
the sweet solace of giving her life into the hands of Another, sone Wse Being
who woul d guide Odila's steps and | ead her away frompain to blissful peace.
The One God had guided COdila's steps but not to peace. The One God had | ed her
to turnoil and fear and di smay.

More than once (dila clasped the nmedallion at her throat and was prepared to
ripit off. Every time her fingers closed around the nedallion, she felt the
netal's warnth. She

renenbered the power of the One God that had fl owed through her veins, the
power to halt those who had wanted to slay the elven king. Her hand fell away,
fell linmp at her side. One norning, watching the sun's red rays give a sullen
glow to the clouds that hung perpetually over the Lords of Doom dila decided
to put her faith to the test.

(dila knelt before the altar that was near the totem of dragon skulls. The
room smnel l ed of death and decay and warm nelting wax. The heat of the candl es
was a contrast to the cold draught that blew in fromthe gaping hole in the
roof, whistled eerily through the teeth of the skulls. Sweat fromthe heat
chilled on (dila's body. She wanted very much to flee this terrible place, but
t he nedal | i on was warm agai nst her cold skin.

"Queen Takhisis, help me," she prayed, and she could not repress a shudder at

speaki ng that name. "I have been taught all ny life that you are a cruel god
who has no care for any living being, who sees us all as slaves nmeant to obey
your commands. | have been taught that you are anbitious and self-serving,

t hat you nock and denigrate those principles that | hold dear: honor
conpassi on, nercy, |ove. Because of

what you are, | should not believe in you, |I should not serve you. And yet
dila lifted her eyes, gazed up into the heavens. "You are a god. | have

wi t nessed your power. | have felt it thrill inside ne. How can | choose not to
believe in you? Perhaps . . ." (dila

hesitated, uncertain. "Perhaps you have been nualigned. M sjudged. Perhaps you
do care for us. | ask this not for nyself, but for soneone who has served you



faithfully and loyally. Mna faces terrible danger. | amcertain that she
intends to try to fight Malys alone. She has faith that you will fight at her
side. She has put her trust in you. | fear for her, Queen Takhisis. Show ne
that nmy fears are unfounded and that you care for her, if you care for no one
el se.™

She waited tensely, but no voice spoke. No vision cane. The candl e fl ames
wavered in the chill wind that flowed through the altar room The bodi es of

t he mages sat upon their benches, staring unblinking into the flanes. Yet,
dila's heart lightened, her burden of doubt eased. She did not know why and
was pondering this when she becane aware of soneone standing near the altar
Her eyes dazzled by the bright |ight of hundreds of candles, she couldn't see
who was there.

"CGaidar?" she said, at last naking out the mnotaur's hulking form "I didn't
hear you or see you enter. | was preoccupied with ny prayers.”

She wondered uneasily if he had overheard her, if he was going to berate her
for her lack of faith.

He said nothing, just stood there.

"I's there sonething you want from ne, Gaidar?" Odila asked. He'd never wanted
anyt hi ng of her before, had al ways seened to distrust and resent her

"I want you to see this," he said.

In his hands, he carried an object bound in strips of linen, tied up with
rope. The linen had once been white, but was now so stained by water and nud,
grass and dirt that the color was a dull and dingy brown. The ropes had been
cut, the cloth renoved, but both appeared to have been clunsily repl aced.

Gai dar placed the object on the altar. It was |long and did not seem

particul arly heavy. The cl oth conceal ed what ever was inside.

"This came for Mna," he continued. "Captain Sanuval sent it. Unwap it. Look

i nsi de. "

dila did not touch it. "If it is a gift for Mna, it is not for me to—=
"Open it!" ordered Gaidar, his voice harsh. "I want to know if it is
suitable."”

Qdila m ght have continued to refuse, but she was certain now that Gaidar had
heard her prayer, and she feared that unless she agreed to this, he might tel
M na. G ngerly, her fingers trenbling

from her nervousness, Odila tugged at the knots, renoved the strips of cloth.
She was unpl easantly reninded of the winding cloths used to bind the bodies of
t he dead.

Her wonder grew as she saw what |ay beneath, her wonder and her awe.

"I's it what Sarmuval clainms it to be?" Gaidar denanded. "ls it a dragonl ance?"
Qi | a nodded wordl essly, unable to speak

"Are you certain? Have you ever seen one before?" Gaidar asked.

"No, | haven't," she adnmitted, finding her voice. "But | have heard stories of
the fabled |l ances fromthe tinmne | was a little girl. | always |oved those
stories. They led me to becone a Knight."

(il a reached out her hand, ran her fingers along the cold, smooth netal. The
| ance gl eaned with a silver radiance that seened apart and separate fromthe
yel l ow fl ames of the candl es.

If all the lights in the universe were snuffed out, Qdila thought, even the

light of sun and noon and stars, the light of this lance would still shine
bri ght.

"Where did Captain Samuval find such a treasure?" she asked

"In sone old tonb sonewhere,"” said Gaidar. "Solace, | think."

"Not the Tonb of the Heroes?" (dila gasped.

Snat chi ng her hand back fromthe | ance, she stared at Gaidar in horror

"I don't know," said Gaidar, shrugging. "He didn't say what the tonb was
called. He said the tonmb brought himbad |uck, for when the |ocals caught him
and his men inside, they attacked in such nunbers that he barely escaped with
his life. He was even set upon by a nob of kender. This was one of the
treasures he managed to bring along with him He sent it to Mna with his
regards and respect."”



(di | a sighed and | ooked back at the |ance.

"He stole it fromthe dead," said Gaidar, frowning. "He said hinself it was
bad luck. I do not think we should give it to Mna."

Before Qdila could answer, another voice spoke fromout of the darkness.

"Do the dead have need of this |ance anynore, Gaidar?"

"No, Mna," he said, turning to face her. "They do not."

The light of the | ance shone bright in Mna's anber eyes. She took hold of it,
her hand closing over it. Odila flinched when she saw M na touch it, for there
were some who clainmed that the fabled dragonl ances coul d be used only by those
who fought on the side of light and that any others who touched them woul d be
puni shed by the gods.

M na's hand grasped the lance firmy. She lifted the lance fromthe altar
hefted it, regarded it with admration

"A lovely weapon," she said. "It seens al nost to have been made for me." Her
gaze turned to Gdila. The anber eyes were warm as the medallion around Odila's
throat. "An answer to a prayer."

Pl aci ng the |l ance upon the altar, Mna reverently knelt before it.

"W will thank the One God for this great blessing."

Gai dar remai ned standing, |ooking stern. Odila sank down before the altar
Tears flowed down Odila's cheeks. She was

grateful for Mna's sake that her prayer had been answered. Her tears were not
for sonething found, however, but for something lost. Mna had been able to
grip the lance, to lift it fromthe altar, to hold it in her hand.

(il a | ooked down at her own hands through her tears. The tips of the fingers
that had touched the dragonl ance were blistered

and burned, and they hurt so that she wondered if she would ever again be free
of the pain.

17

The Vol unt eer

Ni ght had come again to Sanction. N ght was always a relief to the

i nhabitants, for it meant that they'd survived another day. N ght brought M na
out to speak them of the One God, speeches in which she Ient them sone of her
courage, for when in her presence they were enbol dened and ready for battle
agai nst the dragon overlord.

Having lived for centuries within the shadows of the Lords of Doom the city
of Sanction was essentially fireproof. Buildings were made of stone, including
the roofs, for any other material, such as thatch, would have | ong ago burned
away. True, it was said that the breath of dragons had the power to nelt
granite, but there was no defense against that, except to hope desperately

t hat whoever spread the runor was exaggerati ng.

Every sol dier was being hastily trained in archery, for with a target this

| arge, even the rankest amateur could hardly nmiss. They haul ed catapults up
onto the wall, hoping to fling boulders at Malys, and they trained their
bal li stae to shoot

into the sky. These tasks acconplished, they felt they were ready, and some of
t he bol dest called upon Malys to come and have done with it. Still, all were
relieved when night fell and they'd lived through another day, never mnd that
dread came again with norning.

The bl ue dragon Razor, still forced to rove about Sanction in human gui se,
wat ched the preparations with the keen interest
of a veteran soldier and told Mrror about themin detail, adding his own

di sapproval or approval, whichever seenmed warranted. Mrror was nore
interested in the totem in what it |ooked Iike, where it was positioned in
the city. Razor had been supposed to reconnoiter, but he'd been wasting tine
anmong the sol diers.

"I know what you're thinking," Razor said suddenly, stopping

hinself in the mdst of describing the precise workings of a catapult. "You're



t hi nking that none of this will make any
di fference. None will have any effect on that great, red bitch. Well, you're
right. And," he added, "you're wong."
"How am | wrong?" Mrror asked. "Cities have used catapults

before to defend agai nst Malys. They've used archers and arrows, heroes and
fool s, and none have survived."
"But they have never had a god on their side," stated Razor

Mrror tensed. A silver dragon, |loyal to Pal adine, he had |ong feared that
Razor would revert to his old loyalties, to Queen Takhisis. Mrror had to
proceed carefully. "So you are saying we shoul d abandon our plan to help Palin
destroy the toten?"
"Not necessarily," said Razor evasively. "Perhaps, reconsider, that is all
Where are you goi ng?"
"To the tenple,” said Mrror. Shrugging off Razor's guiding hand, the blind
silver dragon in human guise started off on his own, tapping his way with his
staff. "To view the totemfor nyself, since you will not be ny eyes.”
"This is madness!" Razor protested, following after himwith his fake Iinp.
Mrror could hear the pounding of the crutch on the bricks. "You said before
that M na saw you in your beggar formon the road and i nmedi ately recogni zed
you as the guardi an of
the Citadel of Light. She knows you by sight, both as a human and in your true
form™

Mrror began to rearrange the bandages he wore w apped about his damaged eyes,
tuggi ng them down so that they covered his face.
"It is arisk |l must take. Especially if you are wavering in your decision."
Razor said nothing. Mrror could no | onger hear the crutch thunping al ong

besi de hi m and assuned that he was going alone. He had only the vaguest idea

where the tenple was |located. He knew only that it was on a hill overl ooking
the city.

So, he calculated, if I walk uphill, I ambound to find it.

He was startled to hear Razor's rasping breath in his ear. "Wit, stop. You' ve
bl undered into a cul -de-sac. 1'll guide you, if you insist on going."

"WIl you help ne destroy the toten?" Mrror demanded.

"That | rmust think about," said Razor. "If we are going, we should go now, for

the tenple is nost likely to be enpty.”

The two wended their way through the mazelike streets. Mrror was thankful for
Razor's gui dance, for the blind silver could have never found his way on his
own.

What will Palin and | do if Razor decides to shift his allegiance?
Mrror wondered. A blind dragon and a dead wi zard out to defeat a goddess.
Wll, if nothing el se, maybe Takhisis will get a bellyache from | aughing.

The noi se made by the crowds told Mrror they were close to the tenple. And
there was M na, telling them of the wonders and magnificence of the One Cod.
She was persuasive, Mrror had to admt. He had always |liked Mna's voi ce.
Even as a child, her tone had been nellow and | ow and sweet to hear

As he listened, he was taken back to those days in the Citadel, watching M na
and CGol dnmoon t oget her—+the elderly woman in the sunset of her life, the child
bright with the dawn. Now Mrror could not see Mna for the darkness, and not
t he darkness of his own blind eyes.

Razor | ed himpast the crowmd. The two proceeded quietly, not to draw attention
to thensel ves, and entered the ruined tenple that now stood as a nonunment to
t he dragon skull totem

"Are we al one?" Mrror asked.

"The bodies of the two wizards sit in a corner.”

"Tell me about them" said Mrror, his heart aching. "Wat are they |ike?"

"Li ke corpses propped up at their own funerals," said Razor dourly. "That is

all I will say. Be thankful you cannot see them"
"What of their spirits?"
"I see no signs of them Al to the good. | have no use for w zards, living or

dead. W don't need their neddling. Here, now You stand before the totem You



can reach out and touch the skulls, if you want."

Mrror had no intention of touching anything. He had no need to be told he
stood before the totem Its nmagic was powerful, potent—the magic of a god.
Mrror was both drawn to it and repelled by it.

"What does the totem | ook |ike?" he asked softly.

"The skulls of our brethren, stacked one on top of the other in a grotesque
pyram d," Razor answered. "The skulls of the l|arger support the smaller. The
eyes of the dead burn in the sockets. Somewhere in that pile is the skull of
my mate. | can feel the fire of her life blaze in the darkness."

"And | feel the god's power residing within the totem" said Mrror. "Palin
was right. This is the doorway. This is the Portal through which Takhisis wll
wal k into the world at last."

"I say, let her," said Razor. "Now that | see this, | say |let Takhisis coneg,
if her help is needed to slay Ml ystryx."

Mrror could snell the flickering candles, if he could not see them He could
feel their heat. He could feel, as Razor felt, the heat of his own anger and
his longing for revenge. Mrror had his own reasons for hating Malys. She had
dest royed

Kendernore, killed Gol dnoon's dearly | oved husband Ri verwi nd and their
daughter. Malys had nurdered hundreds of people and displ aced thousands nore,
driving them fromtheir hones,

terrorizing themas they fled for her own cruel anusenent. Standing before the
totemthat Malys had built of the bones of those she had devoured, Mrror
began to wonder if Razor mght not be right.

Razor | eaned near, whispered in his ear. "Takhisis has her faults, | admt
that freely. But she is a god, and she is our god, of our world, and she's al
we' ve got. You have to concede that."

M rror conceded not hi ng.

"You can't see them" Razor continued relentlessly, "but there are the skulls
of silver dragons in that totem A good many of them Don't you want to avenge
their deat hs?"

"l don't need to see them" said Mrror. "I hear their voices. | hear their
death cries, every one of them | hear the cries of their nates who | oved t hem
and the cries of the children who will never be born to them M/ hatred for

Malys is as strong as yours. To rid the world of this terrible scourge, you
say | nust choke down the bitter nedicine of Takhisis's triunph."

Razor shrugged. "She is our god," he repeated. "Of our world."

A terrible choice. Mrror sat on the hard bench, trying to decide what to do.
Lost in his thoughts, he forgot where he was, forgot he was in the canp of his
enem es. Razor's el bow dug into his side.

"We have conpany," the bl ue warned softly.

"Who is it? Mna?" Mrror asked.

"No, the mnotaur who is never far fromher side. | told you this was a bad
idea. No, don't nove. It's too late now. W're in the shadows. Perhaps they
won't take notice of us. Besides," the Blue added coolly, "we night |earn
somet hi ng. "

I ndeed, Gaidar did not notice the two beggars as he entered the altar room At
| east, not imediately. He was preoccupied with his own worries. Gaidar knew
M na's plan, or he thought he did. He hoped he was wong, but his hope wasn't
very strong, probably because he knew M na so well

Knew M na and | oved her

Al his life, Gaidar had heard | egends of a fanbus m notaur hero known as Kaz,
who had been a friend of the famus Sol ammic hero, Huma. Kaz had ridden with
Huma in his battle agai nst Queen Takhisis. The minotaur had risked his life
for Huma many times, and Kaz's grief at Huma's death had been |ifel ong.

Al t hough Kaz had been on the wong side of the war, as far as the mnotaur
wer e concerned, he was honored anong his people to this day for his courage
and valor in warfare. A minotaur admires a valiant warrior no matter which
side he fights on

As for his friendship with a human, few m notaurs could understand that. True,



Huma had been a valiant warrior—for a human. Always that qualification was
added. In mi notaur

| egends, Kaz was the hero, saving Huma's life tine and again, at the end of
whi ch, Huma is always hunbly grateful to the gallant

m not aur, who accepts the human's thanks w th patronizing

dignity.

Gai dar had al ways believed these | egends, but now he was starting to think
differently. Perhaps, in truth, Kaz had fought with Huma because he | oved
Hurma, just as Gaidar |loved Mna. There was sonet hing about these humans. They
worned their way into your heart.
Their puny bodies were so frail and fragile, and yet they could be tough and
enduring as the last hero standing in the

bl oodst ai ned arena of the mnotaur circus.
They never knew when they were defeated, these hunmans, but fought on when they
shoul d have laid down and died. They led such pitifully short lives, but they
were always ready to throw away these lives for a cause or a belief, or doing
somet hing as foolish and noble as rushing into a burning tower to save the
life of a total stranger

M not aurs have their share of courage, but they are nore cautious, always
counting the cost before spending their coin. Gaidar knew what M na pl anned
and he loved her for it, even as his heart ached to think of it. Kneeling

besi de the altar, he vowed that she would not go into battle alone if there
was any
way he could stop her. He did not pray to the One God. Gaidar no |onger prayed
to the One God, ever since he'd found out who she was. He never said a word to
M na about this—he would take his secret to the grave with hi mbut he would
not pray to Queen Takhisis, a goddess whom he consi dered treacherous

and conpletely without honor. The vow he made, he nade wi thin hinself.

H s prayer concluded, he rose stiffly fromthe altar. Qutside, he could hear
Mna telling the admiring crowds that they had no need to fear Malys. The One
God woul d surely save them Galdar had heard it all before. He no | onger heard
it now He heard Mna's voice, her |oved voice, but that was all. He guessed
that was all nost of those |istening heard.

Gai dar fidgeted near the altar, waiting for Mna, and it was then he saw the
beggars. The altar room was crowded during the day, for the inhabitants of
Sanction, nostly soldiers, cane to make offerings to the One God or to gape at
the totemor to try to catch a glinpse of Mna and touch her or beg her

bl essing. At night, they went to hear her, to hide thensel ves beneath the

bl anket

of her courage. After that, they went to their posts or to their beds. Few
wor shipers came to the altar room at night, one reason Gaidar was here.
This night, a blind man and a | ame beggar sat on a bench near the altar

Gai dar had no use for mendi cants. No minotaur does. A minotaur would starve to
death before he woul d dream of beggi ng

for even a crust. Gaidar could not imagine what these two were doing in
Sancti on and wondered why they hadn't fled, as had many of their kind.

He eyed them nore closely. There was sonething about themthat nmade them
different from other beggars. He couldn't quite think what it was—a qui et

confi dence, capability. He had the
feeling that these were no ordi nary beggars and he was about to ask thema few
guesti ons when M na returned.

She was exal ted, god-touched. Her anber eyes shone. Approaching the altar, she
sank down, alnost too tired to stand, for during these public nmeetings, she
poured forth her whole
soul, giving everything to those who listened, |eaving nothing for herself.

Gai dar forgot the strange beggars, went imediately to M na.

"Let me bring you sone wine, sonething to eat," he offered

"No, Gaidar, | need nothing, thank you," Mna replied. She sighed deeply. She
| ooked exhaust ed.

O aspi ng her hands, she said a prayer to the One God, giving thanks. Then



appearing refreshed and renewed, she rose to her feet. "I amonly a little
tired, that is all. There was a great crowd tonight. The One God is gaining
many followers."

They follow you, Mna, not the One God, Gaidar night have said to her, but he
kept silent. He had said such things to her in the past, and she had been
extremely angry. He did not want to risk her ire, not now

"You have sonething to say to nme, Gaidar?" M na asked. She reached out to
renove a candl e whose wi ck had been drowned in nolten wax.

Gai dar arranged his thoughts. He had to say this carefully, for he did not
want to of fend her.

"Speak what is in your heart," she urged. "You have been troubled for a | ong
time. Ease your burden by allowing me to share it."

"You are ny burden, Mna," said Gaidar, deciding to do as she said and open
his heart. "I know how you plan to fight Malys on dragonback. You have the
dragonl ance, and | assune that the One God will provide you with a dragon. You
plan to go up alone to face her. | cannot allow you to do that, Mna. | know
what you are about to say." He raised his hand, to forestall her protest. "You
will not be alone. You will have the One God to fight at your side. But |et
there be another at your side, Mna. Let ne be at your side."

"I have been practicing with the lance,” Mna said. Opening her hand, she

exhibited her palm that was red and blistered. "I can hit the bull's-eye nine
tinmes out of ten.”
"Hitting a target that stands still is nuch different fromhitting a noving

dragon," Gaidar grow ed. "Two dragonriders are nost

effective in fighting aerial battles, one to the keep the dragon occupied
fromthe front while the other attacks fromthe rear. You nust see the w sdom
in this?"

"I do, Gaidar," said Mna. "True, | have been studying the conmbat in my mnd,
and | know that two riders would be good." She smiled, an inpish snile that
rem nded hi m of how young she was. "A thousand riders would be even better,

Gai dar, don't you think?"

He said nothing, scow ed at the flanes. He knew where she was | eading him and
he coul d not stop her from going there.

"A thousand would be better, but where would we find these thousand? Men or
dragons?" Mna gestured to the totem "Do you remenber all the dragons who

cel ebrated when the One God consecrated this toten? Do you renenber them
circling

the totem and singing anthenms to the One God? Do you renenber, Gaidar?"

"I remenber."

"Where are they now? Where are the Reds and the G eens, the Blues and the

Bl acks? Gone. Fled. Hiding. They fear | will ask themto fly agai nst Malys.
And | can't blame them"

"Bah! They are all cowards," said Gaidar.

He heard a sound behi nd himand gl anced around. He'd forgotten the beggars. He
eyed themclosely, but if either of them had spoken neither seened inclined to
do so now. The | ane beggar stared down at the floor. As for the blind beggar,
his face was so swat hed in bandages that it was difficult to tell if he had a
nmout h, much | ess whether he had used it. The only other two beings in the room
were the w zards, and Gaidar had no need to | ook at them They never noved

unl ess someone prodded them

"I"ll make you a bargain, Gaidar," Mna said. "If you can find a dragon who
will voluntarily carry you into battle, you can fly at my side."

Gai dar grunted. "You know that is inpossible, Mna."

"Nothing is inmpossible for the One God, Gaidar," Mna told him gently

rebuki ng. She knelt down again before the altar,

cl asped her hands. d ancing up at Gaidar, she added, "Join me in ny prayers.”

"I have already made ny prayer, Mna," said Gaidar heavily. "I have duties to
attend to. Try to get some rest, wll you?"
"I will,"” she said. "Tonorrow will be a nonentous day."

Gai dar | ooked at her, startled. "WIIl Mlys conme tonmorrow, M na?"



"She will cone tonorrow "

Gai dar sighed and wal ked out into the night. The night may bring confort to
others but not to him The night brought only norning.

Mrror felt Razor's human body shift restlessly on the bench beside him
Mrror sat with his head | owered, taking care that Mna did not see him

al t hough he suspected he could have | eaped up and done a dance with bells and
tanbour and she woul d have been oblivious to him She was with her One Cod.
For now, she had no care or concern for what transpired on this nortal plane.
Still, Mrror kept his head down.

He was troubled and at the same tinme relieved. Perhaps this was the answer.
"You woul d like to be the dragon that Gai dar seeks, is that right?" Mrror
asked in a quiet undertone.

"I would," Razor said.

"You know the risk you take," said Mrror. "Mlys's weapons are form dabl e.
Fear of her alone drove a nation of kender nmad, so it is claimed by the wise.
Her flaming breath is said to be hotter than the fires of the Lords of the
Doom "

"I know all this," Razor returned, "and nore. The minotaur will find no other
dragon. Craven cowards, all of them No

discipline. No training. Not |ike the old days."

Mrror smled, thankful that his snmile was hidden beneath the bandages.

"Go, then," he said. "Go after the mnotaur and tell himthat you will fight
by his side."

Razor was silent. Mrror could feel his astonishnment.

"I cannot |eave you," Razor said, after a pause. "Wat would you do wi thout
ne?"

"I will manage. Your inpulse is brave, noble, and generous.

Such weapons are our strongest weapons against her." By her, Mrror did not
mean Malys, but he saw no reason to clarify his pronoun

"Are you certain?" Razor asked, clearly tenpted. "You will have no one to
guard you, protect you."

"I amnot a hatchling," Mrror retorted. "I may not be able to see, but |ack
of sight does not hanper ny nagic. You have done your part and nore. | am gl ad
to have known you, Razor, and | honor you for your decision. You had best go
after the minotaur. You two will need to make plans, and you will not have

much time to nake them"

Razor rose to his feet. Mrror could hear him feel himnoving at his side.
The Blue's hand rested on Mrror's shoul der, perhaps for the last tine.

"I have al ways hated your kind, Silver. | amsorry for that, for | have

di scovered that we have nore in comon than | realized."

"We are dragons,"” said Mrror sinmply. "Dragons of Krynn."

"Yes," said Razor. "If only we had renenbered that sooner.”

The hand lifted. Its warm pressure gone, Mrror felt the | ack. He heard
footsteps wal king swiftly away, and he smiled and shook his head. Reachi ng out
hi s hand, groping about, he found Razor's crutch, tossed aside.

"Another mracle for the One God," said Mrror wyly. Taking the crutch, he
secreted it beneath the bench

As he did so, Mna's voice rose.

"Be with ne, my god," she prayed fervently, "and lead me and all who fight
with me to glorious victory against this evil foe."

"How can | refuse to echo that prayer?" Mrror asked hinself silently. "W are
dragons of Krynn, and though we fought against her, Takhisis was our goddess.
How can | do what Palin asks of ne? Especially now that | am al one."

Gai dar nade the rounds, checking on the city's defenses and the state of
Sanction's defenders. He found all as he expected. The defenses were as good
as they were going to get, and the

def enders were nervous and gl oony. Gaidar said what he could to raise their
spirits, but he wasn't Mna. He couldn't lift their hearts, especially when
his own was crawing in the dust.

Brave words he'd spoken to M na about fighting at her side against Malys.



Brave words, when he knew perfectly well that when Malys cane he'd be anong
t hose watching hel plessly fromthe ground. Tilting his head, he scanned the
skies. The night air was clear, except for the perpetual cloud that roiled out
of the Lords of Doom
"How | would |l ove to astonish her,’
there with her."

But he was asking the inpossible. Asking a mracle of a goddess

he didn't like, didn't trust, couldn't pray to.
So preoccupi ed was Gaidar that it took himsone tine—Ionger than it should
have—for himto realize he was being foll owed. This was such a strange
occurrence that he was nonentarily taken aback. Who could be foll owing hi mand
why? He woul d have suspected CGerard, but the Solammic Knight had | eft Sanction
| ong ago, was probably even now urging the Knights to rise up against them
Everyone el se in Sanction, including the Solamic female, was loyal to M na.
He wondered, suddenly, if Mna was having himfollowed, if she no |onger
trusted him The thought made himsick to his stomach. He
determ ned to know the truth.

Muttering al oud sonet hing about needing fresh air, Gaidar headed for the
tenpl e gardens that would be dark and quiet and secluded this time of night.
Whoever was following himeither wasn't very good at it or wanted Gaidar to
notice him The footfalls were not stealthy, not padded, as woul d be those of
a thief or assassin. They had a

martial ring to them-bold, neasured, firm

Reachi ng a wooded area, Gaidar stepped swiftly to one side, conceal ed hinsel f
behi nd the bole of a large tree. The footsteps
cane to a halt. Gaidar was certain that the person nmust have lost him was
ast oni shed beyond neasure to see the man wal k right up to him
The man rai sed his hand, sal uted.
Gai dar started instinctively to return the salute. He halted, glowering, and
rested his hand on his sword's hilt.
"What do you want? Wiy do you sneak after ne like a thief?" Peering nore
closely at the person, Gaidar recognized himand was di sgusted. "You filthy
beggar! Get away fromme, scum | have no noney—
The m notaur paused. H s gaze narrowed. Hi s hand ti ght ened

its grasp on the hilt, half-drew the sword fromits sheath. "Wren't you | ane
bef ore? Where is your crutch?"

he said to the stars. "How | long to be

"I left it behind," said the beggar, "because | no |longer need it. | want
not hi ng of you, sir," he added, his tone respectful. "I have something to give
you. "

"Whatever it is, | don't want it. | have no use for your kind. Begone and
trouble me no nore or I'll have you thrown in prison." Gaidar reached out his

hand, intending to shove the man aside.

The ni ght shadows began to shimrer and distort. Tree branches cracked. Leaves
and twigs and small |inbs rained down around him Gaidar's hand touched a
surface hard and solid as arnor, but this arnor wasn't cold steel. It was
warm |iving.

Gaspi ng, Gaidar staggered backward, lifted his astounded gaze. H s eyes net
the eyes of a blue dragon.

Gai dar stanmered sonet hing, he wasn't sure what.

The bl ue dragon drew in a huge breath and expelled it in satisfaction and

i mense relief. Fanning his w ngs, he | uxuriated

in a stretch and sighed again. "How | hate that cranped human form"

"Where . .. ? What... ?" Gaidar continued to stanmmer.

"Irrelevant,"” said the dragon. "My name is Razor. | happened to overhear your
conversation with your commander in the tenple. She said that if you could
find a dragon that Wuld carry you into battle agai nst Malys, you could fight
at her side. If you

truly neant what you said, warrior; if you have the courage of your
convictions, then | will be your mount."

"I meant what | said," Gaidar grow ed, still trying to recover fromthe shock



"But why would you do this? Al your brethren have fled, and they are the
sensi bl e ones. "

"I anf—the dragon paused, corrected hinself with grave dignity—=1 was the
dragon attached to Marshal Medan. Did you know hi n"
"I did," said Gaidar. "I nmet himwhen he canme to visit Lord Targonne in Jel ek

| was inpressed. He was a man of sense, a man of courage and of honor. A
val i ant Kni ght of the old school."

"Then you know why | do this," said Razor, with a proud toss of his head. "I
fight in his name, in his nmenory. Let's be clear about that fromthe outset.”

"I accept your offer, Razor," said Gaidar, joy filling his soul. "I fight for
the glory of ny commander. You fight for the nmenory of yours. W will make
this battle one of which they will sing for centuries!"

"I was never much for singing," said Razor dourly. "Neither was the Marshal

So long as we kill that red nonstrosity, that is all | care about. Wen do you
think she will attack us?"

"M na says tonorrow, " said Gaidar

"Then tomorrow I will be ready," said Razor.

18

Day' s Dawni ng

A trenor shook the city of Sanction in the early hours before the dawn. The
rippling ground dunped sleepers fromtheir beds, sent the crockery spilling to
floor, and set all the dogs in the city to barking. The quake jarred nerves
that were already taut.

Al most before the ground had ceased to trenble, crowds began to gather outside
the tenple. Al though no official word had been given or orders gone out,
runors had spread, and by now every sol dier and Knight in Sanction knew that
this was the day Malys woul d attack. Those not on duty (and even some who
were) left their billets and their posts and flocked to the tenple. They cane
out of a hunger to see Mna and hear her voice, hear her

reassurance that all would be well, that victory would be theirs this day.

As the sun lifted over the nountains, Mna enmerged fromthe tenple.
Customarily at her appearance a resoundi ng cheer went up fromthe crowd. Not
this day. Everyone stared, hushed and awed.

M na was clad in glistening arnor black as the frozen seas. The hel m she wore
was horned, the visor black, rimed with gold. On the breastpl ate was etched
the image of a five-headed dragon. As the first rays of the sun struck the
arnor, the dragon began to shimer eerily, shifting colors, so that some who
saw it thought it was red, while others thought it was blue, and still others
swore it was green.

Sone in the audi ence whispered in excited voices that this was arnmor once worn
by the Dragon Hi ghl ords, who had fought for Takhisis during the fabled War of
t he Lance.

In her gloved hand, M na held a weapon whose netal burned like flanme as it
caught the rays of the rising sun. She lifted the weapon hi gh above her head
in a gesture of triunph.

At this, the crowd raised a cheer. They cheered | ong and | oud, crying, "M na,
M na!" The cheers rebounded of f the mountai ns and thundered over the plains,
shaki ng the ground |ike another trenor.

M na knelt upon one knee, the lance in her hand. The cheering

ceased as people joined her in prayer, some calling upon the One God, many
nmore calling upon M na.

Rising to her feet, Mna turned to face the totem She handed the lance to a
priestess of the One God, who stood beside her. The priestess was clad in

whi te robes, and whi spers went about that she was a former Sol amic Kni ght who
had prayed to the One God and been given the dragonl ance, which she had in
turn given to Mna. The Solammic held the | ance steady, but her face was
contorted by pain, and she often bit her lip as if to keep fromcrying out.



M na pl aced her hands upon two of the enornous dragon skulls that formed the
totem s base. She cried out words that no one coul d understand, then stepped
back and raised her arnms to the heavens.
A being rose fromthe totem The being had the shape and form of an enornous
dragon, and those standing near the totemtunbl ed back in terror

The dragon's brown-col ored scaly skin stretched taut over its skull, neck, and
body. The skel eton could be seen clearly through

t he parchnentli ke skin: the round di sks of the neck and spine, the | arge bones
of the massive rib cage, the thick and heavy bones of the gigantic |legs, the
nore delicate bones of the wings and tail and feet. Sinews were visible and
tendons that held the bones together. Mssing were the heart and bl ood
vessel s, for magi c was the bl ood of this dragon, vengeance and hatred forned
the beating heart. The dragon was a numified dragon, a corpse.

The wi ng nenbranes were dried and tough as |eather, their span massive. The
shadow of the wi ngs spread over Sanction, doused the rays of the sun, turned
dawni ng day to sudden night.

So horrible and | oathsone was the sight of the putrid corpse hangi ng over
their heads that the cheers for Mna died, strangled, in the throats of those
who had rai sed them The stench of death flowed fromthe creature, and with
the stench canme despair that was worse than the dragonfear, for fear can act
as a spur to courage, while despair drains the heart of hope. Mst could not
bear to ook at it, but [owered their heads, envisioning their own deaths, al
of which were pain-filled and terrifying.

Hearing their cries, Mna took pity on them and gave to them from her own
strengt h.

She began to sing, the sanme song they'd heard many tinmes, but now with new
nmeani ng.
The gat heri ng darkness takes our soul s,

Enbracing us in chilling folds, Deep in a Mstress's void that holds

Qur fate wi thin her hands.

Dream warriors, of the dark above
And feel the sweet redenption of The Night's Consort, and of her |ove

For those within her bands.

Her song hel ped quell their fears, eased their despair. The soldiers

call ed her nanme again, vowed that they would nake her

proud of them Dismssing them she sent themto do their duties with courage
and with faith in the One God. The crowd left, Mna's name on their lips.

Mna turned to the priestess, who had been holding the lance all this tine.

M na took the [ance from her

il a snatched her hand away, hid her hand behi nd her back

Mna raised the visor of her helm "Let nme see," she said.

"No, Mna," Odila nmunbled, blinking back tears. "I would not burden you—=

M na grabbed hold of Odila's hand, brought it forth to the light. The pal mwas
bl oodi ed and bl ackened, as if it had been thrust into a pit of fire.

Hol ding Odila's hand, M na pressed her lips to it. The flesh heal ed, though
the wound left terrible scars. Odila kissed Mna and bade her good fortune in
a soundl ess voi ce.

Hol ding the I ance, Mna | ooked up to the death dragon. "I amready," she said.
The image of an inmortal hand reached out of the totem M na stepped upon the
pal mand the hand lifted her gently fromthe ground, carried her safely
through the air. The hand of the goddess raised her higher than the treetops,
hi gher than the skulls of the dragons stacked one atop the other. The hand
halted at the side of the death dragon. M na stepped off the hand, nounted the
dragon's back. The corpse had no saddle, no reins that anyone could see.
Anot her dragon appeared on the eastern horizon, speeding toward Sancti on.
People cried out in fear, thinking that this must be Malys. M na sat astride
t he deat h dragon, watched and waited.
As the dragon cane in sight, cries of fear changed to wild cheering. The nane,
"Gaidar" flew fromnmouth to nouth. H s horned head, silhouetted against the

ri sing sun, was unm st akabl e.



Gai dar held in his hand an enornous pi ke of the kind usually

thrust into the ground to protect against cavalry charges. The pike's heavy
wei ght was nothing to him He wielded it with as nuch ease as M na wi el ded the
sl ender dragonl ance.

In his other hand, he held the reins of his nmount, the blue dragon, Razor
Gaidar lifted the pike and shook it in defiance, then raised his voice and
gave a mghty roar, a minotaur battle cry. An ancient cry, the words called
upon the god Sargas to fight at the warrior's side, to take his body if he
fell inthe fray, and to smite himif he faltered. Gaidar had no idea where
the words canme fromas he shouted them He supposed he must have heard this
cry when he was a child. He was astoni shed to hear the words cone fromhis
nmout h, but they were appropriate, and he was pl eased with them

M na raised her visor to greet him Her skin, in stark contrast to the bl ack
of the helm was bone white. Her eyes shone with her own excitenent. He saw
hinself in the anber nmirror, and for the first time he was not a bug trapped
intheir nolten gold. He was hinself, her friend, her |oyal conrade. He could
have wept .

Perhaps he did weep. If so, his battle lust burned away the tears before they
coul d shame him

"You will not go alone into battle this day, Mna!" Gaidar roared.
"The sight of you gladdens ny heart, Gaidar," Mna shouted. "This is a mracle
of the One God. It is anobng the first we will see this day, but not the last."

The bl ue dragon bared his teeth, a sparkle of lightning flickered

fromhis clenched jaws.

Perhaps Mna was right. Truly, this did feel miracul ous to Gaidar, as
wonderful a miracle as the tales of heroes of old.

M na | owered her visor. A touch of her hand upon the corpse dragon caused it
tolift its head, spread its wings, and soar into the sky, carrying her high
above the clouds. The Blue gl anced back at Gaidar to ascertain his orders.

Gai dar indicated they were to foll ow

The city of Sanction dwi ndled in size. The people were tiny black dots, then

t hey di sappeared. Higher the Blue clinbed into the cold, clear air, and the
world itself grew small beneath him Al was quiet, profoundly quiet and
peaceful . Gaidar could hear only the creak of the dragon's w ngs, then even

t hat st opped

as the beast took advantage of a thermal to soar effortlessly anong the

cl ouds.
Al'l sounds of the world ceased, so that it seened to Gaidar that he and M na
were the only two left init.

On the ground bel ow, the people watched until they could no | onger catch sight
of Mna. Many still continued to watch, staring into the sky until their necks
ached and their eyes burned. Oficers began shouting orders, and the crowd
started to disperse. Those on duty went to their posts, to take up

positions on the walls. A vast nunber of people continued to crowd around the
tenmple, talking excitedly of what they had seen, speaking of Malys's easy
defeat and how fromthis day forth Mna and the Knights of the One God woul d
be the rulers of Ansal on

Mrror lingered near the totem waiting for Palin's spirit to join him The
Silver did not wait |ong.

"Where is the blue dragon?" Palin asked i medi ately, alarnmed by his absence.
Palin's words cane to the Silver clearly, so clearly that Mrror could al nost
bel i eve they were spoken by the living, except that they had a strange feel to
them a spidery feel that brushed across his skin.

"You have only to ook in the sky above you to see where Razor has gone," said
Mrror. "He fights his own battle in his own way. He | eaves us to fight

our s—what ever that may be."

"What do you nmean? Are you having second thoughts?"

"That is the nature of dragons,"” said Mrror. "W do not rush into things
headl ong |i ke you humans. Yes, | have been having second thoughts and third
and fourth thoughts as well."



"This is nothing to joke about," said Palin.
"Too true," said Mrror. "Have you consi dered the consequences

of your proposed actions? Do you know what destroying the totemw || do?
Especially destroying it as Malys attacks?"
"I know that this is the only opportunity we will have to destroy the totem"

said Palin. "Takhisis has all her attention

focused on Malys, as does everyone else in Sanction. If we mss this chance,
we wi |l not have another."

"What if, in destroying the totem we give the victory to Ml ys?"
"Malys is nortal. She will not live forever. Takhisis will. | admt,"
continued, "that | do not know what will be the consequences of the
destruction of the totem But | do know this. Every day, every hour, every
second | am surrounded by the souls of the dead of Krynn. Their nunbers are
countl ess. Their tornent is unspeakable, for they are driven by a hunger that
can never be assuaged. She makes them prom ses she has no intention of

keepi ng, and they know this, and yet they do her bidding in the pitiful hope
that one day she will free them That day will never conme, Mrror. You know
that, and | knowit. If there is a chance that the totem s destruction wll
stop her fromentering the world, then that is a chance we nust take."

"Even if it neans that we are all burned alive by Ml ys?" Mrror asked.

"Even if it neans that," said Palin.

"Leave ne a while," said Mrror. "I need to think this over."

"Do not think too long," Palin cautioned. "For while dragons think, the world
noves under them"

Mrror stood alone, westling with his problem Palin's words were neant to
remnd Mrror of the old days when the dragons of light |lay conplacent and
sleepy in their lairs, ignoring

the wars raging in the world. The dragons of |ight spoke snmugly and | earnedly
of evil: evil destroys its own, good redeens its own, they said. Thus they
spoke and thus they had slept and thus the Dark Queen stole their eggs and
destroyed their children

The wind shifted, blowing fromthe west. Mrror sniffed, caught the scent of

bl ood and brinmstone, faint, but distinct.

Mal ys.

She was far distant still, but she was com ng

Locked in his prison house of darkness, he heard the people around himtal ki ng
glibly of the approaching battle. He could

find it in his heart to pity them They had no idea of the horror that was
wi nging toward them No idea at all

Mrror groped his way past the totem heading for the tenple. He noved slowy,
forced to tap out a clear path with his staff, bunping it into people's shins,
knocki ng agai nst trees, stunmbling off the path and bunbling into flower
gardens. The soldiers swre at him Sonmeone kicked him He kept the rising sun
on his left cheek and knew he was heading in the direction of the tenple, but
he shoul d have reached it by now He feared that he had veered off course. For
all he knew, he could be headed up the nountain—er off it.

He cursed his own hel pl essness and cane to a standstill, listening

for voices and the clues they m ght give. Then a hand touched his outstretched
hand.

"Sir, you appear to be |ost and confused. Can | be of aid?"

The voice was a woman's, and it had a nuffled, choked sound to it, as though
she had been weeping. Her touch on his hand was firm and strong, he was
startled to feel calluses on her palm the sanme that could be felt on the
hands of those who wi el ded a sword. Some fenmal e Dark Knight. Odd that she
shoul d trouble herself with him He detected a Sol ammi ¢ accent, though

Per haps that was the reason. A d virtues are confortable, like old clothes,
and hard to part wth.

"I thank you, Daughter," he said hunbly, playing his role of beggar. "If you
could lead nme into the tenple, | seek counsel."

"There we are alike, sir," said the woman. Linking her armin his, she slowy

Pal i n



gui ded his steps. "For |, too, amtroubled."

Mrror could hear the anguish in her voice, feel it in the trenbling

of her hand.

"A burden shared is a burden halved," he said gently. "I can listen, if |
cannot see."

Even as he spoke, he could hear, with his dragon soul, the beating of imense
wi ngs. The stench of Malys grew stronger. He had to make his decision

He should break off this conversation and go about his own urgent business,
but he chose not to. The silver dragon had |ived

long in the world. He did not believe in accidents. This chance neeting was no
chance. The woman had been drawn to hi mout of conpassion. He was touched by
her sadness and pain.
They entered the Tenple. He groped about with his hand, until he found what he
sought .

"Stop here," he said.

"W have not reached the altar,"” said the woman. "Wat you touch is a
sarcophagus. Only a little farther."

"I know," Mrror said, "but | would rather remain here. She was an old friend
of mne, you see.”

"ol dmoon?" The wonan was startled, wary. "A friend of yours?"

"I came a long way to see her," he said.

Palin's voice whispered to him soft and urgent. "Mrror, what are you doi ng?
You cannot trust this woman. Her nane is Odila. She was once a Sol amic

Kni ght, but she has been consuned

by darkness."

"A few nonents with her. That's all | ask,” Mrror replied softly.

"You may take all the time you want with her, sir," said Qdila, mstaking his
words. "Although the time we have is short before Malys arrives."

"Do you believe in the One God?" Mrror asked.

"Yes," said (dila, defiantly. "Don't you?"
"I believe in Takhisis," said Mrror. "I revere her, but | do not serve her."
"How i s that possible?" (dila demanded. "If you believe in Takhisis and revere

her, it follows that you nust serve her."

"My reply takes the formof a story. Were you with CGol dnoon when she di ed?"
"No," COdila said. Her voice softened. "No one but Mna was with her."

"Yet there were witnesses. A w zard nanmed Palin Majere saw and heard their
conversation, during which Takhisis reveal ed her true nature to Gol dnmoon. That
was a nonent of triunph for Takhisis. Goldnmoon had | ong been her bitter eneny.
How sweet

it must have been for Takhisis to tell CGoldnoon that it was she who gave

ol dnoon the power of the heart, the power to heal and to build and to create.
Takhi sis told Gol dnmoon that this power of the heart stemmred not fromthe |ight
but from the darkness.

Takhi si s hoped to convince Gol dmoon to foll ow her. The goddess proni sed

ol dnoon life, youth, beauty. Al in return for her service, her worship.

"CGol dmoon refused to accept. She refused to worship the goddess who had
brought such pain and sorrow to the world. Takhisis was angry. She inflicted
on ol dnoon the burden of her years, made her old and feeble and near death.
The goddess hoped Gol dnbon would die in despair, knowi ng that Takhisis had won
the battle, that she would be the 'one god' for now and forever. Gol dnoon's
dyi ng words were a prayer."

"To Takhisis?" COdila faltered.

"To Pal adine," said Mrror. "A prayer asking for his forgiveness

for having lost her faith, a prayer reaffirmng her belief."

"But why did she pray to Pal adi ne when she knew he could not answer?" dila
asked.

"CGol dmoon did not pray for answers. She knew the answers. She had long carried
the truth of his wi sdomand his teachings in her soul. Thus, even though she
m ght never again see Pal adine or hear his voice or receive his blessings, he
was with her, as he had al ways been. CGol dnmoon understood that Takhisis had



lied. The good that Col dnbon had done cane from her heart, and that good coul d
never be cl ai ned by darkness.

The miracles woul d al ways cone from Pal adi ne, because he had never |eft her
He was always with her, always a part of her."

"It istoo late for ne," said Odila, despairing. "I am beyond redenption. See?
Feel this." Grasping his hand, she placed his fingers on her palm "Scars.
Fresh scars. Made by the bl essed dragonl ance. | am bei ng puni shed."

"Who puni shes you, Daughter?" Mrror asked gently. "Queen Takhisis? O the
truth that is in your heart?"

Qdi l a had no answer.

M rror sighed deeply, his own nind at ease. He had his answer. He knew now
what he nust do. "I amready," he said to Palin.

19

Mal ys

Gal dar and M na flew together, though not side by side. The bl ue dragon

Razor, kept his distance fromthe death dragon. He would not cone near the
foul corpse, did nothing to hide his disgust. Gaidar feared that M na m ght be
of fended by the Blue's reaction, but she did not seemto notice, and he cane
at last to realize that she saw not hing except the battle that |ay ahead. Al
el se, she had shut out of her nind

As for Gaidar, even though he was certain that his own death |ay ahead of him
he had never been so happy, never been so nuch at peace. He thought back to

t he days when he'd been a one-armed cripple, forced to lick the boots of such
scum as his former talon | eader, the late and unlamented Ernst Magit. Gaidar

| ooked back along the path of tinme that had brought himto this proud nonent,
fighting al ongsi de her, the one who had saved himfromthat bitter fate, the
one who had restored his armand, in so doing, restored his life. If he could
give that life for her, to save her, that was all he cared about.

They flew high into the air, higher than Gaidar had ever flown on dragonback
before. Fortunately, he was not one of those who are cursed with vertigo. He
did not enjoy flying on dragonback—the m notaur has not been born who enjoys
it—but he did not fear it. The two dragons soared above the peaks of the
Lords of Doom Gaidar |ooked down, fascinated, to see the fiery red innards of
t he mount ai ns boiling and bubbling inside deep cavities of rock. The dragons
flewin and out of the clouds of steam spewi ng fromthe nountains, keeping
watch for Malys, hoping to see her first, hoping for the advantage

of surprise.

The surprise came, but it was on them Gaidar and M na and the dragons were
keepi ng watch on the horizon when M na gave a sudden shout and poi nted
downward. Malys had used the clouds herself to evade their watchful ness. She
was al nost directly below themand flying fast for Sanction

Gai dar had seen red dragons before and been awed by their size and their

m ght. The red dragons of Krynn were dwarf dragons, compared to Mal ystrx. Her
massi ve head coul d have swall owed himand his Blue in one snap of the jaws.
Her tal ons were | arge enough to uproot nountains, and sharp as the nountain
peaks. Her tail could flatten those peaks, obliterate them make of them piles
of dust. He stared at the dragon in dry-nmouthed wonder, his hand clutching the
pi ke so that his fingers ached.

Gai dar had a sudden vision of the fire belching fromMalys's belly, the
dragonfire that could nmelt stone, consune flesh and bone in an instant, set
the seas to boiling. He was about to order Razor to chase after her, but the
dragon was an ol d canpai gner and knew hi s busi ness, probably better than
Gaidar. Swift and silent, Razor folded his wings to his sides and di ved down
upon his foe.

The death dragon matched Razor's speed, then outdid him Mna | owered her
visor. Gaidar could not see her face, but he knew her so well that he had no
need to. He could envision her: pale, fey. She and the death dragon were far
ahead of him



now. Gai dar cursed and kicked at the Blue as if he were a horse, urging himto
keep up. Razor did not feel the mnotaur's

ki cks, nor did he need any urging. He was not going to be |left behind.
The dragon flew so fast that the stinging wind brought tears to Gaidar's eyes,
forced his eyelids shut. Try as he mght, he could not keep them open except
for quick peeks now and then. Malys was a red blur through the tears that
never had a chance to fall, for the w nd whi pped t hem away.

Razor did not slacken his speed. Despite the wind in Gaidar's eyes, this
maddened flight was exhilarating, just as the first wild charge in battle was
exhil arating. Gaidar gripped his pike, leveled it. The notion came to himthat
Razor nmeant to crash headl ong into Malys, ram her as one ship rans anot her

and though that would mean Gaidar's death, he had no care about that, no care
for hinself at all. A strange calmcanme over him He had no fear. He wanted to
deal death, to kill this beast. Nothing el se nmattered.

He wondered if Mna, gripping the dragonlance, had the sane idea. He

envi sioned the two of them dying together in blood and in fire, and he was
exal t ed.

Mal ystryx's target was Sanction. She had the city in sight. She could see its
bugl i ke i nhabitants, who were just now starting
to feel the terror of her might. Malys did not fear attack fromthe air, for
she never imagi ned that anyone-not even this M na—would be so crazed as to
fight her from dragon-back. Happening to glance up for no other reason than to
enjoy the prospect of the bright blue sky, Malys was shocked to the depth of
her soul to see two dragonriders plumeting down on her

She was so startled that for a noment she doubted her senses. That nonent

al nrost proved to be her last, for her foes were on her with a suddenness t hat
took away her breath. An instinctive, banking nove saved her, carried her out
of their path. The

attacki ng dragons were flying too fast to be able to halt. They sailed

past her and began to pull up, both of themcircling around for another
attack.

Mal ys kept her eye on them but she did not imediately fly to annihilate
them She held back, wary, watchful, waiting to see what they would do next.
No need to exert herself. She had only to wait until the dragonfear, which she
knew how to wield better than any ot her dragon who had ever existed on Krynn,
caused these pitiful, |lesser dragons to blanch and break, turn tail and flee.
Once they had their backs to her, then she would slay them

Mal ys waited, watched in glee to see the blue dragon falter in his flight,
while his minotaur rider cowered on his back. Certain those two were not a
threat, Malys turned her attention to the other dragon and its rider. She was
annoyed to note that the other dragon had not halted in its banking turn, but
was conming straight for her. Mlys suddenly understood why her fear did not
work on this one. She had seen enough dragon corpses to recogni ze

one nore.

So this One God could raise the dead. Malys was nore irritated

than inpressed, for now she woul d have to rethink her battle strategy. This
creaki ng, wormeaten, grotesque monstrosity could not be defeated by terror
and woul d not succunb to pain. It was already dead, so how could she kill it?
This was going to be nmore work than she'd anti ci pat ed.

"First you use the souls of the dead to rob ne," Mlys roared. "Now you bring
a noldering, munmified relic to fight nme. What do you and this small and
desperate god of yours expect me to do? Screanf? Faint? | have no fear of the
living or the dead. | have fed upon both. And I will soon feed upon you!"
Mal ys wat ched her enemes carefully, trying to guess what they would do, even
as she plotted her next attack. She di scounted

t he blue dragon. The creature was in a sad state. She could snell the reek of
his dread and his rider was not nuch better. The rider of the dead dragon was
different. Malys hovered before Mna, letting the human get a good | ook at the
power of her foe. She could not possibly win. No god could save her

Mal ys knew t he inpression she nust nake upon the human. The | argest living



being on all of Krynn, the red dragon was enormpus, dwarfing all native
dragons. A snap of Malys's nassive

jaws coul d sever the spine of the mumy dragon. A single claw was as |arge as
this human who dared to chal l enge her. Beyond that, Malys w el ded a magi ca
power that had rai sed up nountains.

She opened her jaws, let the molten fire drool from her mouth, pool around her
sharp fangs. She flexed the claws that were stained brown with blood, claws
that had once pierced the scales of a gold dragon and ripped out the
still-beating heart. She twitched the huge tail that could crack a red
dragon's skull or break its neck, sending it plumeting to the ground while
its hapless rider could do nothing but screamto see obliteration rushing up
at him

Few nortal s had ever been able to withstand the horror of Malys's coning, and
it seemed that Mna could not. She froze on the back of the nunmfied beast.
She tried to keep her head up, but the terror of what she saw seened to crush
her, for she drooped and shrank, then | owered her head as if she knew death
was coning and could not bear to | ook at it.

Mal ys was pl eased and relieved. Opening her mouth, she drew in a breath of air
that would mix with the brimstone in her belly and be unl eashed in a gout of
flame, cremating what was | eft of the corpse dragon and turn this ninion of
the so-called One God into a living torch

M na did not |lower her head in fear. She | owered her head in prayer, and her
god did not abandon her. Mna raised her head, |ooked directly at Malys. In
her hand she hel d the dragonl ance.

Silver light shone fromthe |ance, light as sharp as the lance itself. The
stabbing light struck Malys full in the eyes, for she'd been staring straight
at it. Monentarily blinded, she choked upon the flam ng breath, swallowed nost
of it. Thwarted in her attack she blinked her eyes, tried to rid them of the
dazzling light.

"For the One God!"™ Mna cried.

Gai dar knew they were finished. He hoped that they were finished. He | onged
for easeful death to end the fear that

di ssol ved his organs so that he was literally drowning in his own terror
Beneath him he could feel Razor shivering, hear the clicking of his teeth and
feel trenor after tremor shake the Blue's body.
Then M na call ed upon Takhisis, and the goddess answered. The dragonl ance
flared like a bursting star. Silver light shot through Gaidar's darkness,
channel ed the fear into his nuscles and his sinews and his brain. Razor |et
out a roar of defiance, and Gaidar lifted his voice to match

M na gestured with the lance, and Gai dar understood. They were not going to
charge again, but would try another dive, attacking Malys from above. The red
dragon, in her arrogance, had slowed her flight. They woul d wheel and attack
her before she coul d recover
The two dragons banked and began their dive. Malys gave one flap of her mghty
wi ngs, then another, and suddenly she was speeding straight at themwth
deadly intent. Her jaws gaped w de.

Razor anticipated the Red's attack. The Blue veered off, flipping

over backward to avoid the blast of flane that came so close it singed the
scal es on his belly.
The worl d reel ed beneath Gaidar's horns. The minotaur's stonmach roll ed.
Dangl i ng upsi de down in the harness that held himto the saddl e, he clung
frantically to the pormel with one hand, his weapon with the other. The
harness had been built for human dragonriders, not for a mnotaur. Gaidar
could only hope that the straps held his weight.

Razor rolled out of his turn. Gaidar was upright again, the world was back
where it was supposed to be. He | ooked hastily about to see what had becone of
M na. For a nmonent, he could not find her, and his heart nearly burst wth
fear.

"M na!" he shout ed.

"Bel ow us!" Razor called out.



She was very far below them flying close to the ground,

flying underneath Malys, who was now caught between the two of them

Malys's attention fixed on the Blue. A lazy flap of her wi ngs and suddenly she
was driving straight for them Razor turned tail, beat his wings frantically.
"Fly, damm you!" Gaidar snarled, although he could see that Razor was using
every ounce of strength to try to outdistance the |arge red dragon

Gai dar | ooked back over his shoulder to see that the race was hopel ess, | ost
before it could be won. Razor gasped for breath. H s w ngs punped. The nuscl es
of the dragon's body flexed and heaved. Malys was barely even puffing. She
seenmed to fly

effortlessly. Her jaws parted, fangs gl eaned. She neant to snap the Blue's

spi ne, dislodge his rider, send Gaidar falling thousands of feet to his death
on the rocks bel ow

Gai dar gripped his pike.

"We're not going to nake it!" he shouted at Razor. "Turn and close with her!"
The bl ue dragon wheel ed. Gaidar | ooked into Malys's eyes. He gripped the pike,
prepared to launch it down her throat.

Mal ys opened her jaws, but instead of snapping at the Blue, she gave a gasp.

M na had flown up underneath Malys. Welding the dragonl ance, M na struck the
Red in the belly. The lance sliced through the outer |ayer of red scales,

ri pped open a gash in the dragon's gut.

Mal ys' s gasp was nore astoni shnent than pain, for the | ance had not done her
serious damage. The shock and, worse than that, the insult angered her. She
flipped in md-air, tail over head, claws reaching and teeth gnashing.

The death dragon proved itself adept at maneuvering. Flying rapidly, ducking
and dodging, it scranbled to keep clear of the red dragon's wild flailings.
The death dragon dived. Gaidar and his Blue rose and then banked for another
attack.

Mal ys was growi ng weary of this battle, which was no |l onger fun for her. She
could exert herself to some purpose when she

tried, and now she stretched her w ngs and sought speed. She would catch this
corpse and rend it bone fromrotting bone, peel off its flesh and crush it
into dust. And she would do the sane to its rider

Gai dar had never seen anything nove so fast. He and Razor flew after Malys,

but they could not hope to catch up with her, not before she had slain M na.
Mal ys breathed out a blast of flane.

Gai dar screaned in defiance and ki cked the flanks of the Blue. He night not be
able to save M na but he would avenge her

Hearing the flame belch forth, the dead dragon | owered its head, nose down,
and spread its |eather wings. The ball of fire burst on its belly, spread
along the wings. Gaidar roared in rage, a roar that changed to a how of glee.
The dragonl ance gleaned in the flames. Mna lifted the [ ance, waved it to show
Gai dar she was safe. The death dragon's | eathery

wi ngs and body shielded her fromthe fire. The maneuver was not without cost.
The corpse's | eather wings were abl aze. Tendrils of snoke snaked into the air.
No matter that the corpse could neither feel pain nor die. Wthout the
menbrane of its wings, it could not remain airborne.

The death dragon began to | ose altitude, flane dancing al ong the skel etal
remains of its w ngs.

"M na!" Gaidar shouted in wenching agony. He was hel pl ess to save her

Its wings consunmed by the fire, the death dragon spiral ed downward

Certain that one foe was dooned, Malys turned her attention back to Gaidar

The m notaur cared nothing about hinself. Not anynore.

"Takhi sis," he prayed. "I do not matter. Save M na. Save her. She has given
her all for you. Spare her life!"

In answer to his prayer, a third dragon appeared. This dragon was neither dead
nor living. Shadowy, w thout substance, the five heads of this dragon fl owed
into the body of the dead dragon. The goddess herself had come to join in the
battl e.

The dead dragon's | eathery wi ngs began to shimer with an eerie light. Even as



flames continued to burn, the corpse pulled out of its death spiral only a
short di stance above the ground.

Gai dar raised a mighty cheer and brandi shed his pi ke, hoping to draw Mal ys's
attention fromM na

"Attack!" he roared.

Razor needed no urging. He was already in a steep dive. The blue dragon bared
his teeth. Gaidar felt a runbling in the dragon's belly. A bolt of Iightning
shot forth fromthe Blue's jaws. Crackling and sizzling, the lightning bolt
struck Malys on the head. The concussive bl ast that foll owed nearly knocked
Gai dar fromthe saddle.

Mal ys jerked spasnodically as the electricity surged through her body. Gaidar
t hought for a noment that the jolt had finished her, and his heart |eaped in
his chest. The |ightning dissipated. Ml ys shook her head groggily, like a
fighter who has received a blow to the nose, then she reared back, opened her
jaws and cane at them

"Take me cl ose!” Gaidar cried.

Razor did as commanded. He swept in | ow over Malys's head. Gaidar flung the
pike with all his strength into the dragon's eye. He saw the pi ke pierce the
eyebal |, saw the eye redden and the dragon blink frantically.

Not hi ng nore. And that bl ow had cost himdearly.

Razor's nove had carried themtoo close to the dragon to be able to escape her
reach. Gaidar's strike had not taken Malys out of the battle, as he hoped. The
huge pi ke | ooked puny, sticking out of Malys's eye. She felt it no nore than
he m ght feel an eyel ash.

Her head reared up. She |lunged at them jaws snhappi ng.

Gai dar had one chance to save himself. He flung hinself fromthe saddle,
grabbed hold of Razor around the neck and held on. Malys drove her teeth into
t he blue dragon's body. The saddl e di sappeared in her maw

Bl ood poured down Razor's flanks. The blue dragon cried out in pain and in
fury as he struggl ed desperately to fight

his attacker, lashing out with his forelegs and his hind | egs, slapping at her
with his tail. Gaidar could do nothing but hang on. Splashed with the Blue's
war m bl ood, Gaidar clung to Razor's neck

Mal ys shook the blue dragon |ike a dog shakes a rat to break its spine. Gaidar
heard a sickening crunch of bone, and Razor gave a horrifying scream

M na | ooked up to see the blue dragon clasped in Malys's jaws. She coul d not
see Gaidar and assuned that he was dead. Her heart ached. Anmong all those who
served her, he was nost dear to her. Mna could see clearly the wound on the
dragon's belly. Atrail of glistening, dark red marred the fire-orange red of
the scales. Yet, the wound was not nort al

The dead dragon's w ngs were sheets of flame, and the flanes were spreading to
t he body. Soon M na would be sitting on a dragon nade of fire. She felt the
heat, but it was an annoyance, nothing nore. She saw only her enemny. She saw
what she nust do to defeat the eneny.

"Takhisis, fight with me!" she cried and, raising her |ance, she pointed
upwar d.

M na heard a voice, the same voice she had heard call to her at the age of
fourteen. She had run away from home to seek out that voice.

"I amwth you," said Takhisis.

The goddess spread her arns, and they became dragon wi ngs. The burni ng w ngs
of the death dragon lifted into the air, propelled by the wings of the
goddess. Faster and faster they flew, the air fanning the flames on the
dragon, whipping themso that the fire swirled about M na. Her arnor protected
her fromthe flames but not fromthe heat. Inbued with the spirit of the god,
she did not feel the burning, hot metal start to sear her skin. She saw
clearly that victory nust be theirs. The wounded

underbelly of the red dragon canme closer and closer. Mlys's blood dripped
down on M na's upturned face.

And then, suddenly, Takhisis was gone.

Mna felt the absence of the goddess as a rush of chill air that snatched away



her breath, left her suffocating, gasping. She was al one now, alone on a
dragon that was disintegrating in fire. Her goddess had |l eft her, and Mna did
not know why.

Per haps, M na thought frantically, this is a test.

Takhi si s had adni ni stered such tests before when Mna had first found the One
God and offered to be her servant. Those tests had been hard, demandi ng that
she prove her loyalty in blood, word, and deed. She had not failed one of

them None had been as hard as this one, though. She would not survive this
one, but that made no difference, because, in death, she would be with her

goddess.
Mna willed the death dragon that was now a dragon of fire to keep going, and
either her will or the dragon's own noment um

carried it up those last few feet.

The bl azing dragon crashed into Malys's body with trenmendous

force. The blood dripping fromthe wound began to bubble and boil, so hot
were the flames.

Lifting the dragonl ance, Mna drove it with all her strength into the dragon's
belly. The | ance pierced through the weakened scal es, opened a gapi ng wound in
the flesh.

Engul fed in blood and in fire, Mna held fast to the lance and prayed to the
goddess that she m ght now be found worthy.

Malys felt pain, a pain such as she'd never before experienced. The pain was
so dreadful that she rel eased her hold on the blue dragon. Her bell ow ngs were
horrible to hear. Gaidar w shed he could cover his ears so that he could bl ot
out the sound. He had to endure it, though, for he dared not nove or he would
|l ose his hold and fall to his death. He and Razor were spiralling downward

The Lords of Doom that had been small beneath Gaidar now towered over him The
j agged rocks of the mountainous terrain

woul d make for a bone-crunching | andi ng.

Razor had taken a nortal wound, but the dragon was still alive and with
unbel i evabl e courage was struggling desperately to remain in control. Although
Razor knew he was dooned, he

was fighting to save his rider. Gaidar did what he could to hel p, hanging on
and trying not nove. Every flap of the dragon's w ngs must be agony, for Razor
gasped and shuddered with the pain, but he was slowy descendi ng. He searched
with his dinmng vision for a clear spot on which to |and.

dinging to the neck of the dying dragon, Gaidar |ooked up to see Mna sitting
astride wings of fire. The dragon's entire body was in flanes. Flanes raced up
t he dragonl ance. The fiery dragon ranmed Malys, struck her in the belly. Mna
j abbed the dragon-1ance straight into the wound she'd al ready made. Malys's
belly split wi de open. A great, gushing rush of black bl ood poured out of the
dr agon.

"Mna!" Gaidar cried out in anguish and despair, as a terrifying roar from
Mal ys obliterated his words.

Mal ys screaned her death scream She knew that death scream She'd heard it
often. She'd heard it fromthe Blue as she shattered his spine. Now it was her
turn. The death screamrose, bubbling with agony and fury, from her throat.

Bl i nded by the dragon's bl ood, abandoned by her god, Mna yet held fast to the
dragonl ance. She thrust the |lance up into the dreadful wound, guided the |ance
to pierce Malys's heart.

The red dragon died in that nonent, died in mdair. Her body plunged fromthe
sky, smashed onto the rocks of the Lords of Doom bel ow. She carried her slayer
down with her.

20

Bl i ndi ng Li ght
So pent up and excited were the defenders of Sanction that they gave a cheer

when Malys' s huge, red body energed from shredded cl ouds. The cheers sank, as
did their courage, when the dragonfear washed over Sanction in a tidal wave



t hat crushed hope and

severed dreans and brought every person in the city face to face with the
dread i nage of his own doom The archers who were supposed to fire arrows at
the gleaming red scales threw down their bows and fell to their bellies and
lay there shivering and whi npering. The nen at the catapults turned and fled
their posts. The stairs leading up to the battlenments were clogged with the
terrified troops so that none could go up and none could go down. Fights broke
out as desperate men sought to save thensel ves

at the expense of their fellows. Some were so maddened by the fear that they
flung thenselves off the walls. Those who

managed to control their fear tried to calmthe rest, but they were so fewin
nunber that they nmade little difference. One officer who

tried to halt the flight of his panic-stricken men was struck down with his
own sword, his body tranpled in the rush

Stone walls and iron bars were no barrier. A prisoner in the guard house near
the West Gate, Silvanoshei felt the fear twist inside himas he lay on his
hard bed in his dark cell, dreami ng of Mna. He knew he was forgotten, but he
could never forget her and he spent entire nights in hopel ess dreans that she
woul d wal k through that cell door, walk with himagain the dark and tangl ed
path of his life.

The jailer had cone to the cells to give Silvanoshei his daily food ration
when Malys's dragonfear washed over the city. The jailer's duty was onerous
and boring, and he liked to brighten it by tormenting the prisoners. The elf
was an easy target, and, although the jailer was forbidden to harm Sil vanoshe
physically, he could and did tornment himverbally. The fact that Silvanoshe
never reacted or responded did not faze the jailer, who i magi ned that he was
havi ng a devastating effect on the elf. In reality,

Si I vanoshei rarely even heard what the nman said. Hi s voice was one of many:
his nother's, Samar's, his lost father's, and the voice that had nade him so
many proni ses and kept none. Real voices, such as the jailers, were not as

| oud as these voices of his soul, were no nore than the chattering of the
rodents that infested his cell
The dragonfear tw sted inside Silvanoshei, caught in his throat, strangling
and suffocating. Terror jolted himout of the nether world in which he

exi sted, flung himonto the hard floor of reality. He crouched there, afraid
to nove.

"M na save us!" noaned the jailer, shivering in the doorway. He made a | unge
at Silvanoshei, caught hold of his armwith a grip that nearly paral yzed the
elf.
The jailer broke into slobbering tears and clung to Silvanoshei as if he'd
found an el der brother.

"What is it?" Silvanoshei cried.

"The dragon! Malys," the jailer managed to blurt out. His teeth clicked
toget her so he could barely talk. "She's cone. We're all going to die! Mna
save us!"

"Mna!" Silvanoshei whispered. The word broke the shackling fear

"What has Mna to do with this?"

"She's going to fight the dragon,” the jailer burbled, winging his hands.
The prison erupted into chaos as the guards fled and the prisoners

screamed and shouted and flung themnmsel ves against the bars in frantic efforts
to escape the horror.

Si | vanoshei pushed away the quivering, blubbering nound that had once been the
jailer. The cell door stood open. He ran down the corridor. Men pleaded wth
himto free them but he paid no heed to them

Enmergi ng outside, he drew in a deep breath of air that was not tainted with
the stink of unwashed bodi es and rat dung. Looking into the blue sky, he
glinpsed the red dragon—a huge, bl oated nmonster hanging in the heavens. H s
eager, searching gaze flicked past Malys without interest. Silvanoshei scanned
t he heavens and at |last found Mna. H's sharp elven eyesight could see better
than nost. He could see the tiny speck that gleanmed silver in the sunlight.



Si | vanoshei stood in the mddle of the street, staring upward. People ran past
him dashed into him shoved himand jostled himin their m ndl ess panic. He
paid no attention, fended off hands, fought to keep his feet, and fought to
keep his gaze fixed upon that small sparkle of light.

When Malys appeared, Palin discovered that there was one advantage to being
dead. The dragonfear that plunged Sanction's popul ace into chaos had no effect
upon him He could | ook upon the great red dragon and feel nothing.

H's spirit hovered near the totem He saw the fire blaze in the eyes of the
dead dragons. He heard their cries for revenge rise up to the heavens, rise up
to Takhisis. Palin never doubted hinself. H's duty was cl ear before him

Takhi sis nust be stopped or at |east slowed, her power dim nished. She had

i nvested rmuch of that power into the totem planning to use it as a doorway
into the world, to nmerge the physical realmand the spiritual. If she
succeeded she woul d reign suprene. No one—spirit or nortal —would be strong
enough to fight her.

"You were right/' said Mrror, who stood by Palin's side. "The city has gone
mad with terror.”

"I't will wear off soon— Palin began. He broke off abruptly.

Dal amar's spirit emerged from anong the dragon skulls.

"The view of the battle is better fromthe box seats," Dal amar said. "You do
not have feet, you know, Majere. You are not bound to the ground. Together you
and | can sit at our ease anong the clouds, watch every thrust and parry, see
the blood fall like rain. Wiy don't you join ne?"

"I have very little interest in the outcone," said Palin. "Woever

wins, we are bound to | ose."

"Speak for yourself," Dal amar said.

To Palin's disconfiture, Dalamar's spirit was taking an unusual interest in
Mrror.

Coul d Dal amar see both the man and the silver dragon? Coul d Dal amar have
guessed their plan? If he knew, would he attenpt to thwart them or was he
preoccupied with his own schenes? That Dal amar had schemes of his own, Palin
did not doubt. Palin had never fully trusted Dal amar, and he had grown nore
wary of himthese past few days.

"The battle goes well," Dalamar continued, his soul's gaze fixed on Mrror
"Malys is fully occupied, that nuch is certain. People are cal mi ng down. The
dragonfear is starting to abate. Speaking of which, your blind beggar friend
appears to be remarkably inmune to dragonfear. Wy is that, | wonder?"

What Dal anar said was true. The dragonfear was fadi ng away. Sol di ers who had
been huggi ng the ground and scream ng that they were all going to die were
sitting up, |ooking sheepish and enbarrassed.

If we are going to do this, we have to act now, realized Palin. \Wat danger
can Dal amar be to us? He can do nothing to stop them Like me, he has no
magi c.

A roaring bell ow boomed anpbng the nountains. People in the street stared
upward, began to shout and point to the sky.

"A dragon has drawn bl ood," said Mrror, peering upward. "Hard to say which

t hough. "

Dal amar's spirit hung in the air. The eyes of his soul stared at themas if he
woul d del ve the depths of theirs. Then, suddenly, he vani shed.

"The outcone of this fight means something to him that is certain," said
Palin. "I wonder which horse he is backing."

"Both, if he can find a way," said Mrror

"Coul d he see your true form do you think?" Palin asked.

"I believe that | was able to hide fromhim" said Mrror. "But when | begin
to cast my magic, | can no longer do so. He will see me for what | am"

"Then |l et us hope the battle proves interesting enough to keep hi moccupied,"”
said Palin. "Do you have fur and amber ... ? Ah, sorry, | forgot," he added,
seeing Mrror smle. "Dragons have no need of such tools for their spel
casting."

Now that the battle had begun, the totem s nagic intensified. Eyes in the



skull's burned and glittered with a fury so potent it shone fromground to
heaven. The single eye, the New Eye, gleaned white, even in the daylight. The
magi ¢ of the totemwas strong, drew the dead to it. The souls of the dead
circled the totemin a pitiful vortex, their yearning a torment fed by the
goddess.

Palin felt the pain of longing, a longing for what is |ost beyond redenption.
"When you cast your spell," he said to Mrror, the longing for the magi c an
aching inside him "the dead will swarm around you, for yours is a magic they
can steal. The sight of themis a terrible one, unnerving—

"So there is at |east one advantage to being blind," Mrror remarked, and he
began to cast the spell

Dragons, of all the nortal beings on Krynn, are born with the ability to use
magi c. Magic is inherent to them a part of themlike their blood and their
shi ning scal es. The nagic cones fromwthin.

M rror spoke the words of magic in the ancient |anguage of dragons. Coning
froma human throat, the words | acked the rich

resonance and rolling majesty that the silver dragon was
accustoned to hearing, sounded thin and weak. Small or |arge, the words woul d
acconplish the goal. The first prickles of magic began to sparkle in his

bl ood.
W spy hands plucked at his scales, tore at his wi ngs, brushed across his face.
The soul s of the dead now saw himfor what he was —a silver dragon —and they
surged around him frantic for the magic that they could feel pulsing inside
his body. The souls reached out to himwith their w spy hands and pleaded with
him The souls clung to himand hung fromhimlike tattered scarves. The dead
could do himno harm They were an annoyance, like scale mtes. But scale
mtes did nothing

nore than raise an irritating itch. Scale mtes did not have voices that cried
out in desperation, begging, beseeching. Hearing
the despair in the voices, Mrror realized he had spoken truly. There was an
advantage to being blind. He did not have to see their faces.

Even though the nmagic was inherent to him he still had to concentrate to cast
the spell, and he found this difficult. The fingers
of the souls raked his scales, their voices buzzed in his ears.

Mrror tried to concentrate on one voice —his voice. He
concentrated on the words of his own | anguage, and their nmusic was conforting
and reassuring. The magi c burned within him bubbled

in his blood. He sang the words and opened his hands and cast the magic
forth.
Al t hough Dal amar guessed that his fell ow mage was up to sonething, he had
di scounted Palin as a threat. How could he be? Palin was as inpotent as

Dal amar when it came to magic. True, Dalamar would not let that stop him He
had schened and
conni ved so that whichever way the bread | anded, he'd still have the butter
si de up.
Yet, there was sonething strange about that blind beggar. Probably the fell ow
was or fancied hinmself a wizard. Probably Palin had concocted sonme idea that
they could work together, although what sort of magical rabbit they would be
able to pul
out of their joint hats was open to debate. If they were able to come up with
a rabbit at all, the souls of the dead would grab it and rip it apart.
Satisfied, Dalamar felt it safe to |l eave Palin and his blind beggar to bunble
about in the darkness while he went to witness first hand the gl adi atori al
cont est between Malys and M na.

Dal amar was not overly interested in which one won. He viewed the battle with
the col d, dispassionate interest of the ganbler who has all his bets covered.
Mal ys breathed bl azing fire on the corpse dragon, the | eather wi ngs erupted
into flames. Malys chortled, thinking she was the victor
"Don't count your w nnings yet," Dalamar advised the red dragon, and he was
proven right.



Takhi si s advanced onto the field of battle. Reaching out her hand, she touched
the death dragon. Her spirit flowed into the body of the burning corpse,
saving M na, her chanpion

At that noment, Dalamar's soul heard the sound of a voice chanting. He could
not understand the words, but he recogni zed the | anguage of dragons, and he
was alarnmed to realize by the cadence and the rhythmthat the words were
magic. His spirit fled the battle, soared back to the tenple. He saw a spark
of bright light and realized i mediately that he had nade a mi stake—

perhaps a fatal m stake.

As Dal amar the Dark had m sjudged the uncle, so had he m sjudged the nephew.
Dal amar saw in an instant what Palin planned.

Dal amar recogni zed the blind beggar as Mrror, guardi an of the Citadel of

Li ght, one of the few silver dragons who had dared remain in the world after
all the others had so nysteriously fled. He saw the dead surrounding Mrror
trying to feed off the magi c he was casting, but the dragon would be poor

pi cki ngs. The dead m ght | eech some of the magic, but they would not seriously
i npede Mrror's spellcasting. Dal amar knew

i medi ately what the two were doing, knewit as well as if he had

plotted it with them

Dal amar | ooked back to the battle. This was Takhisis's nmonent of victory, the
nmonent she woul d avenge herself on this dragon who had dared noved in to take
over her world. The Dark Queen had been forced to endure Malys's taunts and

gi bes in seething silence. She had been forced to watch Malys slay her m nions
and use their power—that should have been her power.

At | ast, Takhisis had grown strong enough to chall enge Malys, to wrench away
the souls of the dead dragons, who now

wor shi ped their queen and gave their power to their queen. Dragons of Krynn,
their souls were hers to command.

Long had Takhi sis watched and worked and waited for this nonent when she woul d
renove the | ast obstacle to stand in her way of taking full and absolute
control of her world.

Concentrating on the foe in front, Takhisis was oblivious to the danger
creepi ng up on her from behind.

Dal amar coul d warn Takhisis. He had but to say one word and she would run to
protect her totem She could not afford to do ot herw se. She had worked hard
to create the door for her entry and she was not about to have it slamed shut
in her face. There would be other days to fight Malys, other chanpions to
fight Malys if she | ost M na.

Dal amar hesi t at ed.

True, Takhisis had offered himrich reward—a return to his body and the
gifting of the magic to go with it.

Dal amar reached out with his soul and touched the past, touched the nmenory
that was all that was left to him the nmenory of the magic. He woul d do
anyt hi ng, say anything, betray, destroy anyone for the sake of the magic.

The t hought that he nust abase hinself before Takhisis was galling to him
Once years ago, when the magi c had been his to command, he had been open in
his defiance of the Dark Queen. Nuitari, her son, had no | ove for his nother
and coul d al ways be counted upon to defend his worshi pers against her. Nuitari
was gone now. The power the dark god of nmgic had | avished on his servant was
gone.

Dal anmar nust now abase hinmself before the Dark Queen, and he knew t hat

Takhi sis woul d not be generous in her victory over him Yet, for the magic, he
could do even this.

Takhi sis straddl ed the world, watching the battle in which she took such a
keen interest. Her chanpion was winning. Mna flew straight up at Malys, the
gl eam ng dragonl ance in her hand.

Dal amar knelt in the dust and bowed his head | ow and said hunbly, "Your

Maj esty . "

Mrror could not see the magic, but he could feel it and hear it. The spel



flowed fromhis fingers as bolts of jagged, blue

lightning that crackled and sizzled. The air snelled of brinmstone. He could
see the blazing bolts in his mnd s eye, see themstriking a skull, dancing
fromthat skull to another, fromthe skull of a gold to the skull of a red,
fromthat skull to the skull touching it, and round and round, junping from
one to the next, in a blazing, fiery chain.

"I's the spell cast?" Mrror cried.

"It is cast,"” said Palin, watching in awe.

He wi shed Mrror could see this sight. The lightning sizzled and danced.

Bl ue-white, the bolts junped fromone skull to the next, so fast that the eye
could not follow them As the lightning struck each skull, that skull began to
gl ow bl ue-white, as though dipped in phosphorus. Thunder booned and bl ast ed,
shaki ng the ground, shaking the totem

Power built in the totem the magic shuddered in the air. The voices of the
dead fell silent as the voices of the living raised in a terrible clanor,
scream ng and crying out. Feet pounded, some running toward the totem others
runni ng away.
Watching Mrror cast the spell, Palin recited to hinmself the words of magic
that for himheld no neaning, but which were inprinted on his soul. H's body
sat unnoved, uncaring, on a bench in the tenple. Exultant, his soul watched
lightning leap fromskull to skull, setting each afire.
The magi c reverberated, hummed, grew stronger and stronger. The white-hot fire
burned bright. The intense heat drove back

t hose gathered around the totem The skulls of the dragons now had eyes of
white flane.

In the heavens, thunder rolled. The New Eye gl ared down on them

Dark clouds, thick and bl ack, shot through with bolts of orange and red,
bubbl ed and boiled and frothed. Tendrils of destruction twi sted down fromthe
storm raising dust clouds and uprooting trees. Hail pelted, smashed into the
ground.

"Do your dammdest, Takhisis," cried Palin to the thundering, angry voice of
the storm "You are too late.”

The bl ack cl ouds bl anketed Sanction with darkness and rain and hail. A gust of
wi nd blew on the totem Torrential rains del uged

the city, trying desperately to douse the nagic.

The rain was like oil on the fire. The wind fanned the flames. Mrror could
not see the fire, but he could feel the searing heat. He staggered backward,
stunbl i ng over benches, backed into the altar. H s groping hands found
purchase, cool and snmooth. He recognized by touch the sarcophagus of Gol dnoon,
and it seenmed to himthat he could hear her voice cal mand reassuring. Mrror
crouched besi de the sarcophagus, though the heat grew ever nore intense. He
kept his hand upon it protectively.
A ball of fire formed in the center of the totem shining bright as a | ost
star fallen to the ground. Light, bright and white as starlight, began to
shine within the eyes of the dragons. The light grew brighter and brighter
until none of the living could look at it, but were forced to cover their

eyes.
The fire grewin strength and intensity, burning purely and radiantly, its
l um nous brilliance so dazzling that Mrror could see it through his

bl i ndness, saw bursting, blue-white flanme and the petals of flame drifting up
into the heavens. The rain had no effect on the nmagical fire. The wind of the
goddess's fury could not dimnish it.

The Iight shone pure white at its heart. The skulls of the dragons

shattered, burst apart. The totemteetered and swayed, then fell in upon
itself, dissolving, disintegrating.

The New Eye stared into the white heart of the blaze. Blood-red, the Eye
fought to maintain its gaze, but the pain proved too mnuch.

The Eye bl i nked.

The Eye vani shed.

Dar kness cl osed over Mrror, but he no longer cursed it, for the darkness was



bl essed, safe and conforting as the darkness fromwhich he'd been born. H's
trenbling hand ran over the snmooth, cool surface of the sarcophagus. There
cane a ringing sound as of shattering glass, and he felt cracks in the
surface, felt them spread through the anber Iike winter ice nelting in the
spring sun.

The sarcophagus broke apart, the bits and pieces falling around him He felt a
soft touch on his hand that was |ike ashes drifting on the wi nd.

"CGoodbye, dear friend," he said.

"The blind beggar!" a voice |like thunder runbled. "Slay the blind beggar. He
has destroyed the totem Malys will kill us! Malys will kill us all."

Voi ces cried out in anger. Footsteps pounded. Fists began to punmel him

A rock struck Mrror and anot her

Palin watched, exultant, as the totemfell. He saw the sarcophagus
destroyed and, though he could not find Goldnoon's spirit, he rejoiced that
her body would no | onger be held in thrall, that she would not |onger be a

sl ave of Takhi sis.

He woul d be called to account. He would be nade to pay. He could not avoid it,
could not hide, for though her eye might have been blinded, Takhisis was stil
master. Her presence in the world had not been bani shed, merely di m ni shed. He
remai ned a slave, and there was nowhere he could hide that her dogs woul d not
sni ff himout, hunt hi mdown.

He waited to accept his fate, waited near the crunmbling ruins of the totem
wai ted beside the pitiful shell of flesh that was his body. The dogs were not
l ong in com ng.

Dal amar appeared, materializing out of the snmoking ruins of the burning
skul I s.

"You shoul d not have done this, Palin. You should not have interfered. Your
soul faces oblivion. Darkness eternal."

"What is to be your reward for your service to her?" Palin asked. "Your life?
No"—-he answered his own questi on—you cared little for your life. She gave you
back the magic."

"The magic is life," said Dalamar. "The magic is love. The magic is famly.
The magic is wife. The magic is child."

Inside the tenple, Palin's body sat on the hard bench, stared unseeing at the
candl e flanmes that wavered, fearful and hel pless, in the stormw nds that
swept through the room

"How sad," he said, as his spirit started to ebb, water receding

fromthe shoreline, "that only at the end do | know what | should have known
fromthe start."

"Darkness eternal,"” Dal anar echoed.

"No," said Palin softly, "for beyond the clouds, the sun shines."

Rough hands sei zed hold of Mrror. Angry, panicked voices clanmored in his ear
so many at once that he could not possibly understand them They maul ed him
pulled himthis way and that, as they screeched and argued between thensel ves
about what to do with him Some wanted to hang him Ohers wanted to rend him
apart where he stood.

The silver dragon could always slough off this puny human gui se and transform
into his true shape. Even blind, he could defend hinself against a nob. He
spread his arns that would becone his silver wings and lifted his head. Joy
filled himeven as danger closed in on him In a nonent, he would be hinself,
shining silver in the darkness, riding the winds of the storm

Shackl es cl anped over his wists. He al nost | aughed, for no iron forged of man
could hold him He tried to shake them off, but the shackles would not fall,
and he realized that they were not forged of iron, but of fear. Takhisis made
t hem and

she clamped themon him Strive as he might, he could not transform hinself.
He was chained to his human body, shackled to this two-1egged form and in
that form blind and al one, he would die.

Mrror fought to escape his captors, but his thrashings only goaded themto
further torment. Rocks and fists struck him Pain shot through him Blow after



bl ow rai ned down on him He slunped to the ground.

He heard, as in a dream of pain, a strong, commandi ng voi ce speak out. The
voi ce was powerful, and it quelled the clanor.

"Back away!" Odila ordered. Her voice was cold and stern and accustoned to
bei ng obeyed. "Leave him al one or know the wath of the One God!"

"He used sonme sort of magic to destroy the totem" a man cried. "I saw him™"
"He's done away with the nmoon!" cried another. "Done
somet hing foul and unnatural that will curse us all!"

O her voices joined in the accusing clanor, demanded his death.

"The magic he used is the magic of the One God," Odila told them "You should
be down on your knees, praying for the One God to save us fromthe dragon, not
mal treating a poor beggar!"

Her strong, scarred hands took firmhold of him lifted himup

"Can you wal k?" she whispered to him |ow and urgent. "If so, you nust try."
"I can wal k," he told her

A trickle of warm bl ood seeped down into the bandages he wore around his eyes.
The pain in his head eased, but he felt cold and cl anmy and nauseous. He
staggered to his feet. Her arms wapped around him supported his faltering

st eps.

"Good," (dila whispered in his ear. "W're going to wal k backward." Taking a
firmgrip on him she suited her action to her words. He stunbled with her

| eani ng on her.

"What is happeni ng?" he asked.

"The mob is hol ding back for the nmonment. They feel nmy power, and they fear it.
| speak for the One God, after all." Qdila sounded amused, reckless, joyful

"I want to thank you," she said, her voice softening. "I was the one who was
blind. You opened ny eyes."

"Let's go after him" someone shouted. "Wat's stopping us? She's not M nal
She's just sone traitor Solamic."

Qdila let go of Mrror, nmoved to stand defensively in front of him He heard a
roar as the nob surged forward

"Atraitor Solammic with a club, not a sword,” Odila said to him He heard the
splintering of wood, guessed that she had smashed up one of the benches. "I'I|

hold them off as long as | can. Make your way behind the altar. You'll find a
t rapdoor —=
"I have no need for trapdoors,” Mrror said. "You will be ny eyes, Odila. I

will be your w ngs."

"What the— she began, then she gasped. He heard her drop the club

Mrror spread his arms. Fear was gone. The Dark Queen had no power over him
He coul d see, once again, the radiant light. As it had destroyed the totem so
it burned away the shackles that bound him H s human body, so frail and
fragile, small and cranped, was transfornmed. H s heart grew and expanded,

bl ood pul sed t hrough nassive veins, fed his strong tal oned | egs and an
enornous silver-scaled body. Hs tail struck the altar, smashed it, sent the
candles tunbling to the floor in a river of nmelted wax.

The nob that had surged forward to kill a blind beggar fell all over itself
trying to escape a blind dragon.

"No saddle, Sir Knight," he told Odila. "You'll have to hang on tight. G asp
my mane. You'll need to lean close to my head to be able to tell nme where we
are goi ng. What of Palin?" he asked, as she caught hold of his nmane and pulled
herself up on his back. "Can we take himw th us?"

"His body is not there," Qdila reported.

"I feared as much," said Mrror quietly. "And the other one? Dal amar."

"He is there," said Odila. "He sits alone. Hi s hands are stained with blood."
Mrror spread his w ngs.

"Hol d on!" he shout ed.

"I'"'mholding," said Odila. "Holding fast."

In her hand was the nmedallion that bore on it the inage of the five-headed
dragon. The nedal li on burned her scarred fingers. The pain was m nor conpared
to the pain that seared her when she touched the dragonl ance. O asping the



nedallion, Odila tore it off.

The silver dragon gave a great |leap. H s wi ngs caught the winds of the storm
used themto carry himaloft.

Qi la brought the nmedallion to her lips. She kissed it, then, opening her
fingers, she let the medallion fall. The medal lion

spiraled down into the pile of dust that was now all that remained of Malys's
nonunent to deat h.

Mna's followers w tnessed the breathtaking battle. They cheered to see Mlys
fall, gasped in horror as Mna fell in flames along with her foe.

Desperately they waited to see her rise again fromthe fire, as she had done
once before. Snmoke drifted up fromthe nountain, but it brought no Mna with
it.

Si I vanoshei had watched with the rest. He started wal king. He would go to the
tenmpl e. Someone there would have news. As he wal ked, as the bl ood flowed and
his stiff nuscles warned, he canme gradually to realize that not only was he
still alive, he was free

People milled about in the streets, shocked and confused. Some wept openly.
Sone sinply wandered ai m essly, not

knowi ng what to do next, waiting for someone to cone and tell them Some spoke
of the battle, reliving it, relating over and over what they had seen, trying
to make it real. People jabbered about the moon and that it was gone and so
was the One God, if the One God had ever been, and that now M na was gone too
No one paid any attention to Silvanoshei. Everyone was too caught up in his
own despair to care about an elf.

| could wal k out of Sanction, Silvanoshei said to hinmself, and no one woul d
lift a finger to stop ne.

He had no thought of |eaving Sanction, however. He could not |eave, not unti
he knew for certain what had beconme of Mna. Arriving at the tenple, he found
a huge throng of people gathered around the totem and he joined them staring
in dismay at the pile of ashes that had once been the glory of Queen Takhisis.
Si | vanoshei stared into the ashes and he saw what he had been, saw what he

m ght have been

He saw the events that had led himto this point, saw themw th his soul that
never sleeps, always watches. He saw t he

terrible night the ogres attacked. He saw hi nsel f —consumed with hatred for
his nother and for the life she had forced himto [ead, consuned with fear and
guilt when it seened that she might die at the hands of the ogres. He saw

hi nsel f runni ng through the darkness to save her, and he saw hinmself proud to
think that he would be the one to save his people. He saw the |ightning bolt
that sent himtunbling into unconsci ousness. He saw hinmself falling down the
hill to land at the base of the shield and then he saw what he had not been
able to see with nortal eyes. He saw the dark hand of the goddess lift the
shield so that he could enter

Staring into the darkness, he saw the darkness staring back at him and he
realized that he had | ooked into the Dark Queen's eyes many tines before,

| ooked into them w t hout blinking or turning away.

He heard again words that Mna had said to himon that first night they had
cone together. Wbrds that he had tossed aside as nonsense, meani ngl ess,

wi t hout i nportance.

You do not |love me. You |love the god you see in ne.

Everything his nother yearned for, he had been given. She had wanted to rule
Silvanesti. He was the king of Silvanesti. She had |longed to be | oved by the
peopl e. They loved him That was his revenge, and it had been sweet. But that
was only part of the revenge. The best part was that he had thrown it al

away. Not hing he could have done had the power to hurt his nother nore.

If the goddess had used him it was because Takhi sis had gazed deeply into the
eyes of his soul and had seen one eye w nk.

21 The Dead and Dying

Razor's strength gave out while they were still airborne. He could no | onger
nmove his wings, and he began to | twist downward in an uncontrolled dive.



Gai dar had the terrifying i mage of sheer-sided, jagged rocks stabbing upward.
Razor crashed headlong into a small grove of pine trees.

For a heart-stopping monment, all Gaidar could see was a blur of orange rocks
and green trees, blue dragon scales and red bl ood. He squinched his eyes tight
shut, gripped the dragon with all the strength of his massive body, buried his
head in the dragon's neck. Buffeted and jolted, he heard the rendi ng and
snappi ng of |inbs and bones, snelled and tasted the sharp odor of pine needles
and the iron-tinged snell of fresh blood. A branch struck himon the head,
nearly ripping off his horn. Another snmote himon the back of his shoul der
Shattered branches tore at his | egs and arns.

Suddenl y, abruptly, they slamed to a halt.

Gai dar spent a | ong norment doi ng nothing except gasping for breath and

marvel ing that he was still alive. Every part of him

hurt. He had no idea if he was seriously wounded or not. He noved, gingerly.
Feel i ng no sharp, searing pain, he concluded that no bones were broken. Bl ood
dri bbl ed down his nose. H's ears rang, and his head throbbed. He felt Razor
gi ve a shudderi ng

si gh.
The dragon's head and upper portion of his shattered body rested in the pine
trees that had broken beneath his weight.

Di sentangling hinself froma nest of tw sted, snapped branches, Gaidar slid
down of f the dragon's back. He had the woozy inpression that the blue dragon
was resting in a cradle of pine boughs. The | ower half of the dragon's
body—the broken wings and tail —+trailed behind himonto the rocks, |eaving a
smear of bl ood.

Gai dar | ooked swiftly about for Malys's carcass. He sawit, off in the

di stance. Her corpse was easy to located. In death, she made her fina
nmount ai n—a glistening, red mound of bl oody flesh. Snoke and flame drew his
eye. Fire consuned the death dragon, the flanes spreading to the scrub pine.
Farther down in the valley lay Sanction, but he couldn't see the city. Dark
t hundercl ouds swirl ed beneath him Where he stood, the sun shone brightly, so
brightly that it had apparently eclipsed that New Eye, for he could not see
it.

He did not take tinme to search for it. His main concern was M na. He was
frantic with worry about her and wanted nothing nore than to go off

i medi ately to search for her. But the m notaur

owed his life to the heroics of the blue dragon. The | east Gaidar could do
was to stay with him No one, ninotaur or dragon, should die alone.

Razor was still alive, still breathing, but his breaths were pain-filled and
shal l ow. Bl ood flowed fromhis mouth. H's eyes were starting to grow dim but
they brightened at the sight of Gaidar

"I's she ..." The blue dragon choked on his own bl ood, could not continue.
"Malys is dead," Gaidar said, deep and runmbling. "Thank you for the battle. A
glorious victory that will be | ong renenbered.

You die a hero. I will honor your nenmory, as will ny children and ny

children's children and their children after.”

Gai dar had no children, nor was there any |ikelihood he would ever have any.
H's words were the ancient tribute given to a warrior who has fought valiantly
and died with honor. Yet Gaidar spoke themfromthe depth of his soul, for he
could only inmagine what terrible agony these last few nonments were for the
dyi ng dragon.

The bl ue dragon gave anot her shudder. Hi s body went [|inp.

"I did ny duty,"” he breathed, and died.

Gaidar lifted his head and gave a how of grief that echoed anong the
mount ai ns—a final, fitting tribute. This done, he was free at last to foll ow
his aching heart, to find out what had

happened to M na.

| should not be worried, he told hinself. | have seen M na survive poi soning,
energe whol e and unscarred fromher own flam ng funeral pyre. The One CGod

| oves M na, |oves her as



per haps she has never before |oved a nortal. Takhisis will protect her
darling, watch over her
Gaidar told hinmself that, told hinmself repeatedly, but still he worried.

He scanned the rugged rocks around the carcass of the dragon. Chunks of flesh
and gore were splattered about a wide area, the rocks were slippery with the
nmess. He hoped to see Mna cone striding toward him that exalted glow in her
eyes. But nothing noved on the rocky outcroppi ng where the dragon had fallen
The birds of the air had fled at her conming, the aninmals gone to ground. Al
was silent, except for a fierce and angry wind that hissed anong the rocks
with an eerie, whistling sound.
The rocks were difficult enough to navigate w thout the blood and bl ubber
d i mbi ng was sl ow going, especially when every novenent brought the pain of
some new y discovered injury. Gaidar found his pike. The weapon was covered
wi th bl ood, and the bl ade was broken. Gaidar was pleased to retrieve it. He
would give it to Mna as a menento.
Search as he might, he could not find her. Tinme and again, he roared out,
"M na!" The nanme canme back a hundredfol d,
careening off the sides of the nountains, but there was no answering call. The
echoes faded away into silence. Cinbing up and over a junble of boul ders,
Gai dar canme at last to Malys's carcass.

Looki ng at the weckage of the gigantic red dragon, Gaidar felt nothing, not
el ation, not triunph, nothing except weariness and grief and a wonder that any
of them had conme out of this confrontation alive.
"Perhaps Mna didn't," said a voice inside him a voice that sent shudders
t hrough him
"Mna!" He called again, and he heard, in answer, a groan

Mal ys's red-scal ed and bl ood-sneared fl ank noved.
Al armed, Gaidar lifted the broken pike. He | ooked hard at the dragon's head,
that lay sideways on the rocks, so that only one eye was visible. That eye
stared, unseeing, at the sky. The neck was tw sted and broken. Malys could not
be alive.
The groan was repeated and a weak voice called out, "Gaidar!"
Wth a cry of joy, Gaidar flung down the pi ke and bounded forward. Beneath the
belly of the dragon he saw a hand, covered with bl ood and noving feebly. The
dragon had fallen on top of Mna, pinning her beneath.
Gai dar put his shoulder to the fast cooling mass of bl ubber and heaved. The
dragon's carcass was heavy, weighing several hundred tons. He mght as well
have tried to shift the mountain.

He was frantic with worry now, for Mna's voi ce sounded weak. He put his hands
on the belly that had been slit w de open. Entrails spewed out; the stench was
horri bl e. He gagged, tried to stop breathing.
"I can barely lift this, Mna," he called to her. "You nust craw out. Make
haste. | can't hold it for long."

He heard sonething in reply but could not understand, for her voice was
muf fled. He gritted his teeth and bent his knees and, sucking in a great
breath of air, he gave a grunt and heaved upward with all his mght. He heard
a scrabbling sound, a pain-filled
gasping for breath, and a nuffled cry. H's nuscles ached and burned, his arns
grew wobbly. He could hold on no longer. Wth a | oud shout of warning, he
dropped the nmass of flesh and stood gasping for breath amid the putrid
remai ns. He | ooked down to find Mna lying at his feet.
Gai dar was rem nded of a time when Mna had been invited to bless a birthing.
Gai dar hadn't wanted to be there, but Mna had insisted and, of course, he'd
obeyed. Looking down at M na, Gaidar renenbered vividly the tiny child, so
frail and fragile, covered in blood. He knelt by Mna's side.
"Mna," he said, helpless, afraid to touch her, "where are you hurt? | cannot
tell if this is your blood or the dragon's."
Her eyes opened. The anber was bl oodshot, rimred with red. She reached out her
hand, grasped Gaidar's arm The nove caused her pain. She gasped and shivered
but still managed to cling to him



"Pray to the One God, Gaidar," she said, her voice no nore than a whisper. "I
have done something ... to displease her . . . Ask her ... to forgive ..."

Her eyes closed. Her head lolled to one side. Her hand slipped fromhis arm
H s own heart stopping in fear, Gaidar put his hand on her neck to feel for
her pulse. Finding it, he gave a great sigh of relief.

He lifted Mna in his arns. She was |ight as he renenbered that newborn babe
to have been.

"You great bitch!" Gaidar snarled. He was not referring to the dead dragon

Gai dar found a small cave, snug and dry. The cave was so small that the

m not aur could not stand to his full height, but was forced to crouch lowto
enter. Carrying Mna inside, he laid her dowmn gently. She had not regai ned
consci ousness, and al though this scared him he told hinself this was good,
for otherwi se she woul d die of the pain.

Once in the cave, he had time to exam ne her. He stripped away her arnor,
tossed it outside to lie in the dust. The wounds she had

sustained were terrible. The end of her |eg bone protruded fromthe flesh,

t hat was bl oody, purple, and grotesquely swollen. One armno | onger |ooked
like an arm but l|ike sonething hanging in a butcher's stall. Her breathing
was ragged and caught in her throat. Every breath was a struggle, and nore
than once he feared she | acked the strength to take another. Her skin was
burning hot to the touch. She shivered with the cold that brings death.

He no longer felt the pain of his own wounds. Wenever he nmade a sudden nove
and a sharp jab rem nded him he was

surprised, wondered vaguely where it came from He lived only for M na,

t hought only of her. Finding a streama short distance fromthe cave, he
rinsed out his helm filled it with water, carried it back to her

He | aved her face and touched her lips with the cool liquid, but she could not
drink. The water trickled down her bl ood-covered

chin. Up here in these rocks he would find no herbs to treat her pain or bring
down her fever. He had no bandages. He had a rough sort of battlefield
training in healing, but that was all, and it was not nuch hel p. He should
anputate that shattered |l eg, but he could not bring hinmself to do it. He knew
what it was for a warrior to live as a cripple.

Better she should die. Die in the glorious nonment with the defeat of the
dragon. Die as a warrior victorious over her foe. She was going to die. Gaidar
could do nothing to save her. He could do nothing but watch her life bleed
away. He could do nothing but be by her side so that she would not die al one.
Dar kness crept into the cave. Gaidar built a fire inside the cavern's entrance
to keep her warm He did not |eave the cavern again. Mna was delirious,
fevered, nmurnuring incoherent words, crying out, npaning. Gaidar could not
bear to see her suffer, and nore than once, his hand stole to his dagger to
end this swiftly, but he held back. She might yet regain consci ousness, and he
wanted her to know, before she died, that she died a hero and that he woul d

al ways | ove and honor her.

Mna's breathing grew erratic, yet she struggled on. She fought very hard to
live. Sonetinmes her eyes opened and he saw
the agony in themand his heart wenched. Her eyes closed again w thout
showi ng any signs of recognition, and she battled on

He reached out his hand, w ped the chill sweat from her forehead.

"Let go, Mna," he said to her, tears glimering on his

eyelids. "You brought down your enemy—the | argest, npst

power ful dragon ever to inhabit Krynn. Al nations and people will honor you.
They will sing songs of your victory down through the ages. Your tonb will be
the finest ever built in Ansalon. People will travel fromall over the world
to pay honmage. | will lay the dragonlance at your side and the put the
nmonstrous skull of the dragon at your feet."

He could see it all so clearly. The tale of her courage would touch the hearts
of all who heard it. Young men and wonen woul d come to her tonb to pl edge
themselves to lives of service to mankind, be it as warrior or healer. That
she had wal ked i n darkness would be forgotten. In death, she was redeened.



Still, Mna fought on. Her body twitched and jerked. Her throat was ragged and
raw from her screans.

Gai dar could not bear it. "Release her," he prayed, not thinking
what he was doing or saying, his only thought of her. "You' ve done with her
Rel ease her!"

"So this is where you have her hidden," said a voice.

Gai dar drew his dagger, twisted to his feet, and energed fromthe cave all in
one notion. The fire stole away his night vision. Beyond the crackling flanes,
all was darkness. He was a perfect target, standing there in the firelight,
and he noved swiftly. Not too far away. He would never |eave Mna, let themdo
what they might to him

He blinked his eyes, tried to pierce the shadows. He had not heard the sound
of footfalls or the chink of arnor or the ring of steel. Woever it was had
cone upon himby stealth, and that boded no good. He made certain to hold his
dagger so it did not reflect the firelight.

"She is dying," he said to whoever was out there. "She has not long to |ive.
Honor her dying and allow me to remain with

her to the end. Whatever is between us, we can settle that afterward.

| pledge ny word."

"You are right, Gaidar," said the voice. "\Watever is between us, we wll
settle at a later date. | gave you a great gift, and you returned my favor
with treachery.”

Gaidar's throat constricted. The dagger slid fromthe suddenly

nervel ess right hand, |anded on the rocks at his feet with a clash and a
clatter. A woman stood at the nmouth of the cave. Her figure blotted out the
light of the fire, obliterated the Iight of the stars. He could not see her
face with his eyes, for she had yet to enter the world in her physical form
but he saw her with the eyes of his soul. She was beautiful, the npst
beautiful thing he had ever seen in his life. Yet her beauty did not touch
him for it was cold and sharp as a scythe. She turned away from him She
wal ked toward the entrance to the cave.

Gai dar nmanaged with great effort to nove his shaking |inbs. He dared not | ook
into that face, dared not neet those eyes that held in themeternity. He had
no weapon that could fight her. No such weapon existed in this world. He had
only his love for Mna, and perhaps that was what gave hi mcourage to pl ace
his own body between Queen Takhisis and the cave.

"You will not pass," he said, the words squeezed out of him "Leave her al one!
Let go of her! She did what you wanted and wi t hout your hel p. You abandoned
her. Leave it that way."

"She deserves to be punished," Takhisis returned, cold, disdainful

"She shoul d have known the wi zard Palin was treacherous,

secretly plotting to destroy me. He nearly succeeded. He destroyed the totem
He destroyed the nortal body that | had chosen for ny residence while in the

wor |l d. Because of Mna's negligence, | canme close to |losing everything | have
wor ked for. She deserves to puni shed! She deserves death and worse than deat h!
Still—= Takhisis's voice softened—"I will be merciful. I will be generous."

Gai dar's heart al nost stopped with fear. He was panting and shaki ng, yet he
did not nove.

"You need her," said Gaidar harshly. "That's the only reason you're saving
her." He shook his horned head. "She's at peace now, or soon will be. | won't
| et you have her."

Takhi si s noved cl oser.

"I keep you alive, mnotaur, for only one reason. Mna asks ne to do so. Even
now, as her spirit is wenched fromits shell of flesh, she begs nme to be

merci ful toward you. | indulge her whim for now The day will come, however,
when she will see that she no | onger has need of you. Then, what |ies between
you and ne will be settled."

Her hand lifted himup by the scruff of his neck and tossed himcarel essly
asi de. He landed heavily anong the sharp rocks and lay there, sobbing in anger
and frustration. He pounded his left hand into the rocks, pounded it again and



again so that it was bruised and bl oody.

Queen Takhisis entered the cavern, and he could hear her crooning softly,
sweetly, "My child . . . My beloved child ... | do forgive you...."

22

Lost in the Maze

Gerard was determined to reach the Knights' Council with the urgent news of
the return of Queen Takhisis as quickly as possible. He guessed that once she
had built her totem and secured Sanction, the Dark Queen would nmove swiftly to
secure the world. Cerard had no tinme to waste.

CGerard had found the elf, Samar, without difficulty. As Sil vanoshei

had predicted, the two nmen, though of different races, were experienced
warriors and, after a few tense nonents
suspi cion and m strust were both allayed. Gerard had delivered the ring and
t he nmessage from Sil vanoshei, though the Knight had not been exactly honest in
relating the young king's words. Gerard had not told Samar that Silvanoshe
was captive of his own heart. Gerard had nade Silvanoshei a hero who had
defied Mna and been

puni shed for it. Gerard' s plan was for the elves to join the Solamics in the
attenpt to seize Sanction and halt the rise of Takhisis.

Cerard trusted that the elves would want to free their young king, and

al t hough Gerard had received the distinct inpression
that Samar did not nuch like Silvanoshei, Gerard had managed to inpress the
dour warrior with the true story of Silvanoshei's courage in the fight with
Clorant and his fellow Knights. Samar had pronised that he would carry the
matter to Al hana Star-breeze. He had little doubt that she woul d agree to the
pl an. The two had parted, vowing to neet each other again as allies on the
field of battle.
After bidding farewell to Samar, Gerard rode to the sea coast. Standing on a
cliff that overl ooked the crashing waves, he stripped off the black arnor that
mar ked himas a Kni ght of Takhisis, and one by one he hurled the pieces into
the ocean. He had the distinct satisfaction of seeing, in the pre-dawn |ight,
the waves lift the black armor and slamit against the jutting rocks.

"Take that and be dammed to you," Gerard said. Munting his horse, clad only
in |eather breeches and a well-worn woolen shirt, he set off west.

He hoped that with fair weather and good roads he might reach Lord Urich's
manor in ten days. Gerard soon glumy revised his plan, hoped to reach the
manor house in ten years, for at that point everything began to go strangely
wrong. His horse threw a shoe in a region where no one had ever heard of a

bl acksmith. Gerard had to travel mles out of his way, |eading his |ane horse,
to find one. When he did come across a blacksnmith, the man worked so slowy
that Gerard wondered if he was mining the iron and then forging it.

Days passed before his horse was shod and he was back in the saddle, only to
di scover that he was lost. The sky was cl oudy and overcast. He could see
neither sun nor stars, had no idea which direction he was headi ng. The | and
was sparsely popul ated. He rode for hours w thout seeing a soul. Wen he did
conme upon soneone to ask directions, everyone in the | and appeared to have
suddenly gone stupid, for no matter what route he was told to take, the road
al ways | anded himin the mddl e of some inpenetrable forest or stranded himon
t he banks of sone inpassable river

CGerard began to feel as if he were in one of those terrible dreams, where you
know t he destination you are trying to reach

but you can never quite seemto reach it. At first he was annoyed and
frustrated, but after days and days of wandering he began to feel uneasy.

Gai dar' s poi soned sword | odged in Gerard's gut.

"Am | making the decisions or is Takhisis?" he asked hinsel f.

"I's she deternmining ny every nove? Am | dancing to her piping?"

Constant rain soaked him Cold winds chilled him He had been forced to sleep



outdoors for the past few nights, and he was just asking hinmself drearily what
was the use of going on, when he saw the lights of a small town shining in the
di stance. Gerard canme upon a road house. Not much to | ook at, it would provide
a roof over his head, hot food and cold drink and,

hopeful Iy, information

He led his horse to the stable, rubbed the aninal down and sawto it that the
beast was fed and resting confortably. This done, he entered the road house.
The hour was late, the innkeeper had gone to bed and was in a foul nood at
bei ng wakened.

He showed Gerard to the conmmon room indicated a place on the floor. As the
Kni ght spread out his blanket, he asked the innkeeper for the nane of the

t own.

The man yawned, scratched hinself, nuttered irritably, "The town is Tyburn. On
the road to Pal ant has."

Cerard slept fitfully. In his dreans, he wandered about inside a house
searching for the door and never finding it. Waking | ong before norning, he
stared at the ceiling and

realized that he was now conpletely and thoroughly I ost. He had the feeling

t he i nnkeeper was |ying about the town's name and | ocation, although why he
should lie was a nystery to Gerard, except that he now suspected everyone he
met of 1ying.

He went down to breakfast. Sitting in a rickety chair, he poked at a nanel ess
mass that a scullery nmaid terned porridge. Gerard had | ost his appetite. H's
head ached with a dull

t hr obbi ng pain. He had no energy, although he'd done nothing but ride about
aimessly the day before. He had the choice of doing that again today or going
back to his bl anket. Shoving aside the

porridge, he wal ked over to the dirty wi ndow, rubbed off a

portion of soot with his hand, and peered out. The drizzling rain

continued to fall

"The sun has to shine again sometine," CGerard nuttered.

"Don't count on it," said a voice.

CGerard gl anced around. The only other person in the inn was a mage, or at

| east that's what Gerard presumed, for the man was clad in reddi sh brown
robes—the col or of dried bl ood—and a bl ack, hooded cl oak. The mage sat in a
smal | al cove as near the fire burning in the large stone hearth as he could
manage. He was ill, or so Gerard assuned, for the mage coughed frequently, a
bad- soundi ng cough that seemed to come fromhis gut. Gerard had noticed him
when he first entered, but because he was a mage, Cerard had left his fell ow
traveler to hinself.

CGerard hadn't thought he'd spoken | oudly enough to be heard on the other side
of the room but apparently what this inn |acked in anenities it nmade up for
in acoustics.

He coul d make sone polite rejoinder or he could pretend he hadn't heard. He
decided on the latter. He was in no nood for conpani onship, especially

conpani onship that appeared to be in the |ast stages of consunption. He turned
back to continue
staring out the w ndow.

"She rules the sun," the mage said. Hi s voice was weak, with a whispering
quality to it that Gerard found eerily conpelling. "Although she no | onger
rules the noon." He gave what m ght have been a laugh, but it was interrupted
by a fit of coughing. "She will soon rule the stars if she is not stopped.”

Fi nding this conversation disturbing, Gerard turned around. "Are you speaking
to me, sir?"
The mage opened his nouth, but was halted by another fit of coughing. He
pressed a handkerchief to his lips, drewin a

shuddering breath. "No," he rasped, irritated, "I am speaking for the joy of
spitting up blood. Talking is not so easy for ne that | waste ny breath on
it."
The shadow of the hood conceal ed the mage's face. Gerard gl anced about. The



mai d had vani shed back into a smoke-filled

kitchen. Gerard and the nage were the only two in the room Gerard noved
closer, determned to see the man's face.
"I refer, of course, to Takhisis," the nage continued. He funbled

in the pocket of his robes. Drawing out a small, cloth pouch, he placed it on
the hob. A pungent snell filled the room
"Takhi sis!'" Gerard was astounded. "How did you know?" he asked in a | ow voi ce,
com ng to stand beside the nage.
"I have known her long," said the nage in his whispering voice, soft as
vel vet. "Very long, indeed." He coughed again briefly and notioned with his
hand. "Fetch the kettle and pour sone hot water into that nug."
CGerard didn't nove. He stared at the hand. The skin had a gold tint to it, so
that it glistened in the firelight like sunlit fish scales.
"Are you deaf as well as doltish, Sir Knight?" the mage denanded.
CGerard frowned, not liking to be insulted and not Iiking to be ordered about,
especially by a total stranger. He was tenpted to bid this mage a cold good
nmorni ng and wal k out. The mage's conversation interested him however. He
coul d al ways wal k out later.

Lifting the kettle with a pair of tongs, Gerard poured out the hot water. The
mage dunped the contents of the pouch into the mug. The snell of the m xture
was noxi ous, caused Gerard to winkle his nose in disgust. The mage al | owed
the tea to steep and the water to cool before he drank it.
CGerard found a chair, dragged it over.
"Do you know where | am sir? |'ve been riding for days w thout

benefit of sun or stars or conpass to guide ne. Everyone | ask tells ne
sonmet hing different. This innkeeper tells nme that this road leads to

Pal anthas. Is that right?"
The mage sipped at his drink before he answered. He kept his hood pulled | ow
over his head, so that his face was in shadow. Gerard had the inpression of
keen, bright eyes, with sonething a bit wong with them He couldn't nmake out
what .

"He is telling the truth as far as it goes," said the mage. "The road leads to
Pal ant has—eventual ly. One might say that all roads
that run east and west |ead to Pal ant has—eventual ly. Wat you should be nore
concerned with nowis that the road | eads to Jelek."

"Jel ek!" Cerard exclaimed. Jel ek—+he headquarters of the Dark Knights.
Real i zing that his alarmm ght give himaway, he tried to pass it off with a
shrug. "So it leads to Jel ek. Way shoul d that concern ne?"

"Because at this monment twenty Dark Knights and a few hundred

foot sol diers are bivouacked outside of Tyburn. They march to Sanction
answering Mna's call."

"Let them canp out where they will,"'
fear fromthem"

"When they find you here, they will arrest you," said the nage, continuing to
sip at his tea.

"Arrest me? Wy?"
The mage lifted his head, glanced at him Again, Gerard had the inpression
there was sonething wong with the man's eyes.

"Why? Because you night as well have ' Sol ammic Knight' stanped in gold letters
on your forehead."

"Nonsense," said Gerard with a laugh, "I ambut a traveling nerchant—=

"A merchant wi thout goods to sell. A nerchant who has a

mlitary bearing and cl ose-cropped hair. A nmerchant who wears a sword in the
mlitary manner, counts cadence when he wal ks, and rides a trained war-horse."
The mage snorted. "You couldn't fool a six-year-old girlchild."

He went back to drinking his tea.

"Still, why should they cone here?" Gerard asked lightly, though his
nervousness was i ncreasing.

"The i nnkeeper knew you for a Sol ammi c Kni ght the nonent he saw you." The nage
finished his tea, placed the enpty rmug upon the hob. H's cough had noticeably

said Gerard coolly. "I have nothing to



i mproved. "Note the silence fromthe kitchen? The Dark Kni ghts frequent this
pl ace. The innkeeper is in their pay. He left to tell themyou were here. He
will gain a rich reward for turning you in."

CGerard | ooked uneasily toward the kitchen that had grown strangely quiet. He
shouted out loudly for the innkeeper

There was no response.

CGerard crossed the roomand flung open the wooden door that led to the cooking
area. He startled the scullery maid, who

confirmed his fears by giving a shriek and fl eeing out the back door

Gerard returned to the conmpn room

"You are right," said Gerard. "The bastard has run off, and the maid screaned
as though | was likely to slit her throat. | had best be going." He held out
his hand. "I want to thank you, sir. I'msorry, but | never asked your name or
gave you mine. "

The mage ignored the outstretched hand. He took hold of a wooden staff that
had been resting against the chimmey and used it to support hinself as he
regai ned his feet.

"Come with me," the nmage ordered.

"I thank you for your warning, sir," said Gerard firmy, "but | must depart
and swiftly—=

"You will not escape," said the mage. "They are too close. They rode out with
the dawn, and they will be here in minutes. You have only one chance. Cone
with ne."

Leaning on the staff, which was decorated with a gold dragon claw holding a
crystal, the mage led the way to stairs that went to the upper floor. His

nmoti ons were quick and fluid, belying his frail appearance. H s nondescri pt
robes rustled around his ankles. Gerard hesitated another nmoment, his gaze
going to the window. The road was enpty. He could hear no sounds of an arny,
no drums, no stanp of marching feet.

Who is this mage that | should trust hinf? Just because he seens to know what |
am t hi nki ng, just because he spoke of Takhisis

The mage paused at the foot of the staircase. He turned to face Gerard. The
strange eyes glittered fromthe shadows.

"You spoke once of follow ng your heart. What is in your heart now, Sir

Kni ght ?"

Cerard stared, his tongue stuck to the roof of his nouth.

"Wel | ?" said the mage inpatiently. "What is in your heart?"

"Despair and doubt," said Gerard at last, his voice faltering, "suspicion

f ear "

"Her doing," said the mage. "So | ong as these shadows remain, you will never
see the sun." He turned, continued

wal ki ng up the stairs.

CGerard heard sounds now, sounds of men shouting orders, sounds of jingling
harness and the clash of steel. He ran for the stairs.

The | ower |evel contained the kitchen, an eating room and a |arge comon room
where Gerard had passed the night. The upper |evel contained separate roons
for the conveni ence of better-paying guests, as well as the innkeeper's
private quarters, protected by a door that was |ocked and bolted.

The mage wal ked straight up to this door. He tried the handl e, which woul dn't
budge, then touched the lock with the crystal of his staff. Light flared, half
bl i nding Gerard, who stood blinking and staring at blue stars for |ong
nmonents. When he could see, the mage had pushed open the door. Tendrils of
snoke curled out fromthe |ock

"Hey, you can't go in there— Cerard began.

The mage cast hima cold glance. "You are starting to remnd me of ny brother
Sir Knight. Wiile | loved ny brother, | can truthfully say of himthat there
were times he irritated ne to death. Speaking of death, yours is not far off.’
The mage pointed with his staff into the room "Qpen that wooden chest. No,
not that one. The one in the corner. It is not |ocked."

CGerard gave up. In for a copper, in for a steel as the saying went. Entering



t he i nnkeeper's room he knelt beside the | arge wooden chest the nage had
indicated. He lifted the Iid, stared down at an assortnent of knives and
daggers, the odd boot, a pair of gloves, and pieces of arnor: bracers,
grieves, epaulets, a cuirass, helnms. Al of the arnor was bl ack, sone stanped
with the enbl em of the Dark Knights.

"Qur landlord is not above stealing fromhis guests,'
what you need."

CGerard dropped the lid of the chest with a bang. He stood up, backed off.

"No, " he said.

"Di sgui sing yourself as one of themis your only chance.

There is not rmuch there, to be sure, but you can cobbl e somet hing together
enough to pass."

"I just rid nyself of an entire suit of that accursed stuff—

"Only a sentimental fool would be that stupid,” the mage retorted, "and thus |
am not surprised to hear that you did it. Put on what armor you can. 1'll [oan
you mmy bl ack cloak. It covers a nultitude of sins, as | have conme to know. "
"Even if | amdisguised, it won't matter anyway," Gerard said. He was tired of
running, tired of disguises, tired of lying. "You said the innkeeper told them
about ne."

"He is an idiot. You have a quick wit and a glib tongue." The mage shrugged.
"The ruse may not work. You may still hang. But it seenms to ne to be worth the
risk.”

Cerard hesitated a nonent |onger. He may have been tired of running, but he
wasn't yet tired of living. The mage's plan seenmed a good one. Gerard' s sword,

sai d the nage. "Take

a gift from Marshal Medan, woul d be recognized. H's horse still bore the
trappi ngs of a Dark Knight, and his boots were Iike those worn by the Dark
Kni ght s.

Feeling nore and nore as if he were caught in a terrible trap in which he was
continually running out the back only to find hinmself walking in the front, he
grabbed up what parts of the arnor he thought might fit him began hastily
buckling themonto various parts of his body. Sone were too big and others
painfully small. He | ooked, when he finished, |ike an arnored harl equin.

Still, with the black cloak to cover him he might just pull it off.

"There," he said, turning around. "How do |—=

The mage was gone. The bl ack cl oak he had promi sed lay on the floor

Cerard stared about the room He hadn't heard the nage depart, but then he
recal l ed that the man noved quietly. Suspicion

crept into Gerard's mnd, but he shrugged it off. \Wether the strange mage
was for himor against himdidn't much matter now. He was committed.

CGerard picked up the black cloak, tossed it over his shoul der, and hastened
fromthe | andlord' s room Reaching the stairs, he

| ooked out a wi ndow, saw a troop of soldiers drawn up outside. He resisted the
urge to run and hide. Clattering down the stairs, he wal ked out door to the
road house. Two sol diers, bearing

hal berds, shoved himrudely in their haste to enter

"Hey!" Gerard called out angrily. "You damm near knocked nme down. What is the
meani ng of this?"

Abashed, the two halted. One touched his hand to his forehead.

"I beg pardon, Sir Knight, but we're in a hurry. W' ve been sent to arrest a
Solammic who is hiding in this inn. Perhaps you have seen him He is wearing a
shirt and | eather breeches, tries to pass hinself off as a nmerchant.”

"I's that all you know of hinP" Gerard demanded. "What does he | ook |ike? How
tall is he? What color hair does he have?"

The sol di ers shrugged, inpatient. "What does that matter, sir. He's inside.
The i nnkeeper told us we would find himhere."

"He was in there," said Gerard. "You just nmissed him" He nodded his head. "He
rode off that way not fifteen mnutes ago."

"Rode of f!" The sol dier gaped. "Wy didn't you stop hinP"

"I had no orders to stop him" said Gerard coldly. "The bastard

is none of my concern. If you make haste, you can catch him GCh, and by the



way, he's a tall, handsone nan, about twenty-five years old, with jet-black
hair and a | ong bl ack nmustache. Wat are you standing there staring at me for
like a pair of oafs? Be off with you."

Muttering to thensel ves, the sol diers dashed out the door and down the street,
not even bothering to salute. Gerard sighed, gnawed his lip in frustration. He
supposed he should be grateful to the mage who had saved his life, but he
wasn't. At the thought of yet nore lying, dissenbling, deceiving, of being

al ways on his guard, always fearful of discovery, his spirits sank. He
honestly wondered if he could do it. Hanging m ght be easier, after all
Rermoving his helm he ran his fingers through his yellow hair. The bl ack cl oak
was heavy. He was sweating profusely, but dared not discard it. In addition
the cloak had a peculiar smell—rem nding himof rose petals conbined with
somet hi ng el se not

nearly as sweet or as pleasant. Gerard stood in the doorway,

wondering what to do next.

The soldiers were escorting a group of prisoners. Gerard paid little attention
to the poor wretches, beyond thinking he m ght have been one of them

The best course of action, he decided, would be to ride away during the
confusion. |If anyone stops me, | can always claimto be a nessenger heading
somewhere with sonething inportant.

He stepped out into the street. G ancing up in the sky, he noted with

pl easurabl e astoni shment that the rain had ceased, the clouds departed. The
sun shone brightly.

A very strange sound, like the bleat of a pleased goat, caused himto turn
around.

Two pairs of gleam ng eyes stared at himover the top of a gag. The eyes were
the eyes of Tassl ehoff Burrfoot, and the bl eat was the glad and cheerful bl eat
of Tassl ehoff Burrfoot.

The Tassl ehoff Burrfoot.

23

In Which It Is Proven That Not Al |l Kender Look Alike

The sight of Tasslehoff there, right in front of him affected Gerard like a
lightning blast froma blue dragon, |eft him dazed, paralyzed, incapable of

t hought or action. He was so amazed he sinply stared. Everyone in the world
was

searching for Tassl ehoff Burrfoot—ncluding a goddess—and Gerard had found
hi m

O rather, nore precisely, this troop of Dark Knights had found the kender.
Tassl ehof f was anmong several dozen kender who were being herded to Sanction
Every single one of them probably clained to be Tassl ehoff Burrfoot.
Unfortunately, one of themreally was.

Tassl ehof f continued to bleat through the gag, and now he was trying his best
to wave. One of the guards, hearing the unusual sound, turned around. Cerard
qui ckly cl apped his hel mover his head, nearly slicing off his nose in the
process, for the hel mwas too small.

"Whoever's making that noise, stop it!" the guard shouted. He bore down on
Tassl ehof f, who—ot wat chi ng where he was

goi ng—stunbl ed over his manacles and tunbled to the street. His fall jerked
two of the kender who were chained to himoff their feet. Finding this a

wel cone interlude in an otherw se dull and boring march, the other kender
jerked thenselves off their feet, with the result that the entire line of sone
forty kender was cast into inmedi ate confusion

Two guards, wielding flails, waded in to sort things out. Gerard strode
swiftly away, alnmost running in his eagerness to |eave the vicinity before
somet hi ng wor se happened. Hi s brain hummed with a confusion of thoughts, so
that he nmoved in a kind of daze wi thout any real idea of where he was going.



He blundered into people, muttered excuses. Stepping into a hole, he wenched
his ankle and alnost fell into a water trough. At last, spotting a shadowy
all ey, he ducked into it. He drew in several deep breaths. The cool air
soot hed his sweat-covered brow, and he was at |ast able to catch his breath
and sort out the tangle.
Takhi sis wanted Tassl ehoff, she wanted the kender in Sanction
Gerard had a chance to thwart her, and in this, Gerard knew he foll owed the
dictates of his own heart. The shadow lifted. The seeds of a plan were already
sprouting in his mnd.
Gving a nental salute to the wizard and wi shing himwell, Gerard headed off
to put his plan, which involved finding a knight Gerard' s own hei ght and
wei ght and, hopefully, head size, into action.
The Dark Knights and their foot soldiers set up canp in and around the town of
Tyburn, bedded down for the night. The conmmander and his officers took over
t he road house, not nuch of a triumph, for its food was inedible and its
accommodat i ons squalid. The only good thing that could be said of the ale was
that it made a man pleasantly |ight-headed and hel ped himforget his probl ens.
The conmander of the Dark Knights drank deeply of the ale. He had a great many
probl ems he was glad to drown, first and forenost of which was Mna, his new
superi or.
The conmmander had never liked nor trusted Lord Targonne, a snall-m nded man
who cared nore for a bent copper than he did for any of the troops under his
conmand. Targonne did nothing to advance the cause of the Dark Knights but
concentrated

instead on filling his own coffers. No one in Jel ek had nourned Targonne's
death, but neither did they rejoice at Mna's ascension
True, she was advancing the cause of the Dark Knights, but she was advanci ng
at such a rapid pace that she had left nost of them behind to eat her dust.
The conmmander had been shocked to hear that she had conquered Sol anthus. He
wasn't sure that he approved. How were the Dark Knights to hold both that city
and Sol anthus and the Solamic lord city of Pal anthas?
This blasted M na never gave a thought to guardi ng what she'd taken. She never
gave a thought to supply lines stretched too thin, men overworked, the dangers
of the popul ace rising in revolt.
The conmmander sent letters explaining all this to Mna, urging her to slow
down, build up her forces, consolidate her w nnings. Mna had forgotten
someone el se, too—the dragon overlord Malys. The commander had been sendi ng
conciliatory messages to the dragon, maintaining that the Dark Knights had no
designs on her ruler ship. All this newterritory they were
conquering was being taken in her nanme, and so forth. He'd heard nothing in
response.
Then, a few days ago, he had received orders fromMna to pull out of Jelek
and march his forces south to help reinforce Sanction agai nst a probable
attack by a conbi ned arny of elves and Sol amics. He was to set forth

i medi ately, and while he was at it, he was to round up and bring al ong any
kender he

happened to cone across.

OCh, and M na thought it quite likely that Malys was al so going to attack
Sanction. So he was to be prepared for that

eventuality, as well.

Even now, rereading the orders, the conmander felt the sane shock and outrage
he'd experienced reading themthe first two dozen times. He had been tenpted
to di sobey, but the nmessenger
who had delivered the nessage nade it quite clear to the

conmmander that Mna and this One God of hers had a | ong reach. The messenger
provi ded several exanples of what had happened

to commanders who thought they knew better than M na what course of action to
take, starting with the late Lord Targonne

hi msel f. Thus the conmander now found hinself on the road to Sanction
sitting in this wetched inn, drinking tepid ale, of which to say it tasted



like horse piss was to give it a conplinent

it didn't deserve.
This day had gone frombad to worse. Not only had the kender slowed up their
progress by tangling thenselves in their chains—a tangle that had taken hours
to sort out—the commander had | ost a Solammic spy, who'd been tipped off to
their comng. Fortunately, they now had a good description of him Wth his

| ong bl ack hair and bl ack nmustache, he should be easy to apprehend.
The conmander was drowning his problens in ale when he | ooked up to see yet
anot her messenger from M na come wal ki ng t hrough the door. The commander woul d
have given all of his wealth to hurl the nug of ale at the man's head.
The nessenger canme to stand before him The commander gl owered bal efully and
did not invite himto be seated.

Li ke nost messengers, who needed to travel light, this one was clad in black

| eat her arnor covered by a thick black cloak. He renpved his helm placed it
under his arm and sal uted.

"I come in the name of the One God."
The conmander snorted in his ale. "Wat does the One God want with me now? Has
M na captured Ice Wall? Am | supposed to march there next?"
The nmessenger was an ugly fellow with yellow hair, a pockmarked

face, and startling, blue eyes. The blue eyes stared at the comander

obvi ousl y baffl ed.

"Never mind." The commander sighed. "Deliver your nessage

and be done with it."

"M na has received word that you have captured several kender prisoners. As
you may know, she is searching for one kender in particular."

"Burrfoot. | know, " said the commander. "I have forty or so Burrfoots out
t here. Take your pick."
"I will do that, with your permssion, sir," said the messenger respectfully.

"I know this Burrfoot by sight. Because the matter of his capture is so very
urgent, Mna has sent nme to | ook over your prisoners to see if | can find him
anmong them If he is, I'mto carry himto Sanction i mediately."

The conmander | ooked up in hope. "You wouldn't like to take all forty, would
you?"

The nessenger shook his head.

"No, | didn't think so. Very well. Go look for the blasted thief." A thought
occurred to him "If you do find him what am| supposed to do with the rest?"
"I have no orders regarding that, sir," said the messenger, "but | would think
you mght as well release them"

"Rel ease them..." The commander stared nore closely at the nessenger. "Is
that bl ood on your sleeve? Are you wounded?"

"No, sir," said the nessenger. "I was attacked by bandits on the road."
"Where? 1'll send out a patrol,"” said the comuander

"No need to bother, sir," said the nmessenger. "l resolved the matter."

"I see," said the conmander, who thought he noted bl ood on the | eather arnor,
too. He shrugged. None of his concern. "CGo search for this Burrfoot, then
You, there. Escort this man imedi ately to the pen where we keep the kender

G ve himany assistance he requires."” Raising his nug, he added, "I drink to
your success, sir."

The nessenger thanked the commander and depart ed.

The conmander ordered another ale. He mulled over what to do with the kender.
He was considering lining themall up and using themfor target practice, when
he heard a conmotion at the door, saw yet another messenger

Groaning i nmardly, the comander was about to tell this |atest nuisance to go
roast hinmself in the Abyss, when the nan shoved back his hat, and the
conmander recogni zed one of his nmobst trusted spies. He notioned himforward.
"What news?" he asked. "Keep your voice down."

"Sir, |I've just cone from Sanction!"

"I said keep your voice down. No need to |let everyone know our business," the
conmander grow ed.

"It won't matter, sir. Runmor follows fast on ny heels. By norning,



everyone will know. Malys is dead. Mna killed the dragon.”

The crowd in the al ehouse fell silent, everyone too stunned to speak, each
trying to digest this news and think what it mght mean to him

"There's nore," said the spy, filling the vacuumwith his voice. "It is
reported that Mna is dead, too."

"Then who is in charge?" the conmander demanded, rising to his feet, his ale
forgotten.

"No one, sir," said the spy. "The city is in chaos."

"Well, well." The commander chuckl ed. "Perhaps M na was right, and prayers are
answered after all. Gentlenen," he said, |ooking around at his officers and
staff, "no sleep for us tonight. W ride to Sanction."

One down, thought Gerard to hinmself, tramping off behind the commander's aide.
One to go.

Not the easiest, either, he thought gl oomly. Hoodw nking a hal f-drunken
conmander of the Dark Kni ghts had been goblin-play conpared to what |ay
ahead—extricating one kender fromthe herd. Gerard could only hope that the
Dark Knights, in their infinite wisdom had seen fit to keep the kender
gagged.

"Here they are," said the aide, holding up a lantern. "W have them penned up
Makes it easier.”
The kender, huddl ed together |ike puppies for warnth, were asleep. The night
air was cold, and few had cl oaks or other

protection fromthe chill. Those who did shared with their fellows. In repose,
their faces | ooked pinched and wan. Cbviously the

conmander wasn't wasting food on them and he certainly wasn't concerned
about their confort.

The kenders' manacles were still attached, as were their |leg irons and—Gerard
breathed a hefty sigh of relief—their gags
were still in place. Several soldiers stood guard. Gerard counted five, and he

suspected there mght be nore he couldn't see.

At the bright light, the kender lifted their heads and blinked sl eepily,
yawni ng around the gags.

"On your feet, vermin," order the Knight. Two of the soldiers waded into the
pen to kick the kender into wakeful ness. "Stand up and | ook smart. Turn toward
the light. This gentleman wants to see your dirty faces."

CGerard spotted Tassl ehoff right away. He was about three-quarters of the way
down the line, gaping and peering about and scratching his head with a
manacl ed hand. CGerard had to nake a show of inspecting every single kender
however, and this he did, all the while keeping one eye on Tas.

He | ooks old, Gerard realized suddenly. | never noticed that before.

Tas's jaunty topknot was still thick and long. Gray streaks were noticeabl e
here and there, however, and the winkles on his face were starkly etched in
the strong light. Still, his eyes were bright, his bearing bouncy, and he was
wat chi ng the proceedings with his usual interest and intense curiosity.
Cerard wal ked down the |ine of kender, forcing hinmself to take his tine. He
wore a leather helmto conceal his face, afraid that Tas woul d recogni ze him
again and make a glad outcry. Hi s schenme did not work, however, for Tassl ehoff
shot one inquisitive look through the eyeslits of the helm saw Gerard's

bri ght blue eyes, and beaned all over. He couldn't speak, due to the gag, but
he gave a wiggle expressive of his pleasure.

Coming to a halt, Gerard stared hard at Tas, who—+to Cerard's di smay—gave a
broad wi nk and grinned as wi de as the gag would pernit. Gerard grabbed hol d of
t he kender's topknot and gave it a good yank

"You don't know ne," he hissed out from behind the hel m

"Of coursel dont," munbl ed the gagged Tas, addi ng excitedly,

"I wassosur pri sedt oseeyouwher ehaveyoubeen—

CGerard straightened. "This is the kender," he said loudly, giving the topknot
anot her yank.

"This one?" The aide was surprised. "Are you sure?"

"Positivel/' said Gerard. "Your commander has done an outstanding



job. You may be certain that Mna will be nost pleased. Release the kender

i Mmediately into nmy custody. I'Il take full responsibility for him"

"l don't know ..." The aide hesitated.

"Your commander said | was to have himif | found him" Gerard reni nded the
man. "1've found him Now release him"

"I"mgoing to go bring back the conmander," said the aide.

"Very well, if you want to disturb him He |ooked pretty relaxed to ne,"

CGerard said with a shrug.

Hs ploy didn't work. The aide was one of those |oyal, dedicated

types who woul d not take a crap w thout asking for perm ssion

The aide marched off. Gerard stood in the pen with the kender, wondering what

to do.

"I overplayed ny hand," Gerard nuttered. "The commander coul d decide that the
kender is so valuable he'll want to take himhinself to claimthe reward!

Bl ast! Wiy didn't | think of that?"

Tassl ehof f had, meanwhil e, managed to work the gag | oose, dislodging it with

such ease that Gerard could only conclude he'd kept it on for the novelty.

"I don't know you," said Tassl ehoff |oudly and gave anot her conspiratori al

wi nk that was guaranteed to get them both hung. "Wat's your nanme?"

"Shut up," Gerard shot out of the corner of his nouth.

"I had a cousin by that nane," observed Tas reflectively.

Cerard tied the gag firmy in place.

He eyed the two guards, who were eyeing himback. He'd have to act quickly,

couldn't give thema chance to cry out or start a racket. The old ruse of
pretending to find scattered steel coins on the ground m ght work. He was j ust

about to gasp and stare and point in astonishment, readying hinmself to whack

the two in the head when they came over to | ook, when a commoti on broke out
behi nd hi m

Torchlight flared up and down the road. People began shouting

and rushi ng about. Doors slamed and banged. Gerard's

first panicked thought was that he'd been discovered and that the entire arny

was turning out to seize him He drew his sword, then realized that the

soldiers weren't running toward him They were running away from him heading

for the road house. The two guards had lost interest in himentirely, were

staring and nuttering, trying to figure out what was goi ng on.

CGerard heaved a sigh. This alarmhad nothing to do with him He forced hinsel f

to stand still and wait.

The aide did not return. Gerard nmuttered in inpatience.

"Go find out what's going on," he ordered

One guard ran off imediately. He stopped the first person he cane to, then

turned and pounded back their direction

"Malys is dead!" he shouted. "And so is that Mna girl! Sanction
isinturnmoil. W're nmarching there straight away."

"Malys dead?" CGerard gaped. "And M na?"

"That's the word."

Cerard stood dazed, then came to his senses. He'd served in the arny a good
many years, and he knew that runors were a copper a dozen. This m ght be

true—he hoped it was—but it nmight not be. He had to act under the assunption

that it wasn't.

"That's all very well, but | still need the kender,
"Where's the commander's ai de?"

"It was himl talked to." The guard funbled at his belt. Producing a ring of
keys, he tossed themto Gerard. "You want the kender? Here, take "emall."

"I don't want themall!" Gerard cried, aghast, but by that tinme, the two
guards had dashed off to join the throng of troops massing in the road.
Cerard | ooked back to find every single kender grinning at him

Freeing the kender did not prove easy. Wen they saw that Gerard had the keys,

t he kender set up a yell that nust have been heard in Fl otsam and surged
around him raising their nmanacl ed hands, each kender demandi ng that Gerard
unl ock himor her first. Such was the tunult that Gerard was nearly knocked

he said stubbornly.



over backward and | ost sight of Tasslehoff in the mx

Bl eati ng and wavi ng his hand, Tassl ehoff battled his way to the front of the
pack. Gerard got a good grip on Tas's shirt and began to work at the | ocks on
the chains on his hands and feet. The other kender milled about, trying to see
what was goi ng on, and nore than once jerked the chains out of Gerard' s grip.
He cursed and shouted and threatened and was even forced to shove a few, who
took it all in good hunor. Eventually—he was never to know how-he managed to
set Tassl ehoff free. This done, he tossed the keys into the nidst of the
remai ni ng kender, who pounced on them gl eefully.

CGerard grabbed the bedraggl ed, dishevel ed, straw covered Tassl ehof f and
hurried himoff, keeping one eye on Tas and the other on the turnoil anpbng the
troops.

Tas ripped off his gag. "You forgot to renove it,
"No, | didn't," said Cerard

"I amso glad to see you!" Tas said, squeezing Gerard's hand and stealing his
kni fe. "Wat have you been doi ng? Were have you been? You'll have to tell ne
everything, but not now. W don't have tine."

He cane to a halt, began funbling about for sonething in his pouch. "W have
to | eave."

"You're right, we don't have tine for talk." Gerard retrieved his knife,
grabbed Tas by the arm and hustled himalong. "My horse is in the stable—=
"Ch, we don't have time for the horse either," said Tassl ehoff, wiggling out
of CGerard's grasp with the ease of an eel. "Not if we're going to reach the
Kni ghts' Council in tinme. The elves are marching, you see, and they're about
to get into terrible trouble and—aell, things are happening that woul d take
too long to explain. You'll have to | eave your horse behind. I'msure he'll be
all right, though."

Tas pulled out an object, held it to the noonlight. Jewels sparkled on its
surface, and Gerard recogni zed the Device of Tine Journeying.

"What are you doing with that?" he asked uneasily.

"We're going to use it to travel to the Knights' Council. At least, | think
that's where it's going to take us. It's been acting

funny these past few days. You wouldn't believe the places |I've been—=

"Not me," said CGerard, retreating.

"Ch, yes, you," said Tassl ehoff, nodding his head so vigorously

that his topknot flipped over and struck himin the nose. "You have to cone

he pointed out.

with ne because they won't believe ne. I'mjust a kender. Raistlin says
they' Il believe you, though. Wen you tell them about Takhisis and the elves
and al |l —=

"Raistlin?" Gerard repeated, trying desperately to keep up. "Raistlin who?"
"Raistlin Majere. Caranon's brother. You met himin the road house this
nor ni ng. He was probably nmean and sarcastic to you, wasn't he? | knewit.'
si ghed and shook his head. "Don't pay any attention. Raistlin always talks
like that to people. It's just his way. You'll get used to it. W all have."
The hair on Gerard's arnms prickled. A chill crept up his back. He renenbered
hearing Caranon's stories about his brother—the red robes, the tea, the staff
with the crystal, the nage's barbed tongue

"Stop tal king nonsense," said Gerard in a decided tone. "Raistlin Majere is
dead!"

"So am|l," said Tasslehoff Burrfoot. He smiled up at Gerard. "You can't let a
little thing like that stop you."

Reachi ng out, Tas took hold of the Knight's hand. Jewels flashed, and the
wor |l d dropped out fromunder CGerard' s feet.

Tas

24
The Deci si on

When CGerard was young, a friend of his had concocted a swing for their
entertainment. His friend suspended a wooden board, planed snooth, between two



ropes and tied the ropes to a high tree branch. The lad then persuaded CGerard
to sit in the swing while he turned himround and round, causing the ropes to
twi st together. At that point, his friend gave the swing a powerful shove and
let loose. Gerard went spinning in awildly gyrating circle that ended only
when he pitched out of the swing and | anded facedown on the grass.

Cerard experienced exactly the sanme sensation with the Device of Tine
Journeying, with the notable exception that it didn't dunmp himfacedown. It

m ght as well have, though, for when his feet touched the bl essed grass, he
didn't know if he was up or down, on his head or his heels. He staggered about
i ke a drunken gnone, blinking, gasping, and trying to get his bearings.
Wobbl i ng about beside him the kender also |ooked rattled. "As many tines as
|'ve done that," said Tassl ehoff, mnopping

his forehead with a griny sleeve, "I never seemto get used to it."
"Where are we?" Gerard demanded, when the world had ceased to spin.
"We shoul d be attending a Knights' Council," said Tassl e-hoff, dubious.

"That's where we wanted to go, and that's the thought | thought in my head.

But whether we're at the right Knights' Council is another question. W m ght
be at Huma's Knights' Council, for all | know. The device has been acting very
oddly." He shook his head, gl anced about. "Does anything | ook famliar?"

The two had been deposited in a heavily forested tract of |and on the edge of
a stubbly wheat field that had | ong since been harvested.

The thought cane to Gerard that he was | ost yet again, and this time a kender
had | ost him He had no hope that he would ever be found and was just about to
say so when he caught a glinpse of a |large stone building reniniscent of a
fortress or a manor. Cerard squinted, trying to bring the flag fluttering from
the battlenents into focus.

"It looks like the flag of Lord Urich," said Gerard, astonished. He | ooked
all around himnore closely now and thought that he recognized the | andscape.
"This could be Urich manor," he said cautiously.

"I's that where we're supposed to be?" Tas asked.

"I't's where they were holding the Knights' Council the last time | was here,"
said Cerard.

"Well done," said Tasslehoff, giving the device a pat. He dropped it back
carelessly into his pouch and stared expectantly at Cerard.

"We should hurry," he said. "Things are happening."

"Yes, | know," said Gerard, "but we can't just say we dropped out of the sky."
He cast an uneasy gl ance upward.

"Why not ?" Tas was di sappointed. "It nmakes a great story."

"Because no one will believe us," Gerard stated. "I'mnot sure | believe us."
He gave the matter sonme thought. "W'Ill say that we rode from Sanction and ny

horse went |anme and we had to wal k. Got that?"

"It's not nearly as exciting as dropping out of the sky,'

you say so," he added hurriedly, seeing Gerard's
eyebrows nmeet together in the mddle of his forehead.
"What is the horse's nane?" he asked, as they started off across the field,

t he stubbl e crunching beneath their feet.

"What horse?" Cerard muttered, absorbed in his thoughts that continued to

whirl, even though he was, thankfully, on solid ground.

"Your horse," said Tas. "The one that went |ane."

Tas said. "But if

"l don't have a horse that went lame . . . Ch, that horse. It doesn't have a
name. "

"It has to have a nane," said Tas severely. "Al|l horses have nanes. |I'l|l nane
it, my |I?"

"Yes," said Gerard in a rash monent, thinking only to shut the kender up so he

could try to sort out the puzzle of the strange mage and the extrenely
fortuitous and highly coincidental discovery of the kender in exactly the
right place, in exactly the right tine.

A wal k of about a mile brought themto the manor house. The Kni ghts had
transformed it into an arned canp. Sunlight glinted off the steel heads of
pi kes. The snoke of cook fires and forge fires snudged the sky. The green



grass was trampled with hundreds of feet and dotted with the colorful striped
tents of the Knights. Flags representing holdings from Pal anthas to Estwi | de
flapped in the brisk autumm w nd. The sounds of hammrering, nmetal on netal
rang through the air. The Knights were preparing to go to war.

After the fall of Solanthus, the Knights had sent out the call to defend their
honel and. The call was answered. Knights and their retainers marched from as
far as Southern Ergoth. Sone inpoverished

Kni ghts arrived on foot, bringing with them nothing but their honor and their
desire to serve their country. Walthy Knights brought their own troops, and
treasure boxes filled with steel to hire nore.

"We're going to see Lord Tasgall, Knight of the Rose and head of the Knights'

Council ," said Gerard. "Be on your best behavior, Burrfoot. Lord Tasgal
doesn't tolerate any nonsense."

"So few people do," said Tas sadly. "I really think it m ght be

a better world all the way around if nore people did. Ch, |'ve thought of your

horse's nane."

"Have you?" Cerard asked absently, not paying attention

"Buttercup,"” said Tassl ehoff.

"That is ny report,"” said Gerard. "The One God has a nane and a face. Five
faces. Queen Takhisis. How she managed to achieve this nmiracle, | cannot say."
"I can," Tasslehoff interrupted, |leaping to his feet.

Gerard shoved the kender back into his chair.

"Not now," he said, for the fortieth tine. He continued speaking.

"Qur ancient eneny has returned. In the heavens, she stands al one and
unchal l enged. In this world, though, there are those who are willing to give
their lives to defeat her."

Gerard went on to tell of his nmeeting with Samar, spoke of the prom se of that
warrior that the elves would ally thenselves with the Knights to attack

Sancti on.

The three lords glanced at each other. There had been nuch heated debate anong
the | eadership as to whether the Knights should try to recapture Sol ant hus
before marching to Sanction. Now, with CGerard's news, the decision was al npst
certainly going to be made to | aunch a nmjor assault on Sanction

"W received a comuni que stating that the el ves have al ready begun their

march,"” said Lord Tasgall. "The road from Silvanesti is |long and fraught wth
peril—=

"The el ves are going to be attacked!" Tasslehoff sprang out of his chair
agai n.

"Remenber what | said about the nonsense!" Gerard said sternly, shoving the
kender back down.

"Does your friend have something to say, CGerard?" asked Lord Urich

"Yes," said Tassl ehoff, standing up

"No," said Gerard. "That is, he always has sonething to say, but not anything
we need to listen to."

"W have no guarantee that the elves will even arrive in Sanction

" Lord Tasgall continued, "nor can we say when they will

arrive. Meanwhile, according to reports we have been receiving from Sancti on
all is in confusion there. Qur spies confirmthe runor that M na has vani shed
and that the Dark Knights are engaged in a | eadership struggle. If we judge by
events of the past, sonmeone will rise to take her place, if that has not
happened al ready. They will not be | eaderless for long."

"At least," said Lord Urich, "W don't have to worry about Malys. This M na
managed to do what none of us had the guts to do. She fought Ml ys and killed
her." He raised a silver goblet. "I drink to her. To Mna! To courage."

He gul ped down the wine noisily. No one else raised a glass. The others
appear ed enbarrassed. The Lord of the Rose fixed a stern gaze upon Lord
Urich, who—-by his flushed features and slurred words—had taken too nmuch w ne
al r eady.

"Mna had help, my lord," said Gerard gravely.

"You mght as well call the goddess by nanme," said Lord Siegfried in dire



tones. "Takhisis."

Lord Tasgall |ooked troubled. "It is not that | doubt the veracity

of Sir Cerard, but | cannot believe—=

"Believe it, my lord," called dila, entering the hall

She was thin and pale, her white robes covered in nud and stained with bl ood.
By her appearance, she had traveled far and slept and eaten little.

Cerard's gaze went to her breast, where the nedallion of her faith had once
hung. Its place was enpty.

Gerard smled at her, relieved. She sniled back. Her smile was her own, he was
thankful to see. A bit tremul ous, perhaps, and not quite as self-assured or
sel f-confident as when he had first net her, but her own.

"My lords," she said, "I bring sonmeone who can verify the information
presented to you by Sir Gerard. His name is Mrror, and he hel ped rescue ne
from Sanction. "

The I ords | ooked in considerabl e astoni shnent at the man Gdil a brought
forward. H s eyes were w apped in bandages that only partially concealed a
terrible wound that had left himblind. He walked with a staff, to help him
feel his way. Despite his

handi cap, he had an air of quiet confidence about him GCerard had the feeling
he'd seen this man sonewhere before.

The Lord of the Rose made a stiff bow to the blind nan, who, of course, could
not see it. Qdila whispered something to Mrror, who bowed his head. Lord
Tasgal |l turned his conplete attention to Gdila. He regarded her sternly, his
face inmpassive.

"You cone to us a deserter, Sir Knight," he said. "It has been reported you
joined with this Mna and served her, did her bidding. You worshiped the One
God and performed nmiracles in the nane of the One God, a god we now learn is
our ancient foe, Queen Takhisis. Are you here because you have recanted? Do
you claimto have discarded your faith in the god you once served? Wy shoul d
we believe you? Way should we think that you are anything nore than a spy?"
Cerard started to speak up in her defense. (dila rested her hand on his arm
and he fell silent. Nothing he could say would do any good, he realized, and
it mght do much harm

il a bent down on one knee before the |lords. Al though she knelt before them
she did not bow her head. She | ooked at all of themdirectly.

"I'f you expect shanme or contrition fromme, ny lords, you will be

di sappointed. | ama deserter. That | do not deny. Death is the punishnment for
desertion, and | accept that punishment as ny due. | offer only in ny defense
that I went in search of what we all are seeking. | went in search of a power

greater than my own, a power to guide nme and confort nme and give nme the

know edge that | was not alone in this vast universe. | found such a power, ny
| ords. Queen Takhisis, our god, has returned to us. | say 'our' god, because

she is that. We cannot deny it.

"Yet | say to you that you nmust go forth and fight her, my lords. You nust
fight to halt the spread of darkness that is fast overtaking our world. But in
order to fight her, you must armyourselves with your faith. Reverence her
even as you oppose her. Those who follow the Iight nmust al so acknow edge the
dar kness, or else there is no light."

Lord Tasgall gazed at her, his expression troubled. Lord Siegfried and Lord
Urich spoke softly together, their eyes on il a.

"Had you made a show of contrition, Lady, | would not have believed you," said
Lord Tasgall at last. "As it is, | nust consider what you say and think about
it. Rise, (dila. As to your punishment,

that will be determned by the council. In the neantinme, | amafraid that you
nmust be confined—=

"Do not |ock her away, ny lord," urged Gerard. "If we are going to attack
Sanction, we are going to need all the experienced warriors we can mnuster

Rel ease her into nmy care. | guarantee that | will bring her safely to trial

as she did me when | was on trial before you in Sol ant hus."
"WIl this suit you, Odila?" asked the Lord of the Rose.



"Yes, nmy lord." She smled at Gerard, whispered to himin an undertone. "It
seens our destiny to be shackled together."

"My lords, if you're going to attack Sanction, you could probably

use the hel p of sone gold and silver dragons," Tassl ehoff stated, junping to
his feet. "Now that Malys is dead, all the red dragons and the blue dragons
and the black and the green will come to Sanction's defense—=

"I think you had better renove the kender, Sir Gerard," said the Lord of the
Rose.

"Because the gold and silver dragons woul d cone," Tassl ehoff shouted over his
shoul der, squirmng in Gerard's grasp. "Now that the totemis destroyed, you
see. |I'd be glad to go fetch themmnyself. | have this magi cal device—=

"Tas, be quiet!" said Gerard, his face flushed with the exertion of trying to
retain a grip on the slippery kender

"Wait!" the blind man called out, the first words he'd spoken. He had been
standing so quietly that everyone in the hall had

forgotten his presence.

Mrror wal ked toward the sound of the kender's voice, his staff inpatiently
stri king and knocki ng aside anything that got in his way. "Don't renove him
Let me talk to him"
The Lord of the Rose frowned at this interruption, but the man was blind, and
the Measure was strict in its adnonition that
the blind, the lame, the deaf, and the dunb were to be treated with the utnost
respect and courtesy.

"You may speak to this person, of course, sir. Seeing that you are sadly
afflicted and lack sight, | think it only right to tell you, however, that he
i s naught but a kender."

"I amwell aware that he is a kender, ny lord," said Mrror, smling. "That
makes me all the nore eager to speak to him In ny opinion, kender are the
wi sest people on Krynn."

Lord U rich laughed heartily at this odd statenent, to receive another

reproving gl ance from Lord Tasgall. The blind man reached out a gropi ng hand.
"I"'mhere, sir," said Tas, catching hold of Mrror's hand and shaking it. "I'm
Tassl ehof f Burrfoot. The Tassl ehoff Burrfoot. |I tell you that because there's

a lot of nme going around these days, but I'"'mthe only real one. That is, the
others are real, they're just not really ne. They're themselves, if you take
nmy meani ng, and |'m mnysel f."

"I understand," said blind man solemly. "I amcalled Mrror and | am in
reality, a silver dragon."

Lord Tasgall's eyebrows shot up to his receding hairline. Lord Urich
sputtered in his wine. Lord Siegfried snorted. Odila smled reassuringly at
CGerard and nodded conpl acently.

"You say that you know where the silver and gold dragons are being held
prisoner?" Mrror asked, ignoring the Knights.

"Yes, | know, " Tassl ehoff began, then he halted. Having been terned one of
"the wi sest people on Krynn," he felt called upon to tell the truth. "That is,
t he device knows." He patted his pouch where the Device of Time Journeying was
secreted. "I could take you there, if you wanted," he offered, w thout nuch
hope.

"I would like to go with you very nuch,” said Mrror

"You woul d?" Tassl ehoff was astoni shed, then excited. "You would! That's
wonderful . Let's go! Right now" He funbled about in his pouch. "Could I ride
on your back? | love flying on dragons. | knew this dragon once. H s nane was
Khirsah, | think, or sonmething like that. He took Flint and | riding, and we
fought a battle, and it was glorious."

Tas halted his funbling, lost in remniscences. "I'lIl tell you the whole
story. It was during the War of the Lance—*

"Some other time," Mrror interrupted politely. "Speed is inperative. As you
say, the elves are in danger."

"Ch, yes." Tas brightened. "I'd forgotten about that." He began once again to
fumble in his pouch. Retrieving the device, Tas took hold of Mrror by the



hand. The kender held the device up over his head and began to recite the
spel | .

Waving to the astoni shed Knights, Tas cried, "See you in Sanction!"

He and Mrror began to shimer, as if they were oil portraits that sonmeone had
left out inthe rain. At the |ast nmonment, before he had di sappeared
conpletely, Mrror reached out, seized hold of Gdila, who reached out to take
hol d of Cerard.

In an eyeblink, all four of them vanished.

"Good grief!" exclainmed the Lord of the Rose

"Good riddance," sniffed Lord Siegfried.

25

Into the Valley

The el ven arny marched north, nade good time. The warriors rose early and
slept late, speeding their march with songs and tales of the old days that

I ightened their burdens and gl addened their hearts.

Many of the Silvanesti songs and stories were newto G lthas, and he delighted
inthem In turn, the stories and songs of the Qualinesti were newto their
cousins, who did not take so much delight in them since nost were concerned
with the

Qualinesti' s dealing with | esser races such as humans and dwarves. The
Silvanesti listened politely and praised the singer if they could not praise
the song. The one song the Silvanesti did not sing was the song of Lorac and
the dream

When the Lioness travel ed anong them she sang the songs of the WIder elves,
and these, with their stories of floating the dead down rivers and living wild
and hal f-naked in the treetops,

succeeded in shocking the sensibilities of both Qualinesti and

Si | vanesti, much to the amusement of the W/l der elves. The Lioness

and her people were rarely anong them however. She and her W/l der elves acted
as outriders, guarding the army's flanks fromsurprise attacks, and riding in
advance of the main body to scout

out the best routes.

Al hana seenmed to have shed years. G lthas had t hought her beautiful when he'd
first net her, but her beauty had a frost upon it, as a | ate-bloomnm ng rose.
Now, she wal ked in autum's bright sunshine. She was riding to save her son
and she could ride with honor, for she believed that Silvanoshei had redeened
hi nsel f. He was being held prisoner, and if he had | anded hinsel f

in this predicament by his near fatal obsession with this human girl, her

nmot her's heart could conveniently forget that

part of the tale.

Samar could not forget it, but he kept silent. If what Sir Gerard had told him
about Silvanoshei proved true, then perhaps this hard experience would help
the young fool growinto a wise man, worthy of being king. For Al hana's sake,
Samar hoped so.

G lthas marched with his own m sgivings. He had hoped that once they were on
the road, he could cast off his dark fears and forebodi ngs. During the day he
was able to do so. The singing hel ped. Songs of valor and courage rem nded him
that there had been heroes of old, who had overcone terrible odds to drive
back the darkness, that the el ven people had undergone greater trials than
this and had not only survived, but thrived. In the night, however, trying to
sleep while nmissing the confort of his wife's arnms around him dark w ngs
hovered over him

bl otted out the stars.

One matter worried him They heard no news from Silvanesti. Admittedly, their
route would be difficult for a runner to follow, for Al hana had not been able
to tell the runners exactly where to find them She had sent back runners of
her own to act as guides, however, while every chi prunk woul d be able to give



news of their passing. Tinme passed w thout word. No new runners came, and
their own runners did not return.

G lthas mentioned this to Al hana. She said sharply that the runners would cone
when they canme and not before and it

was not worth | osing sleep and wasting one's energy worrying

about it.

The elves traveled north at a prodigi ous pace, eating up the mles, and soon
they had entered the southern portion of the Khal ki st Muntains. They had | ong
ago crossed the border into ogre |ands, but they saw no signs of the ancient
eneny, and it seenmed that their strategy—to march al ong the backbone of the
nmount ai ns, hiding thenselves in the vall eys—was working. The weat her was fine,
with cool days that were cloudl ess and sunny. Wnter held back her heavy snow
and frost. There were no mishaps on the trail, none fell seriously ill.

If there had been gods, it m ght have been said that they smled upon the

el ves, so easy was this portion of their march. Glthas began to relax, |et
the warmsun nelt his worries as it nelted the Iight dusting of snowfl akes
that sometines fell in the night. Exhaustion fromthe |ong day's march and the
crisp mountain air forced sleep upon him He slept |ong and deeply and woke
refreshed. He could even renmi nd hinself of the old hunan adage, "No news is
good news," and find some confort

in that.
Then came the day that G lthas woul d remenber for the rest of his life,
renmenber every small detail, for on that day |life changed forever for the

el ves of Ansal on.

It began as any other. The elves woke with the first gray |light of dawn.
Packing up their bedrolls with practiced haste, they were on the march before
the sun had yet lifted up over the nountaintops. They ate as they wal ked. Food
was harder to cone by in the nountains where vegetati on was sparse, but the
el ves had foreseen this and filled their packs with dried berries
and nut neat s.
They were still many hundred miles from Sanction, but all spoke confidently of
their journey's end, which seened no nore than a few weeks away. The dawn was
gl orious. The Qualinesti elves sang their ritual song to wel come the sun, and
this

nmorni ng the Silvanesti joined in. The sun and the narchi ng burned away night's
chill. Glthas narvel ed at the beauty of the day and
of the nountains. He could never feel at home anobng nount ains,

no el f could, but he could be noved and awed by their stark grandeur
Then, behind himcane the poundi ng of horse's hooves. Ever after, when he
heard that sound, he was swept back in time to this fateful day. A rider was
pushing the horse to the limt, sonething unusual on the narrow, rocky trails.
The el ves continued to march, but many cast wondering gl ances over their
shoul ders.
The Lioness rode into view, the sun lighting her golden hair so that it seened
she was bathed in fire. Glthas would renenber that, too.

He reined in his horse, his heart filled suddenly with dread. He knew her
knew t he gri m expression on her face. She rode past him heading for the front
of the colum. She said nothing to him but cast hima single glance as she
gal | oped by, a glance that sent himspurring after her. He saw now that there
were two people on the horse. A worman sat behind the Lioness, a worman clad in
the green, nottled clothing of a Silvanesti runner. That was all G lthas
noti ced about her before the Lioness's mad charge carried her around a bend in
the narrow trail and out of his sight.

He rode after her. Elves were forced to scatter in all directions or be ridden
down. G lthas had a brief glinpse of staring eyes and concerned faces. Voices
cried out, asking what was going on, but the words whi pped past himand he did
not respond. He rode recklessly, fear driving him

He arrived in time to see Alhana turn her horse's head, stare back in
ast oni shment at the Lioness, who was shouting in her crude Silvanesti for the
gueen to halt. The runner dismunted, sliding off the back of the horse before



the Lioness could stop the plunging animal. The runner took a step, then
col | apsed onto the ground. The Lioness slid off her horse, knelt beside the
fallen runner. Al hana hastened to her, acconpanied by Samar. G lthas joined
them gesturing to Planchet, who nmarched at the headof the columm with the

Si | vanesti conmanders.

"Water," Al hana commanded. "Bring water."

The runner tried to speak, but the Lioness wouldn't pernit her, not until she
had drunk something. G lthas was cl ose enough now to see that the runner was
not wounded, as he had feared, but weak from exhaustion and dehydration. Samar
of fered his own waterskin, and the Lioness gave the runner small sips,
encour agi ng her with soothing words. After a draught or two, the runner shook
her head.

"Let me speak!" she gasped. "Hear ne, Queen Alhana! My news is ... dire.

Among humans, a crowd woul d have gathered around the fallen, ears stretched,
anxi ous to see and hear what they could. The elves were nore respectful. They
guessed by the commtion and the hurry that the news this runner bore was
probably bad news, but they kept their distance, patiently waiting to be told
what ever they needed to know.

"Silvanesti has been invaded," said the runner. She spoke weakly, dazedly.
"Their nunbers are countless. They came down the river in boats, burning and
looting the fishing villages. So many boats. None could stop them They
entered Silvanesti, and even the Dark Knights feared them and sonme fled. But
they are allies now. ..."

"Ogres?" Al hana asked in disbelief.

"M notaurs, Your Majesty," said the runner. "M notaurs have allied with the
Dark Knights. The numbers of our enem es are vast as the dead | eaves in
autum. "
Al hana cast G Ithas one burning-eyed glance, a glance that seared through

fl esh and bone and struck himin the heart.

You were right, the glance said to him And | was w ong.

She turned her back on him on themall, and wal ked away. She repul sed even
Samar, who woul d have gone to her

"Leave ne," she commanded

The Lioness bent over the runner, giving her nore water. G lthas was nunb. He
felt nothing. The news was too enornous

to conprehend. Standing there, trying to nake sense of this, he noticed that
the runner's feet were bruised and bl oody.

She had worn out her boots, run the last mles barefoot. He could feel nothing
for his people, but her pain and heroismnoved himto tears. Angrily, he

bl i nked them away. He could not give in to grief, not now He strode forward,
determned to talk to Al hana.

Samar saw G | thas conning and made a nove as if to intercept him G1lthas gave
Samar a | ook that plainly said the man could try, but he m ght have a tough
time doing it. After a nonent's hesitation, Samar backed off.

"Queen Al hana," said Glthas.

She lifted her face, that was streaked with tears. "Spare ne your gloating,"
she said, her voice | ow and w etched.

"This is no time to speak of who was right and who was wong," G lthas said
quietly. "If we had stayed to lay siege to

Silvanesti, as | counseled, we would all probably be dead right now or slaves
inthe belly of a mnotaur galley." He rested his hand gently on her arm was
shocked to feel her cold and shivering. "As it is, our arny is strong and
intact. It will take some tine for the arm es of our enemies to entrench

t hensel ves. W can return and attack, take them by surprise—=

"No," said Al hana. She cl asped her arns around her body, set her teeth and,

t hrough sheer effort of will, forced herself to stop shaking. "No, we will
continue on to Sanction. Don't you see? If we help the human arm es conquer
Sanction, they will be honor-bound to help us free our honeland, drive out the
i nvaders. "



"Why shoul d they?" he asked sharply. "What reason woul d humans have to die for
us?"
"Because we will help themfight for Sanction!" Al hana stated.
"Wul d we be doing that if your son were not being held prisoner
i nside Sanction's walls?" G lthas demanded

Al hana's skin, cheeks, lips were all one, all ashen. Her dark eyes seened the
only living part of her, and they were smudged with shadow.
"We Silvanesti will march to Sanction," she said. She did not | ook at him She

stared southward, as if she could see through the
mount ai ns and into her |ost homeland. "You Qualinesti may do what you like."

Turning fromhim she said to Samar. "Summon our people. | nust speak to
them™
She wal ked away, tall, straight-backed, shoul ders squared.

"Do you agree with this?" Glthas demanded of Samar as he started to foll ow
her .
Samar cast G lthas a | ook that m ght have been a backhanded bl ow across the
face, and Glthas realized he had been wong to ask. Al hana was Samar's queen
and his conmander. He woul d die before he questioned any deci si on she made.
G lthas had never before felt so utterly frustrated, so hel pl ess. He was
filled with ragi ng anger that had no outlet.
"W have no honel and," he said, turning to Planchet. "No honeland at all. W
are exiles, people without a country. Wiy can't she see that? Wiy can't she
under st and?"
"I think she does," said Planchet. "For her, attacking Sanction is the
answer . "
"The wrong answer," said G Ithas.

El ven healers cane to tend to the runner, treating her wounds wi th herbs and
potions, and they shooed the Wl der elf away. The Lioness wal ked over to join
hi m
"What are we doi ng?"
"Marching to Sanction,’
our peopl e?"
"She said that there were runors they had managed to escape Silvanesti, flee
back into the Plains of Dust."
"Where they will nost certainly not be wel cone.'
Pl ai nspeopl e warned us of that."

He stood, troubled. He wanted desperately to return to his people, and he
realized now that the anger he was feeling was ainmed at hinmself. He should
have followed his instincts, remained with his people, not marched off on this
ill-fated canpaign.
"I was wong, as well. | opposed you. | amsorry, ny

husband, " said the Lioness renorsefully. "But don't punish yourself. You
could not have stopped the invasion."
"At least | could be with our people now," he said bitterly. "Sharing their
trouble, if nothing else."

He wondered what he should do. He longed to go back, but the way would be hard
and dangerous, and the odds were he would never make it alone. If he took away
Qualinesti warrriors, he would | eave Al hana's force sadly depleted. He m ght
cause dissension in the ranks, for some Silvanesti would certainly want to
return to their hones. At this time, nore than any other, the elves needed to
be united.
A shout rang fromthe rear, then another and another, all up and down the
line. Al hana stopped in the mdst of her speech, turned to | ook. The cries
were coming fromevery direction now, thundering down on themlike the rocks
of an aval anche.
"Ogres!™
"What direction?" the Lioness called out to one of her scouts.
"Al'l directions!" he cried and pointed.
Their line of march had carried the elves into a small, narrow vall ey,
surrounded by high cliffs. Now, as they |ooked, the cliffs came alive.

Glthas said grimy. "Did the runner have any news of

G I thas sighed deeply. "The



Thousands of huge, hul king figures appeared along the heights, stared down at
the elves, and waited in silence for the order to start the killing.
26

The Judgnent

The gods of Krynn met once again in council. The gods of |ight stood opposite
t he gods of darkness, as day stands | opposite night, with the gods of
neutrality divided evenly in between. The gods of magic stood together, and in
their mdst was Raistlin Mjere.

Pal adi ne nodded, and the mage stepped forward.

Bowi ng, he said sinply, "I have been successful ."

The gods stared in wordl ess astoni shnent, all except the gods of magic, who
exchanged sniles, their thoughts in perfect accord.

"How was this acconplished?" Pal adi ne asked at | ast.

"My task was not easy," Raistlin said. "The currents of chaos swirl about the

uni verse. The magic is wayward and unwi eldy. | no nore set ny hand upon it
than it slides through nmy fingers. Wen the kender used the device, | managed
to seize hold of himand wench himback into the past, where the w nds of
chaos blow less fiercely. | was able to keep Tas there | ong enough for himto
have a sense of where he was before the magi c whi pped

away fromme and I lost him | knew where to | ook for him however, and thus,
when next he used the device, | was ready. | took himto a tinme we both
recogni zed, and he began to know nme. Finally, | carried himto the present.

Past and present are now | inked. You have only to follow the one, and it wll
| ead you to the other."

"What do you see?" Pal adi ne asked Zivilyn.

"I see the world," said Zivilyn softly, tears misting his eyes. "l see the
past, and | see the present, and | see the future."

"Which future?" asked M shakal

"The path the world wal ks now," Zivilyn replied.

"Then it is not possible to alter it?" M shakal asked.

"OfF course, it is possible," said Raistlin caustically. "W may all yet cease
to exist."

"You mean that the blasted kender is not yet dead?" Sar-gonnas grow ed.

"He is not. The power of Queen Takhisis has grown i mense. |If you are to have
any hope of defeating her, Tasslehoff has yet one inportant task to acconplish
with the Device of Tine

Journeying. If he acconplishes this task—

"—he must be sent back to die," said Sargonnas.

"He will be given the choice," Pal adine corrected. "He will not be forced back
or sent against his wi shes. He has freedomof will, as do all living beings
upon Krynn. W cannot deny that to him just because it suits our

conveni ence. "

"Suits our conveni ence!" Sargonnas roared. "He could destroy us all!"

"If that is the risk we run for our beliefs," said Paladine, "then so be it.
Your queen, Sargonnas, disdained free will. She found it easier to rule

sl aves. You opposed her in that. Wuld your

m not aurs worship a god who made them sl aves? A god who denied themtheir
right to determine their own fate, a right to find honor and glory?"

"No, but then ny mnotaurs have sense. They are not brainless

kender," muttered Sargonnas, but he nmuttered it into his fur. "That brings us
to the next question, however. Providing
this kender does not yet get us all killed"—-he cast a baleful glance at

Pal adi ne—what puni shment do we nete out to the goddess whose nane | will
never more speak? The goddess who betrayed us?"

"There can be only one punishnent," said Glean, resting his hand upon the
book.

Pal adi ne | ooked around. "Are we all agreed?"

"So long as the balance is maintained," said H ddukel, the keeper of the



scal es.

Pal adi ne | ooked at each of the gods. Each, in turn, nodded. Last, he |ooked at
his mate, his beloved M shakal. She did not nod. She stood with her head
bowed.

"It nust be," said Pal adi ne gently.

M shakal lifted up her eyes, |ooked long and lovingly into his. Then, through
her tears, she nodded.

Pal adi ne rested his hand upon the book. "So be it," he said.

27

Tassel hof f Burrf oot

Tassl ehoff's |life had been made up of glorious nonents. Adnmittedly, there had
been sone bad nonments, too, but the glorious nonents shone so very brightly
that their radi ance overwhel ned the unhappy nonents, causing themto fade back
into the inner recesses of his nmenory. He would never forget the bad tines,

but they no longer had the power to hurt him They only nade hima little sad.
Thi s nmoment was one of the glorious noments, nore glorious

than any nonent that had come before, and it kept inproving,

wi th each com ng nonent shining nore gloriously than the next.

Tas was now growi ng accustomed to traveling through space and tinme, and while
he continued to feel giddy and

di soriented every tine the device dunped himout at a destination, he decided
that such a sensation, while not suited to everyday use, nmade for an

exhil arating change. This tine, after |landing and stunbling about a bit and
wondering for an exciting instant

if he was going to throw up, the wooziness receded, and he was able to | ook
around and take note of his surroundi ngs.

The first thing he saw was an i nmense silver dragon, standing

right beside him The dragon's eyes were horribly wounded by a jagged scar

t hat sl ashed across them and Tas recogni zed the blind nman who had spoken to
himin the Knights' Council. The dragon, |ike Tas, appeared to have taken the
journey through tine in stride, for he was fanning his w ngs gently and
turning his head this way and that, sniffing the air and |istening. Either
traveling through tinme did not bother dragons, or being blind kept one from
getting dizzy. Tas wondered which it was and made a nental note to ask during
a lull in the proceedings.

H s other two conpanions were not faring quite as well. Cerard had not |iked
the journey the first time, so he could be excused for really not liking it
the second tinme. He swayed on his feet and breathed heavily.

il a was wi de-eyed and gaspi ng and remnmi nded Tas of a poor fish he'd once
found in his pocket. He had no idea how the fish had cone to be there,

al t hough he did have a dimsort of menory that someone had lost it. He'd
managed to restore the fish to water, where, after a dazed nonent, it had swum
of f. The fish had the sane | ook that Odila had now.

"Where are we?" she gasped, clinging to Gerard with a

whi t e- knuckl ed gri p.

He | ooked grimy at the kender. One and all, they |ooked grimy at the kender
"Right were we're supposed to be," Tas said confidently. "Were the Dark Queen
has kept the gold and silver dragons prisoners.” Gipping the device tightly
in his hand, he added a soft, "I hope!" that didn't come out all that softly
and rather spoiled matters.
Tas had never been anywhere like this before. Al around hi mwas gray rock and
not hi ng except gray rock as far as the eye could see. Sharp gray rocks, snooth
gray rocks, enormous gray rocks, and small gray rocks. Muntains of gray rock,
and val l eys of the sanme gray rock. The sky above hi mwas bl ack as
t he bl ackest thing he'd ever seen, without a single star, and yet he was
bathed in a cold white |light. Beyond the gray rock, on the horizon, shimered
a wall of ice.

"I feel stone beneath ny feet,’

said Mrror, "and | do not snell vegetation



so | assunme the land in which we have arrived is bleak and barren. | hear no
sounds of any kind: not the waves breaking on the shore, not the w nd rushing
t hrough the trees, no sound of bird or animal. | sense that this place is
desol ate, forbidding."
"That about sums it up," said Gerard, w ping sweat fromhis forehead with the
back of his hand. "Add to that description the fact that the sky above us is
pitch black, there is no sun, yet there is light; the air is colder than a
troll's backside, and this place appears to be surrounded by what | ooks like a
wal | made of

icicles, and you have said all there is to say about it."

"What he didn't say," Tas felt called upon to point out, "is that the light
makes the wall of ice shimmer with all sorts of different
col ors—

"Rather like the scales of a many-col ored dragon?" Mrror asked.
"That's it!" Tas cried, enthused. "Now that you cone to nmention

it, it does look like that. It's lovely in a sort of cold and unlovely way.
Especially how the col ors shift whenever you | ook at them dancing all along
the icy surface ..."
"Ch, shut up!" ordered Cerard
Tas sighed inwardly. As rmuch he liked humans, traveling with themcertainly
took a ot of joy out of the journey.
The cold was biting. Qdila shivered, wapped her robes around her nore
closely. Cerard stalked over to the ice wall. He did not touch it. He | ooked
it up and down. Drawi ng his dagger, he jabbed the weapon's point into the
wal | .
The bl ade shattered. Gerard dropped the knife with an oath, wung his hand in
pain, then slid his hand beneath his arnpit.

"It's so dam cold it broke the blade! | could feel the chill travel through
the netal and strike deep into ny bone. My hand is still nunb."

"We can't survive long in this,"” Odila said. "W humans will perish of the
cold, as will the kender. | can't speak for the dragon."

Tas smiled at her to thank her for including him
"As for me," said Mrror, "ny species is cold-blooded. My blood w Il thicken

and grow sluggish. | will soon lose ny ability to fly or even to think
clearly."

"And except for you," said Gerard grunpily, |ooking around the barren
wast el and on which they stood, "I don't see a single dragon.”

Tassl ehof f was forced to admit that he was feeling the chill hinmself and that

it was causing very unpl easant sensations in his toes and the tips of his
fingers. He thought with regret back to a fur-lined vest he'd once owned, and
he wondered what ever becane of it. He wondered al so what Rad becone of the
dragons, for he was absolutely positive—well, relatively certain—that this was
the place where he'd been told he would find them He peered under a few gray
rocks with no | uck.

"You better take us back, Tas,'
clicking together.

"He can't take us back," said Mrror, and the dragon was oddly conpl acent.
"This place was constructed as a prison for dragons. It has frozen the nagic
in m blood. |I doubt if the magic of the device will work either."

"We're trapped here!" CGerard said grinly. "To freeze to death!"

Tassl ehof f drew hinmsel f up. This was a glorious nonment, and while adm ttedly
it didn't look or feel very glorious (he'd lost all feeling in his toes), he
knew what he was doi ng.

"Now, see here," he said sternly, eyeing CGerard. "W've been through a | ot
together, you and I. If it wasn't for ne, you wouldn't be where you are today.
That being the case," he added hurriedly, before Gerard could reply, "foll ow
ne."

He turned around, bravely confident, ready to proceed forward,

wi t hout having the | east idea where he was goi ng.

A voice said softly, distinctly, in his ear, "Over the ridge."

said Odila, as best she could for her teeth



"Over the ridge," said Tasslehoff. Pointing at the first ridge of gray rock
that he saw, he marched off that direction

"Should we go after hinP" Odila asked.

"We don't dare lose him" said Gerard

Tas cl amored anong the gray stones, dislodging small rocks that slid and
slithered out fromunder himand went clattering and boundi ng down behi nd him
seriously inpeding Odila and Gerard, who were attenpting to clinb up after
him d ancing back, Tas saw that Mrror had not noved. The silver dragon
continued to stand where he had | anded, fanning his wings and twitching his
tail, probably to try to keep his blood stirring.

"He can't see," said Tasslehoff, stung by guilt. "And we've |eft him behind,
all alone. Don't worry, Mrror!" he called out. "W'IlIl come back for you."
Mrror said sonething in response, sonmething that Tas couldn't quite hear
clearly, what with all the noise that Qdila and Gerard were maki ng dodgi ng
rocks, but it seenmed to himthat he heard, "The glory of this nmonent is yours,
kender. | will be waiting."

"That's the great thing about dragons," Tas said to hinmself, feeling warm al
over. "They al ways understand."

Toppi ng the ridge, he | ooked down, and his breath caught in his throat.

As far as the eye could see were dragons. Tassl ehoff had never seen so many
dragons in one place at one time. He had never imagined that there were so
many gold and silver dragons in the world.

The dragons slunmbered in a cold-induced torpor. They pressed together for
war nt h, heads and necks entw ned, bodies |ying side by side, w ngs fol ded,
tails w apped around thensel ves or their brother dragons. The strange |ight

t hat caused rai nbows to dance nockingly in the ice wall stole the colors from
the dragons, left themgray as the rocky peaks that surrounded them

"Are they dead?" Tas asked, his heart in his throat.

"No," said the voice in his ear, "they are deeply asleep. Their slunber keeps
t hem from dyi ng. "

"How do | wake then®"

"You must bring down the ice wall."

"How do | do that? Cerard's knife broke when he tried it."

"A weapon is not what is needed.”

Tas thought this over, then said doubtfully, "Can | do it?"

"I don't know," the voice said. "Can you?"

"By all that is wonderful!" Gerard exclaimed. Pulling hinmself up to the top of
the ridge, he now stood besi de Tassl ehoff. "Wuld you | ook at that!"

(di l a said nothing. She stood | ong noments, gazing down at the dragons, then
she turned and ran back down the ridge. "I will go tell Mrror."

"I think he knows," said Tasslehoff, then he added, politely, "Excuse me. |
have sonmething to do."

"Ch, no. You're not going anywhere!" Gerard cried and made a snatch at

Tassl ehoff's col |l ar.

He m ssed.

Tassl ehof f began running full tilt, as fast as he could run. The clinb had
warnmed his feet. He could feel his toes—essential for running—and he ran as he
had never run before. H s feet skimred over the ground. If he stepped on a

| oose rock that night have sent himtunbling, he didn't touch it |ong enough
to matter. He fairly flew down the side of the ridge.

He gave hinmself to the running. The wind buffeted his face and stung his eyes.
H s mouth opened wi de. He sucked in great nmouthfuls of cold air that sparkled
in his blood. He heard shouts, but their words nmeant nothing in the w nd of
his running. He ran without thought of stopping, wthout the neans of
stopping. He ran straight at the ice wall

Wldly excited, Tas threw back his head. He opened his mobuth and cried out a

| oud "Yaaaa" that had absolutely no meaning but just felt good. Arns spread

wi de, nmouth open w de, he crashed headlong into the wall of shimering ice.
Rai nbow droplets fell all around him Sparkling in a radiant silver light, the
dropl ets plopped down on his upturned face. He raced through the curtain of



wat er that had once been a wall of ice, and he continued to run, out of
control, running, madly

runni ng, and then he saw that just ahead of him alnpbst at his feet, the gray
rock ended abruptly and there was nothing below it except black

Tas flailed his arnms, trying to stop. He struggled with his feet, but they
seened to have mnds of their own, and he knew with certainty that he was
going to sail right off the edge.

My last nonment, but a glorious one, he thought.

He was falling, and silver wings flew above him He felt a claw seize hold of
his collar (not a new sensation, for it seenmed that someone was al ways sei zi ng
hold of his collar), except that this was different. This was a nost wel cone
sei ze.

Tas hung suspended over eternity.

He gasped for breath that he couldn't seemto find. He was dizzy and
light-headed. Tilting back his head, he saw that he

dangl ed fromthe claw of a silver dragon, a silver dragon who turned his
sightl ess eyes in the general direction of the kender

"Thank goodness you kept yelling," said Mrror, "and thank goodness Cerard saw
your peril in time to warn ne."

"Are they free?" Tassl ehoff asked anxiously. "The other dragons?"

"They are free," said Mrror, veering slowy about, returning to what Tas
could see now was nothing nore than an enornous island of gray rock adrift in
t he darkness.

"What are you and the other dragons going to do?" Tas asked, starting to fee
better now that he was over solid ground.

"Talk," said Mrror.

"Tal k!" Tassl ehof f groaned.

"Don't worry," said Mrror. "W are keenly aware of the passing

of time. But there are questions to be asked and answered before we can make
any decision." H's voice softened. "Too many have sacrificed too rmuch for us
toruinit all by acting rashly."

Tas didn't like the sound of that. It nade himfeel extrenely sad, and he was
about to ask Mrror what he neant, but the dragon was now | owering the kender
to the ground. Gerard caught hold of Tasslehoff in his arns. G ving hima hug,
he set himon his feet. Tas concentrated on trying to breathe. The air was
warner, now that the ice wall was gone. He could hear w ngs beating and the
dragons' voices, deep and resonant, calling out to each other in their ancient
| anguage.

Tas sat on the gray rocks and waited for his breathing to catch up with him
and for his heart to realize that he'd quit running and that it didn't need to
beat so frantically. Gdila went off with Mrror to serve as his guide, and he
soon heard the silver dragon's voice rising in joy at finding his fell ows.
CGerard remai ned behind. He didn't tronmp about, as usual, peering into this and
i nvestigating that. He stood | ooking down at Tas with a nost peculiar
expression on his face.

Maybe he has a stomach ache, Tas thought. As for Tassl ehoff, since he didn't
have breath enough to tal k, he spent some time thinking. *

"I never quite |ooked at it that way," he thought to hinself. "Wat did you
say?" Cerard asked, squatting down to be level with the kender

Tas made up his mnd. He could talk now and he knew what he had to say. "I'm
goi ng back."

"We're all going back," Gerard stated, adding, with an exasperated

glance in the direction of the dragons, "eventually."

"No, | don't mean that," said Tas, having trouble with a lunp in his throat.
"I mean |'m going back to die." He managed a smile and a shrug. "I'm already
dead, you know, so it won't be such a huge change."

"Are you sure about this, Tas?" Gerard asked, regarding the kender w th quiet
gravity.

Tas nodded. "' Too many have sacrificed too much . . .' that's what Mrror
said. | thought about that when | ran off the edge of the world. If | die



here, | said to nyself, where |I'm not supposed to, everything dies with ne.
And then, do you know what

happened, Gerard? | felt scared! |'ve never been scared before." He shook his
head. "Not like that."

"The fall would be enough to scare anyone," said CGerard. "It wasn't the fall,k"
Tas said. "I was scared because | knew if everything died, it would all be ny

fault. Al the sacrifices that

everybody has made down through history: Huma, Mgius, Sturm Brightbl ade
Laurana, Raistlin ..." He paused, then said softly, "Even Lord Soth. And
countless others I'Il never know. All their suffering would be wasted. Their
joys and triunphs would be forgotten."

Tassl ehof f pointed. "Do you see that red star? The one there?"

"Yes," said Gerard. "l see it."
"The kender tell nme that people in the Fifth Age believe Flint Fireforge lives
in that star. He keeps his forge blazing so that people will renmenber the

glory of the old days and that they will have hope. Do you think that's true?"
Cerard started to say that he thought the star was just a star and that a
dwarf could never possibly live in a star, but then, seeing Tas's face, the
Kni ght changed hi s mind.

"Yes, | think it's true."

Tas smled. Rising to his feet, he dusted hinself off, |ooked hinself over,

twitched his clothes and his pouches into place. After all, if he was going to
be stepped on by Chaos, he had to | ook presentable.

"That red star is the very first star I'mgoing to visit. Flint will be glad
to see me. | expect he's been lonely."

"Are you goi ng now?" GCerard asked.

"'No tine like the present,'" Tas said cheerfully. "That's a tine-travel

joke," he added, eyeing Gerard. "All us tine travelers make time-travel jokes.
You' re supposed to | augh.™”

"I guess | don't feel much like laughing," Gerard said. He rested his hand on
Tas's shoulder. "Mrror was right. You are wi se, perhaps the very w sest
person | know, and certainly the nmobst courageous. | honor you, Tassl ehoff
Burrfoot."

Drawi ng his sword, Gerard saluted the kender, the salute one true Knight gives
to anot her.

A gl ori ous nonent.

"Goodbye, " Tassl ehoff said. "May your pouches never be enpty.”

Reaching into his pouch, he found the Device of Time Journeying. He |ooked at
it, admired it, ran his fingers over the jewels that

sparkl ed nore brightly than he ever renenbered seeing them sparkle before. He
caressed it lovingly, then, looking out at the red star, he said, "lI'mready."
"The dragons have finally reached a decision. They're about ready to return to
Krynn," said Odila. "And they want us to go with them" She gl anced about.
"Where's the kender? Have you | ost hi m agai n?"

Gerard wi ped his nose and his eyes and thought, smiling, of all the tinmes he'd
wi shed he could have | ost Tassl ehoff Burrfoot.

"He's not lost," Cerard said, reaching out to take hold of Qdila's hand. "Not
anynore."

At that noment, a shrill voice spoke fromthe darkness.

"Hey, Cerard, | alnost forgot! Wen you get back to Sol ace, be sure to fix the
lock on ny tonb. It's broken."

28

The Valley of Fire and Ice

The ogres did not attack i mediately. They had laid their ambush well. The
el ves were trapped in the valley, their advance bl ocked, their retreat cut

of f. They weren't going anywhere. The ogres could start the assault at a tinme
of their own choosing, and they chose to wait.



The elves were prepared to do battle now, the ogres reasoned. Courage punped
in their veins. Their eneny had cone upon them so suddenly and unexpectedly
that the elves had no time for fear. But let the day linger on, let the night
cone. Let themlie sleepless on their blankets and stare at the bonfires
ringed around them Let them count the nunbers of their enemes, and |let fear
mul tiply those nunbers, and by next day's dawning, elf stomachs

woul d shrivel and elf hands shake, and they woul d puke up their courage on the
ground.

The el ves noved inmediately to repel the eneny attack, nmoved with discipline,
wi t hout panic, taking cover in stands of pine trees and brush, behind

boul ders. El ven archers sought

hi gher ground, picked out their targets, took careful aimand waited for the
order to fire. Each archer had an adequate store of arrows, but those would
soon be spent, and there would be no nore. They had to make every shot count,
al t hough the archers could see for thensel ves that they m ght spend every
arrow they possessed and still not make a dent in the nunbers of the eneny.
The el ves were ready. The ogres did not attack. Understanding

their strategy, Samar ordered the elves to stand down. The elves tried to eat
and sl eep, but w thout nuch success. The stench of the ogres, that was |ike
rotting neat, tainted their food. The light of their fires crept beneath

cl osed eyelids. Al hana wal ked anong them speaking to them telling them
stories of old to banish their fears and lift their hearts. Glthas did the
same thing, talking to his people, bolstering their spirits, speaking words of
hope that he did not hinself believe, that no rational person could believe.
Yet, it seemed to bring confort to the people and, oddly, to Glthas hinself.
He couldn't understand it, for he had only to ook all around to see the fires
of his enem es out nunberi ng

the stars. He supposed, cynically, that hope was always the | ast nan standi ng.
The person G lthas nost sought to confort refused to be conforted.

The Lioness di sappeared shortly after bringing the elven runner into canp.
She gal | oped away on her horse, ignoring Glthas's shout. He searched the canp
for her, but no one who had seen her, not even anong her own people. He found
her at last, long after darkness. She sat on a boulder, far fromthe main
canp. She stared out into the night, and although G lthas knew that she mnust
have heard hi m approach, for she could hear a sparrow nmoving in the woods
twenty feet away, she did not turn to |look at him
No need to tell her that she was placing herself in danger of being picked off
by sone ogre raider. She knew that better than he.

"How many of your scouts are m ssing?" he asked.

"My fault!" she said bitterly. "My failure! | should have seen sonet hi ng
heard sonething to keep us fromthis peril!" She

gestured toward the nountain peaks. "Look at that. Thousands of them Ogres,
who shake the ground with their feet and

splinter trees and stink |ike warm cow dung. And | did not see them or hear
them | mght as well be blind, deaf, and dunb with ny nose cut off for al
the good I am™

After a pause, she added harshly. "Twenty are nmissing. Al of themfriends,
| oyal and dear to ne."

"No one blames you," said G lthas.

"I blame nyself!" the Lioness said, her voice choked.

"Samar says that the sone of the ogres have grown powerful in

magi c. Whatever force bl ocks our magic and causes it to go awy works in the
ogres' favor. Their novenments were cl oaked by sorcery. You could not possibly
be faulted for failing to detect that."

The Lioness turned to face him Her hair was wild and di shevel ed, hung ragged
about her face. The tracks of her tears left streaks of dirt on her cheeks.
Her eyes burned.

"I thank you for trying to confort me, ny husband, but ny only confort is the
know edge that nmy failure will die with ne."

H s heart broke. He had no words to say. He held out his arns to her, and she



lunged into them kissed himfiercely.

"I love you!" she whispered brokenly. "I love you so nuch!"
"And | love you," he said. "You are ny life, and if that life ends this
monent, | count it blessed for having you init."

He stayed with her, far fromcanmp, all through the night, waiting
for those who woul d never return.
The ogres attacked before dawn, when the sky was pale with the com ng of
norni ng. The el ves were ready. None had been able to sleep. Each knew in his
heart that he would not survive to see the noontide.
The hul ki ng ogres began the assault by rolling boul ders down the sides of the
cliffs. The boul ders were enornmous, the size of houses, and here was proof of
a goddess's mmgic, for although ogres are huge, averagi ng over nine feet in
hei ght, and massively built, not even the nost powerful ogre was strong enough
to
wrench those gigantic rocks out of the ground and fling them down the
nmount ai nsi de. The voices of the ogre nages could be heard chanting the magic
that was a gift from Queen Takhi sis.
The boul ders careened into the valley, forcing the elves who had taken refuge
anong the rocks to flee and sending el ven archers leaping for the lives. The
dyi ng screans of those crushed by the rocks echoed anbng the mountains, to be
answered with gl eeful hoots by the ogres.
A few angry or panicked elven archers wasted arrows, shooting

before the enenmy was in range. Samar angrily rebuked those who did,
reiterated the command to wait for his orders. Glthas was no archer. He
gripped his sword and waited grimy for the charge. He wasn't very good wth
hi s weapon, but he'd been inprovi ng—so Pl anchet told hi mand he hoped he woul d
be good enough to at |east take a few of the eneny with himand nake the
spirit of his father and nother proud.
G lthas was strangely conscious of his nother this norning. He had the feeling
that she was beside him and once he thought he heard her voice and felt her
touch. The feeling was so intense that he actually turned to | ook to see if
she stood near him Wat he saw was the Lioness, who smled at him They would
fight together, here at the end, and lie together in death as they had lain
together in life.
The ogres were bl ack upon the nountain tops. They raised their spears and
shook them giving the elves a clear view of their fate, and then the ogres
gave a cheer that rebounded down the nountain.
The elves gripped their weapons and waited for the onslaught. Glthas and the
Li oness stood anong the comand group, gathered around Queen Al hana and the
el ven standards of both the Qualinesti and the Silvanesti.

Finally we are united, only when we face annihilation and it is too |late.
Glthas quickly put the bitter thought out of his nmind. What was done was
done.

Havi ng cl eared their way, the ogres began to nove inexorably

down the nmountain, their nunbers so great that they

bl ackened the nmountain side. The entire ogre nation rmust be here, G lthas
realized.

He reached out, clasped hold of the Lioness's hand. He would fill his soul
with love and let that love carry himto wherever it was souls went.

Samar gave the order to prepare to fire. The elven archers nocked their arrows
and took aim Samar raised his hand, but he did not drop it.

"Wait!" he cried. His eyes squinted as he tried to see nore clearly. "Wat is
that, ny queen? Am| seeing things?"

Al hana stood on a knoll, from which she could have a view of the battlefield
and direct the battle, such as it would be. She was calm beautiful as ever.
More beautiful, if that were possible, fell and deadly. She shaded her eyes

wi th her hands, stared into the east and the sun that had just now lifted
above the nountaintops. "The forces near the nountaintop have slowed," she
reported coolly, no enption in her voice, neither elation nor despair. "Sone
are actually turning around."



"Somet hi ng has them frightened," cried the Lioness. Lifting her gaze skyward,
she pointed. "There! Blessed E |lil There!"

Light flared above them light so brilliant that it seemed to catch the sun
and drag its bright rays into the valley, banishing the shadows. At first,

G Ithas thought that sone nmiracle had brought the sun to the elves, but then
he realized that the light was reflected |light—+the sun's rays shining off the
scal es of the belly of a golden dragon
The Gold dived Iow, aimng for the side of the nountain that was thick with
ogres. At the sight of the resplendent dragon, the marching ranks of the eneny
di ssolved into a junbled mess. Mad with terror, the ogres ran up the
nount ai nsi de

and down and even sideways in their panicked effort to escape.
The dragon blasted the hillside with a fiery breath. Jamred together in knots
of fear, the ogres died by the hundreds. Their agoni zed screans echoed anong
the rocks, screans so horrible that some of the elves covered their ears to
bl ot out the sound.
The CGold sailed up and over the nmountain. Smaller silver dragons flew in

behi nd, breathing killing hoarfrost that froze the fleeing ogres, froze their
bl ood, froze their hearts and their flesh. Hard and cold as rock, the bodies
toppl ed over, rolled down into the valley. Mre gol den dragons flew to the
attack, so that the sky was aflame with the glitter of their scales. The ogre
arnmy that had been raci ng down gleefully upon their trapped eneny was now in
full retreat. The dragons foll owed them hunted them down wherever they tried
to hide.
The ogres had sent thousands of their people into this fight that was supposed
to lop off the head of the elven arnmy and rip out its heart. United under the
conmand of the ogre titans, trained into a disciplined fighting force, the
ogres had tracked the elven march with cunning patience, waited for themto
enter this valley.
The ogres lost a great many in the battle that day, but their nation was not
destroyed, as some elves and humans would later claim The ogres knew the

| and, they knew where to find caves in which to hide until the dragons
departed. Skul king in the darkness,

they licked their wounds and cursed the el ves and vowed revenge. The ogres
were now firmy allied with the m notaur nation. Penned up on northern

i sl ands, its burgeoning population spilling out into the ocean, the m notaurs
had | ong eyed the conti nent

of Ansalon as an area ripe for expansion. Although the ogres had been defeated
this day, they would remain firmin their alliance with the m notaurs. A day
of reckoning was yet to cone. Those ogres who dashed into the valley and
accosted the elves were mad with fury, forgot their training, sought only to
kill. The el ves dispatched these with ease, and soon the battle was over. The
ogres named the battlefield the Valley of Fire and Ice and proclained it
accursed. No ogre would set foot there ever after

The tide of battle had turned so swiftly that Glthas could not conprehend
they were safe, could not adjust to the fact that

death was not advancing on himw th club and spear. The el ves were cheering
now and singi ng anthens of joy to wel come the dragons, who wheel ed overhead,
the sun blazing off their glistening

scal es.

Two silver dragons broke free of the pack. They circled |l ow, searching for a
snooth and | evel patch of ground on which to |land. Al hana and Samar advanced
to neet them as did Glthas. He nmarvel ed at Al hana. He was shaking with the
reaction of the sudden rel ease of fear, the sudden return of |life and of hope.
She faced this reversal in fortune with the sanme cool aplonb that she had
faced certain destruction

The silver dragons settled to the ground—ene of themw th swoopi ng, graceful
nmoverents, and the other |anding as awkwardly

as a young dragon fresh fromthe egg. G lthas wondered at that, until he saw
that this second dragon was nai ned, his eyes disfigured and destroyed.



The dragon flew blind, under the guidance of his rider, a Solamic Knight.
Long bl ack braids streamed down from beneath her shining helm She saluted the
gueen, but did not

di smount. She remmi ned seated on the dragon, her sword drawn, keeping watch as
ot her dragons hunted down and destroyed the remmants of the ogre army. The

ri der of the second dragon waved hi s hand.

"Samar!" he shout ed.

"It is the Knight, CGerard!" exclained Samar, shocked out of his usual stoic
conpl acency. "I would know hi m anywhere," he added, as Gerard ran toward them
"He is the ugliest human you are ever likely to see, Your Mjesty."

"He | ooks very beautiful to me," said Al hana.

G lthas heard tears in her voice, if he did not see themon her face, and he
began to understand her better. She was frost

without, fire within.

CGerard's face brightened when he saw G |thas, and he cane hastening forward to
greet the Qualinesti king. Glthas gestured obliquely with his head. Gerard
took the hint and | ooked to Al hana. He halted dead in his tracks, stared at
her, rapt. Too

awestruck by beauty to remenber his manners, he gaped, his mouth w de open
"Sir CGerard," she said. "You are a npbst wel cone sight.

Only then, at the sound of her voice, did he recall that he was in the
presence of royalty. He sank down on one knee, his head bowed.

"Your servant, Madam"

Al hana extended her hand. "Rise, please, Sir Gerard. | amthe one who shoul d
kneel to you, for you have saved ny people fromcertain destruction."

"No, Madam not ne," said Gerard, flushing red, |ooking about as ugly as it
was possible for a human to | ook. "The dragons cane to your aid. | just went
along for the ride and . " He seemed about to add sonet hing, but changed

his mnd

Turning to Glthas, Gerard bowed deeply. "I amoverjoyed to see that you are
alive and well, Your Mjesty." Hi s voice

softened. "I was deeply grieved to hear of the death of your honored nother."

"Thank you, Sir Gerard," said Glthas, clasping the Knight by the hand. "I
find it strange that the paths of our lives cross once agai h—strange, yet
fortuitous."

CGerard stood awkwardly, his keen blue eyes going fromone to the other,

sear chi ng, seeking.

"Sir Gerard," said Al hana, "you have sonething else to say. Please, speak

wi thout fear. W are deeply in your debt."

"No, you're not, Your Majesty," he said. H s speech and manner were clunsy and
awkwar d, as humans nust always | ook to elves, but his voice was earnest and
sincere. "l don't want you to think that. It's for this very reason | hesitate
to speak, yet"-he glanced toward the sun—tinme advances and we stand still. |
have dire news to inpart, and | dread to speak it."

"I'f you refer to the m notaur seizure of our honel and, we have been nade aware
of that," said A hana.

CGerard stared at her. His nouth opened, shut again. "Perhaps | can help," she

said. "You want us to fulfill the prom se Samar made and ride with you to
attack Sanction. You

fear that we will feel pressured into doing this by the fact that you cane to
our rescue."

"Lord Tasgall wants ne to assure you that the Knights will understand if you

feel the need to return to fight for your honel and, Madam" said Gerard. "I
can say only that our need is very great. Sanction is guarded by arm es of
both the dead and the living. We fear that Queen Takhisis plans to try to rule
both the nortal world and the imortal. If that happens, if she succeeds,
darkness will enconpass all of us. W need your help, Madam and that of your
brave warriors if we are to stop her. The dragons have offered to carry you
there, for they will also join the battle."

"Have you had news? Is ny son Silvanoshei still alive?" Al hana asked, her



faci ng paling.

"I do not know, Madam " Gerard replied evasively. "I hope and trust so, but
have no way of know ng."
Al hana nodded, and then she did something unexpected. She turned to G lthas.
"You know what ny answer nust be, Nephew. My son is a prisoner. | would do al
in m power to free him" Her cheeks stained with a faint flush. "But, as king
of your people, you have the right to speak your thoughts."

G lthas mght have felt pleased. He mi ght have felt vindicated

But he had been awake all night. He felt only bone tired.

"Sir Gerard, if we aid the Knights in the capture of Sanction, can we expect
the Knights to aid us in the retaking of our honel and?"

"That is up to the Knights' Council, Your Mjesty," Cerard replied,
unconfortable. As if aware that his answer was a poor one, he added with
conviction, "I do not know what the other Knights would do, Your Myjesty, but
I willingly pledge nyself to your cause."

"I thank you for that, sir," said Glthas. He turned to Al hana. "I was opposed
to this march at the beginning. | made no secret of that. The doom | foresaw
has fallen. W are exiles now,
wi thout a homeland. Yet as this gallant Knight states, if we foreswear

the prom se Samar made to aid the Knights in their fight,

Queen Takhisis will triunmph. Her first act would be to destroy us utterly, to

anni hilate us as a people. | agree. W nust march on Sanction."
"You have our answer, Sir Cerard," Al hana declared. "W are one—the Qualinesti
and the Silvanesti—and we will join with the other free people of Ansalon to

fight and destroy the Queen of Darkness and her arnies.”

Cerard said what was proper. He was obviously relieved and now eager to be
gone. The dragons circled above them the shadows of their w ngs sliding
gracefully over the ground. The elves greeted the dragons with glad cries and
tears and bl essings,

and the dragons di pped their proud heads in response to the sal utes.

The silver dragons and the gold began to swoop down into the valley, one or
two at a time. The elven warriors mounted on the backs of the dragons,
crowdi ng as nmany on as possible. Thus had the elves ridden into battle during
t he days of Huma. Thus had they ridden to battle during the War of the Lance.
The air was charged with a sense of history. The el ves began to sing again,
songs of glory, songs of victory.
Al hana, nounted on a gol den dragon, took the |ead. Raising her sword into the
air, she shouted an elven battle cry. Samar lifted his sword, joined in. The
ol d carried the queen of the

Silvanesti into the air and flew off over the nountains toward the west,
toward Sanction. The blind silver dragon departed, guided by his human rider
G lthas volunteered to remain to the last, to make certain that the dead were
given proper rites, their bodies cremated in

dragonfire, since there was no time to bury them and no way they could be
returned to their honmeland. Hi s wife stayed with him

"The Knights will not come to our aid, will they?" said the Lioness abruptly,
as the last dragon stood ready to bear them away.

"The Knights will not come," Glthas said. "W will die for them and they
wi Il sing our praises, but when the battle is won, they will return to their
hones. They will not conme to die for us."
Toget her, he and the Lioness and the last of the Qualinesti warriors took to
t he skies. The songs of the elves were loud and joyful and filled the valley
with music.
Then all that was |left was the echoes.
Then those faded away, |eaving only silence and snoke.
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The Tenpl e of Duerghast



Gal dar had not seen M na since her triunphant return to Sanction. His heart
was sore as his body, and he used his wounds as an excuse to remain in his
tent, refusing to see or speak to anyone. He was considerably surprised that
he was still alive, for Takhisis had good reason to hate him and she was not
merci ful to those who had turned on her. He guessed that M na had nuch to do
with the fact that he was not lying in a charred |unp al ongsi de Malys's
car cass.
Gai dar had not stayed to listen to the conversati on between Takhi sis and M na.
H's fury was such that he could have torn down the nountain, stone by stone,
with his bare hands, and fearing that his fury would hurt M na, not hel p her
he stal ked away to rage in solitude. He returned to the cave only when he
heard M na call for him

He found her well, whole. He was not surprised. He expected nothing |ess.
Nursing his bruised and bl oodi ed hand—he had taken out his anger on the
rocks—he regarded her in silence,
waited for her to speak.

Her anber eyes were cold and hard. He could still see hinself frozen inside
them a tiny figure, trapped.
"You woul d have let nme die," she said, accusing.
"Yes," he replied steadily. "Better that you should have died with your glory
fresh upon you than live a slave."
"She is our god, Gaidar. If you serve nme, you serve her."
"I serve you, Mna," Gaidar said, and that was the end of the conversation

M na m ght have dism ssed him She m ght have slain him Instead, she started
off on the long trek down the Lords of Doom He went with her. She spoke to
himonly once nore, and that was an offer to heal his injuries. He declined.
They wal ked to Sanction in silence and they had not tal ked since.
The joy at Mna's return was tumul tuous. There had been those who were sure
she was dead and those who were sure she lived, and so high was the | evel of
anxi ety and fear that these two factions canme to blows. Mna's Knights argued
anong t hensel ves, her commanders bi ckered and quarrel ed. Runors fl ew about the
streets, lies became truth, and truth degenerated into lies. Mna returned to
find a city of anarchy and chaos. The sound of her name was all that it took
to restore order.
"Mna!" was the jubilant cry at the gate as she appeared. "M na!"
The nane rang wildly throughout the city like the joyous sound of weddi ng
bells, and she was very nearly overrun and snothered by those who cried out
how t hankful they were to see her alive. |If Gaidar had not wordl essly swept
her up in his arns and mounted her on his strong shoul ders for everyone to
see, she might well have been killed by Iove.
Gai dar coul d have pointed out that it was M na they cheered, M na they
foll omed, M na they obeyed. He said nothing

however, and she said nothing either. Gaidar heard the tales of the
destruction of the totem of the appearance of a silver dragon who had
attacked the totem and who had, in
turn, been attacked and blinded by Mna's valiant troops. He heard of the
perfidy and treachery of the Sol amic priestess who had joined forces with the
silver dragon and how they had flown off together

Lying on his cot, nursing his injuries, Gaidar recalled the first tinme he'd
seen the | ane beggar, who had turned out to be a blue dragon. He had been in
conpany with a blind man with silver hair. Gaidar pondered this and wondered.
He went to view the weckage. The pile of ash that had been the skulls of
hundreds of dragons remai ned untouched, undi st urbed.

M na would not go near it. She did not return to the altar room She did not
return to her roomin the tenple, but nmoved her things to some unknown

| ocati on.

In the altar room the candles had all nelted into a | arge pool of wax col ored
dirty gray by the swirling ashes. Benches were overturned, sone bl ackened from
the fire. The odor of smoke and magi c was all pervasive. The floor was covered



wi th shards of anber, sharp enough to puncture the sole of a boot. No one
dared enter the tenple, which was said to be inbued with the spirit of the
worman whose body had been inprisoned in the anmber sarcophagus and was now a
pil e of ashes.

"At | east one of us nmanaged to escape," Gaidar told the ashes, and he gave a
soldier's salute.

The body of one of the w zards was gone, as well. No one could tell Gaidar
what had happened to Palin Mjere. Some clainmed to have seen a figure cl oaked
all in black carry it off, while others swore that they had seen the w zard

Dal amar tear it apart with his bare hands. At Mna's command, a search was
made for Palin, but the body could not be found, and finally Mna ordered the
search ended.

The body of the wi zard Dal amar renained in the abandoned tenple, staring into
t he darkness, apparently forgotten, his hands stained with bl ood.

There was one other piece of news. The jailer was forced to admit that during
t he confusion of Malys's attack, the elf lord Silvanoshei had escaped his
prison cell and had not been recaptured. The elf was thought to be still in
the city, for they had posted | ook-outs for himat the exits, and no one had
seen him

"He is in Sanction," Mna said. "Of that, you may be certain.”

"I will find him" said the jailer with an oath. "And when | do, | wll bring
himstraight to you, Mna."

"I amtoo busy to deal with him" said Mna sharply. "If you find him kil
him He has served his purpose.™

Days passed. Order was restored. The elf was not found, nor did anyone really
bother to |l ook for him Runors were now whi spered that M na was having the
anci ent Tenpl e of Duerghast, that had long been left to lie in ruins,
reconstructed

and refurbished. In a month's time, she would be holding a grand cerenpny in
the tenple, the nature of which was secret. It would be the greatest nonment in
the history of Krynn, one that would be | ong cel ebrated and renenbered. Soon,
everyone in Sanction was saying that Mna was going to be rewarded with
godhood.

The day Gaidar first heard this, he sighed deeply. On that day, Mna cane to
see him

"Gaidar," she called outside his tent post. "May | cone in?"

He gave a grow of acqui escence, and she entered.

M na had | ost wei ght—ith Gai dar not around, no one was there to persuade her
to eat. Nor was anyone urging her to sleep, apparently, for she | ooked worn,
exhausted. Her eyes blinked too often, her fingers plucked ainlessly at the
buckl es of her leather arnor. Her skin was pale, except for a hectic, fevered
stain on her cheeks. Her red hair was |onger than he had ever known her to
wear it, curled fretfully about her ears and straggl ed down her forehead. He
did not rise to greet her, but remained sitting on his bed.
"They say you keep to your quarters because you are unwell,’
regarding himintently.

"I am doing better," he said, refusing to neet her anber eyes.

"Are you able to return to your duties?"

"I'f you want ne." He laid enphasis on the word.

"I do." Mna began to pace the tent, and he was startled to see her nervous,
uneasy. "You've heard the talk that is going around. About ny becom ng a god."
"I"ve heard it. Let ne guess, Her Dark Majesty isn't pleased.”

"When she enters the world in triunph, Gaidar, then there will be no question
of whomthe people will worship. It's just that ... ." M na paused, helpl ess
to explain, or perhaps loath to adnit to the expl anation

"You are not to blame, Mna," said Gaidar, relenting and taking pity on her
"You are here in the world. You are sonethi ng

t he peopl e can see and hear and touch. You performthe nmiracles."

"Always in her name," Mna insisted.

"Yet you never stopped themfromcalling out your nane,

M na sai d,

Gai dar observed. "You



never told themto shout for the One God. It is always 'Mna, Mna.'
She was silent a nonment, then said quietly, "I do not stop it because | enjoy
it, Gaidar. | cannot help it. | hear the love in their voices. | see the |ove
in their eyes. Their |ove nakes ne feel that | can acconplish anything, that |
can work mracles ..."

Her voice died away. She seemed to suddenly realize what she had said.

That | can work miracles.

"I understand,” Mna said softly. "I see now why | was punished.

| am amazed the One God forgave ne. Yet, | will make it up to her."

She abandoned you, M na! Gaidar wanted to shout at her. If you had died, she
woul d have found sonmeone el se to do her

bi ddi ng. But you didn't die, and so she cane running back with her lying tale
of "testing" and "punishing."

The words burned on his tongue, but he kept his nmouth shut on them for if he
spoke them M na would be furious. She would turn fromhim perhaps forever,
and he was the only friend she had now, the only one who could see clearly the
path that |ay ahead of her. He swall owed the words, though they cane nigh to
choki ng him

"What is this | hear of you restoring the old Tenpl e of Duerghast?" Gaidar
asked, changi ng the subject.

Mna's face cleared. Her anber eyes glimered with a glint of her fornmer
spirit. "That is where the cerenmbny will be held, Gaidar. That is where the
One God will make mani fest her power. The cerenmony will be held in the arena,
and it will be magnificent, Gaidar! Everyone will be there to worship the One
God—her foes included."”

Gai dar' s choked-down words were giving hima bellyache.

He felt sick again, and he renained sitting on the bed, saying nothing. He
couldn't look at her, couldn't return her gaze, couldn't bear to see hinself,
that tiny being, held fast in the amber. Mna canme to him touched his hand.
He kept his face averted.

"Gaidar, | know that | hurt you. | know that your anger was really fear—fear
for me." Her fingers closed fast over his hand. "You are the only one who ever
cared about ne, Gaidar. About me, about Mna. The others care only for what |
can do for them They depend on me like children, and like children I rnust

| ead them and gui de t hem

"I cannot depend on them But | can depend on you, Gaidar. You flewinto
certain death with nme, and you were not afraid. | need you now | need your
strength and your courage. Don't be angry with ne anynore." She paused, then
said, "Don't be angry with her."

H s thoughts went back to the night he'd seen M na energe fromthe storm
her al ded by thunder, born of fire. He renenbered

the thrill when she touched his hand, this hand, the hand that was her gift.
He had so many nenories of her, each one linked with another to forma gol den
chain that bound themtogether. He lifted his head and | ooked at her, saw her
human, small and fragile, and he was suddenly very much afraid for her
He was so afraid that he could even lie for her
"I amsorry, Mna," he said gruffly. "I was angry at—

He paused. He had been going to say "Takhisis," but he was

loath to speak her nane. He temporized. "I was angry at the One God. |
understand now, M na. Accept mny apol ogy."

She smled, released his hand. "Thank you, Gaidar. You nust come with me to
see the tenple. There is still much work to be done to make ready for the
cerenony, but | have lighted the altar and—=

Horns bl ared. Runbling drunbeats rolled over her words.

"What is this?" Mna asked, walking to the tent flap and peering

out, irritated. "What do they think they are doi ng?"

"That is the call to arns, Mna," said Gaidar, alarnmed. He hastily grabbed up
his sword. "W nust be under attack."

"That cannot be," she returned. "The One God sees all and hears all and knows
all. | would have been warned...."



"Nevert hel ess," Gaidar pointed out, exasperated, "that is the call to arns."
"I don't have time for this," she said, annoyed. "There is too nuch work to be
done in the tenple.”

The drunbeat grew | ouder, nore insistent.

"I suppose | will have to deal with it." She stal ked out of the tent, walking
with haste, her irritation plain to be seen.

Gai dar strapped on his sword, snatched up the padded | eather vest that served
himfor arnor, and hastened after her

fasteni ng buckl es as he ran.

The streets were awash in confusion, with sone people staring

stupidly in the direction of the walls, as if they could divine what was goi ng
on by just |ooking, while others were |oudly denmandi ng answers from peopl e who
were just as confused as they were. The | evel headed raced to their quarters to
grab their weapons, reasoning that they'd armthensel ves first and find out
who they were fighting later.

Gai dar opened up a path through the panic-clogged streets. H s voi ce bel |l owed
for people to nake way. His strong armnms picked up and tossed aside those who
didn't heed his command. Mna followed cl osely behind him and at the sight of
her, the people cheered and call ed her nane.

"M na! Mnal!"

d anci ng back, Gaidar saw her still annoyed by the interruption

still determined that this was nothing. They reached the Wst Gate. Just as

t he huge doors were thundering shut, Gaidar caught a glinpse of one of their
scout s—a bl ue dragon, who had | anded outside the walls. The dragon's rider was
tal king to the Knight commandi ng the gate.

"What is going on? What is happeni ng?" M na demanded, shoving her way through
the crowd to reach the officer. "Wiy did you sound the al arn? Who gave the

or der ?"

Kni ght and rider both swng toward M na. Both began tal king

at once. Soldiers and Knights crowded around her, adding to the chaos by
trying to make their own voi ces heard.

"An arny led by Solamic Knights is on its way to Sanction, Mna," said the
dragonrider, gasping for breath. "Acconpanying the Knights is an army of

el ves, flying the standards of both

Qual i nesti and Sil vanesti."

M na cast an irate glance at the Knight in charge of the gate. "And for this
you sound the alarmand start a panic? You are relieved of your command.

Gai dar, see that this man is flogged." Mna turned back to the dragonrider

Her lip curled. "How far away is this arny? How many weeks' march?"

"Mna," the rider said, swallow ng. "They are not narching.

They ride dragons. CGold and silver dragons. Hundreds of them=

"CGold dragons!” a man cried out, and before Gaidar could stop him the fool
had dashed off, shouting out the news in a

pani cked voice. It would be all over the city in mnutes.

Mna stared at the rider. Blood drained fromher face, seened to drain from
her body. She had | ooked nore alive when she was dying. Fearing she m ght
col | apse, Gaidar put his hand out to steady her. She pushed hi m awnay.

"I npossi ble," she said through pale lips. "The gold and sil ver dragons have
departed this world, never to return.”

"I amsorry to contradict you, Mna," the rider said hesitantly, "but | saw
them nysel f. We"—-he gestured outside the walls, where his Blue stood, her

fl anks heavi ng, her wi ngs and head

droopi ng with exhausti on—we were caught off-guard, nearly killed. W barely
made it here alive."”

M na's Knights gathered tensely around her

"M na, what are your orders?"

"What is your conmand, M na?"

Her pale |ips noved, but she spoke to herself. "I nust act now. The cerenony
cannot wait."

"How far away are the dragons?" Gaidar asked the rider



The man gl anced up fearfully at the sky. "They were right behind ne. I am
surprised you cannot see themyet—=

"Mna," said Gaidar, "send out an order. Summon the red dragons and the bl ue.
Many of Malys's old minions still remain close by. Sutmmon themto fight!"
"They won't cone," said the dragonrider

M na shifted her gaze to him "Wy not?"

He gestured with a jerk of his thunmb over his shoulder to his own blue dragon.
"They won't fight their own kind. Maybe later, the old aninosities wll
return, but not now. W're on our own."

"What do we do, M na?" her Knights demanded, their voices harsh and filled
with fear. "Wat are your orders?"

Mna did not reply. She stood silent, her gaze abstracted. She did not hear
them She |istened to another vaoice.

Gai dar knew wel | whose voi ce she heard, and he nmeant that this tine she should
hear his. G abbing her arm Gaidar gave her a shake.

"I know what you're thinking, and we can't do it, Mna," Gaidar said. "W
can't hold out against this assault! Dragonfear alone will unman nost of our
troops, make themunfit for battle. The walls, the noat of fire—these won't
stop dragons."

"W have the arny of the dead—

"Bah!" Gaidar snorted. "Col den dragons have no fear of the souls of dead
humans or dead goblins or any of these other poor wetches whose spirits the
One God has inprisoned. As for the Solammics, they have fought the dead
before, and this tinme they will be prepared to face the terror."

"Then what do you advi se, Gaidar?" M na asked, her voice cold. "Since you are
So certain we cannot win."

"I advise we get the hell out of here," Gaidar said bluntly, and her Knights

| oudly echoed his opinion. "If we | eave now, we can evacuate the city, escape
into the nmountains. This place is honeyconbed with tunnels. The Lords of Doom
have protected

us before, they' Il protect us again. W can retreat back to Jel ek or Neraka."
"Retreat?" Mna glared at him tried to wench her armfromhis grasp. "You
are a traitor to even speak those words!"

He held onto her with grimdeterm nation. "Let the Sol amics have Sanction
Mna. W -took it away fromthem once. W can take it away fromthem again. W
still own Solammia. Solanthus is ours, as is Pal anthas."
"No, we don't," Mna said, struggling to free herself. "I ordered nost of our
forces to march here, to come to Sanction to be witness to the glory of the
One God. "
Gai dar opened his nouth, snapped it shut.
"I did not think there would be dragons!"™ Mna cried out.

He saw the image of hinself in her eyes growing smaller and smaller. He | oosed
his hold on her.
"W will not retreat,"” she stated
"M na—=
"Listen to me, every one of you." She gathered themtogether with a gl ance,
all the tiny figures frozen in the anber eyes. "W nust hold this city at al
costs. Wen the cerenony is conplete and the One God enters this world, no
force on Krynn will be able to stand against her. She will destroy themall."
The officers stared at her, not noving. Some flinched and cast gl ances
skyward. Gaidar felt a twi nge of fear twist his gut—+the dragonfear, distant
yet, but fast approaching.
"Well, what do wait for?" Mna demanded. "Return to your posts.”

No one noved. No one cheered. No one spoke her nane.
"You have your orders!" M na shouted, her voice ragged. "Gaidar, come wth
ne."
She turned to | eave. Her Knights did not nmove. They bl ocked her path with
t heir bodies. She bore no weapon. She had not thought to bring one.
"Gaidar," said Mna. "Kill any nan who tries to stop ne."
Gaidar laid his hand on the hilt of his sword.



One by one, the Knights stepped aside, cleared a path.

M na wal ked among them her face cold as death.

"Where are you goi ng?" Gai dar demanded, follow ng after her

"To the tenple. W& have much to do and little tinme to do it."

"Mna," he said, his voice low and urgent in her ear, "you can't |leave themto

face this alone. For love of you, they will find the courage to stand and
fight even gol den dragons, but if you are not here—=
M na hal ted.

"They do not fight for |love of ne!" Her voice trenbled. "They fight for the
One God!" She turned around to face her Knights. "Hear ny words. You fight
this battle for the One God. You nust hold this city in the name of the One
God. Any man who flees before the eneny will know the wath of the One God."
Her Knights | owered their heads, turned away. They did not march proudly back
to their posts, as they m ght once have done. They slunk back sullenly.

"What is the matter with then?" M na asked, disnmayed, confused.

"Once they followed you for |ove, Mna. Now they obey you as the whi pped dog
obeys—n fear of the lash," said Gaidar. "lIs this what you want ?"

Mna bit her lip, seemed to waver in her decision, and Gai dar hoped that she
m ght refuse to heed the voice. That she would do what she knew to be

honor abl e, knew to be right. She would remain | oyal to her nen, who had

remai ned | oyal to her through so nuch.

Mna's jaw set. The anber eyes hardened. "Let the curs run. | don't need them
I have the One God. | amgoing to the tenple to prepare for the cerenony. Are
you coni ng?" she demanded of

Gaidar. "Or are you going to run away, too?"

He | ooked into the amber eyes and could no | onger see hinmself. He could no

| onger see anyone. Her eyes were enpty.

She did not wait for his answer. She stalked off. She did not |ook to see if
he was followi ng. She didn't care, one way or the other

Gai dar hesitated. Looking back at the West Gate, he saw the Kni ghts gat hered
in knots, talking in | ow voices. He doubted very much if they were deternining
a strategy for battle. A babble of screams and cries rose fromthe streets as
word spread that hundreds of golden and silver dragons were bearing

down on Sanction. No one was acting to quell the terror. Each man thought only
of himself now, and he had only one thought in his mnd—to survive. Soon there
woul d be rioting, as nmen and wonmen devolved into wild beasts, bit and cl awed
and fought to save their own hides. In their miserable panic, they mght well
destroy thensel ves before the armes of their enem es ever arrived.

If | stay here on the walls, | might rally a few, Gaidar thought. | night find
some who woul d brave the horror and fight al ongside
nme. | would die well. | would die with honor

He wat ched M na wal ki ng away, wal ki ng al one, except for that shadowy
five-headed figure that hovered over her, surrounded

her, cut her off from everyone who had ever |oved her or adnmired her or cared
about her.
"You great bitch!" Gaidar nuttered. "You won't get rid of ne that easily."
Gipping his sword, he hastened after M na.

M na was wrong when she told Gaidar that he was the only one who had ever
cared for her. Another cared, cared deeply.
Si I vanoshei hurried after her, shoving and pushing his way through the crowds
that now nmilled about in panic in the streets, trying to keep her in sight.
He had stayed in Sanction to hear sone word of M na.
Si I vanoshei's joy when he heard she was alive was heartfelt, even as

her return plunged himonce nore into danger. Peopl e suddenly renenbered
havi ng seen an el f wal ki ng about Sanction

He was forced to go into hiding. A kender obligingly introduced
Si | vanoshei to the system of tunnels that criss-crossed beneath Sanction

El ves abhor living beneath the ground, and
Si I vanoshei could remain in the tunnels for only short periods of tine “efore
he was driven to the surface by a desperate need for air. He stole food to



keep hinself alive, stole a cloak with a hood and a scarf to wap around his
face, hide his elven features.

He | urked about the ruins of the totem hoping to find a chance to talk to

M na, but he never saw her there. He grew

fearful, wondered if she'd left the city or if she had fallen ill. Then he
overheard a chance bit of gossip to the effect that she had noved out of the
Tenmpl e of the Heart and had taken up residence in another tenple, the ruined
Tenmpl e of Duerghast that stood on the outskirts of Sanction

Built to honor some false god dreamed up by a demented cult, the tenple was
notorious for having an arena where human sacrifices were sent to die for the
entertai nment of a cheering crowd. During the War of the Lance, Lord Ariakas
had appropriated the tenple, using its dungeons to torture and

torment his prisoners

The tenple had an evil reputation, and there had been talk in recent days,
during the reign of Hogan Bight, of razing it. Trenors had caused gigantic
cracks to open in the walls, weakening the structure to the point where no one
felt safe even going near it. The citizens of Sanction had decided to let the
Lords of Doom conpl ete the destruction

Then came the news that Mna was planning to rebuild the tenple, transformit
into a place of worship of the One CGod.

The Tenpl e of Duerghast lay on the other side of the noat of |ava that
surrounded Sanction. The tenple could not be reached overl and, not w thout
bridging the npat. Therefore, Silvanoshei reasoned, Mna would be forced to
enter the tenple via one of the tunnels. He trai psed about the tunnel system
| osing hinmself nore than once, and at |ast found what he was

searching for—a tunnel that ran beneath the curtain wall on the southern side
of the city.

Si I vanoshei had been planning to explore this tunnel when the al arm was

rai sed. He saw the dragonrider fly overhead and | and outside the West Gate.
Guessing that Mna would conme to take charge of the situation, Silvanoshe
conceal ed hinself in the crowds of people who were eager to see Mna. He
pressed as cl ose as he dared, hoping against hope just to catch a glinpse of
her .

Then he saw her, surrounded by her Knights, speaking to the dragonrider
Suddenly one man broke fromthe group and raced into the crowd, shouting -out
that silver and gold dragons were coning, dragons ridden by Sol amic Kni ghts.
Peopl e swore and cursed and started to push and shove. Silvanoshei was jostled
and nearly knocked down. Through it all, he fought to keep his eyes on her
The news of dragons and Knights meant little to Silvanoshei. He thought of it
only in terms of howthis would affect Mna. He was certain she would | ead the
battle, and he feared that he would have no opportunity to talk to her. He was
ast oni shed beyond neasure to see her turn around and wal k of f, abandoni ng her

t roops.

Their | oss was his bl essing.

Her voice carried to himclearly. "I amgoing to the tenple to prepare for the
cerenony."

At last, maybe he could find a way to speak to her

Si I vanoshei entered the tunnel he had found, hoping that his cal cul ati ons were
correct and that it |led beneath the noat of fire to the Tenpl e of Duerghast.
Hope al nost di ed when he found that the tunnel roof had partially collapsed.
He nmade his way past the chunks of rock and soil, continued on, and eventually
found a | adder that led to the surface.

He clinbed swiftly, had sense enough to slow as he neared the top. A wooden
trapdoor kept the tunnel opening conceal ed fromthose above. As he pushed

agai nst the door, his hand broke through the rotting wood. A cascade of dirt
and splinters

fell down around him Cautiously, he peered out of the hole in the trapdoor

Bri ght sunshine half-blinded him He blinked his eyes, waited for themto
becorme accustoned to the light.

The Tenpl e of Duerghast stood only a short distance away.



To reach the tenmple, he would have to cross a space of open ground. He would
be visible fromthe walls of Sanction
Si | vanoshei doubted if anyone would see himor pay attention to him All eyes
woul d be turned skyward.
Si | vanoshei worned his way out of the hole and ran across the open patch of
ground, hid himself in a shadow cast by the tenple's outer wall. Constructed
of black granite blocks, the tenple's curtain wall was built in the shape of a
square. Two towers guarded the front entrance. Crcling around the wall,
huggi ng the buil ding, he searched for sone way inside. He came to one of the
towers, and here he found two doors, one at either end of the wall.

Heavy slabs of iron controlled by w nches served for gates. Although they were
covered with rust, the iron gates renmained in place and would probably stil
be standi ng when the rest of the tenple fell down around them He could not
enter there, but he could enter through a part of the outer wall that had
collapsed into a pile of rubble. The clinmb would be difficult, but he was
ninble. He was certain he could manage.

He started toward the wall, then halted, frozen in the shadows.

He had caught nmovenent out of the corner of his eye.
Soneone el se had cone to the Tenpl e of Duerghast. A man stood before it,
gazing at it. The nman stood in the open, the
sunshi ne pouring down on him Silvanoshei mnust have been blind to have nissed
seeing him Yet, he could have sworn that there had been no one there when he
cane around the corner

Judgi ng by his | ooks, the man was not a warrior. He was quite tall, above
average height. He wore no sword, carried no bow slung across his shoul der. He
was clad in brown wool en hose, a green and brown tunic, and tall | eather

boots. A cowl, brown in color, covered his head and shoul ders. Silvanoshe
could not see the man's face.
Si I vanoshei fumed. Wiat was this sinpleton doing here? Nothing,
by the |l ooks of it, except gawking at the tenple |like a kender on holiday. He
had no weapon, he wasn't a threat, yet Silvanoshei was reluctant to have the
man see him Silvanoshei was determ ned
to talk to Mna, and for all he knew this man m ght be sone sort of guard. O
perhaps this stranger was al so waiting to speak to her. He had the | ook of
someone waiting.
Si I vanoshei wi shed the nan away. Time was passing. He had to get inside. He
had to talk to Mna. Still the man did not nove.
At last, Silvanoshei decided he could wait no longer. He was a swi ft runner

He coul d~ outdistance the man, if the stranger gave chase, lose hinself in the
tenmpl e confines before the man figured out what had happened. Silvanoshei drew
in a breath, ready to run
The man turned his head. Drawi ng back his cowl, he | ooked straight at
Si | vanoshei
The man was an el f.
Si | vanoshei stared, riveted, unnoving. For a petrifying nmonent, he feared that
Samar had tracked hi m down, but he

recogni zed i medi ately that this was not Sanar.
At first glance, the elf appeared young, as young as Silvanoshei

H s body had the strength, the lithesome grace of youth. A second gl ance
caused Silvanoshei to rethink his first. The elf's face was unmarred by tine,
yet in his expression held a gravity that was not youthful, had nothing to do
with youth's hope and high spirits and joyful expectations. The eyes were
bright as the eyes of youth, but their brilliance was shadowed,
tenmpered by sorrow. Silvanoshei had the odd inpression that this

man knew him but he could not place the strange elf at all.
The el f | ooked at Silvanoshei, then he | ooked away, turned his gaze back to

the tenple.
Si I vanoshei took advantage of the elf's shift in attention to sprint to the
opening in the wall. He clinbed swiftly, one eye on the strange el f, who never

noved. Silvanoshei dropped down



over the side of the wall. He peered back through the rubble to see the elf
still standing there, waiting.

Putting the stranger fromhis mnd, Silvanoshei entered the ruined tenple and
set off in search of M na.

30

For Love of M na

M na fought her way through the crowded streets of Sanction

Her movenent was hanpered by the people who, |I at the sight of her, surged
forward to touch her. They cried out to her in fear of the com ng dragons.
They begged her to save them

"Mna, Mna!" they shouted, and the din was hateful to her

She tried to block it out, tried to ignore them tried to free

herself fromtheir clutching, clinging hands, but with every step she took
t hey gathered around her nore thickly, calling out her nane, repeating it over
and over as a frantic litany against fear
Anot her called her nanme. The voice of Takhisis, |loud and insistent, urging her
to make haste. Once the cerenony was

conpl ete, once Takhisis had entered the world and united the

spiritual realmwi th the physical, the Dark Queen could take any form she
chose, and in that formshe would fight her enem es.

Let the foul Golds and the craven Silvers go up against the five-headed
nonster that she could becone. Let the puny arm es
of the Knights and the elves battle the hordes of the dead that would rise up
at her conmand.
Takhi sis was glad that the wetched nage and his tool, the blind Silver, had
freed the metallic dragons. She had been furious at the time, but now, in her
cal mer nonents, she renmenbered that she was the only god on Krynn. Everything
worked to her own ends, even the plots of her enenies.

Do what they might, they could never harmher. Every arrow they fired would
turn to their own destruction, target their own hearts. Let them attack. This
time she woul d destroy them all —kni ghts, elves, dragons—destroy themutterly,
wi pe them out, crush themso that they woul d never rise up against her again.
Then she woul d seize their souls, enslave them Those who had fought her in
life would serve her in death, serve her forever
To accomplish this, Takhisis needed to be in the world. She controlled the
door on the spiritual realm but she could not open the door on the physi cal
She needed M na for that. She had chosen M na and prepared her for this one
task. Takhisis had smbothed M na's way, had renoved M na's enem es. Takhisis
was so close to achieving her overweening anbition. She had no fear that the
worl d might be snatched fromher at the |last nmonment. She was in control. No
ot her chall enged her. She was inpatient, however. Inpatient to begin the
battle that would end in her final triunph
She urged M na to nmake haste. Kill these wetches, she comuanded,

if they will not get out of your way.
M na grabbed a sword and raised it in the air. She no | onger saw people. She
saw open nout hs, felt clutching hands. The living surrounded her, plucking at
her, shrieking and gi bbering, pressing their |ips against her skin.
"Mna, Mna!" they cried, and their cries changed to screans and the hands
fell away.
The street enptied, and it was only when she heard Gaidar's horrified roar and
saw t he bl ood on her sword and on her hands and the bl eeding bodies lying in
the street that she realized what she had done.
"She conmands nme to hurry,"” Mna said, "and they wouldn't get out of my way."
"They are out of your way now," Gaidar said.
M na | ooked down at the bodies. Sone she knew. Here was a soldier who had been
with her since the siege of Sanction. He lay in a pool of blood. Her sword had
run himthrough. She had sone di mnmenory of himpleading with her to spare



hi m

St eppi ng over the dead, she continued on. She kept hold of the sword, though
she had no skill in the use of such a weapon and she grasped it awkwardly, her
hand gumed wit h bl ood.

"Wal k ahead of ne, Gaidar," she ordered. "Cl ear the way."

"I don't know where we're going, Mna. The tenple ruins lie outside the wall
on the other side of the noat of fire. How do you get there from here?"

M na pointed with the sword. "Stay on this street, follow the curtain wall.
Directly across fromthe Tenple of Duerghast is a tower. Inside the tower, a
tunnel |eads beneath the wall and underneath the noat to the tenple.”
They proceeded on, noving at a dead run

"Make haste," Takhisis conmanded.

M na obeyed.
The first eneny dragons came into view, flying high over the mountains. The
first waves of dragonfear began to affect Sanction's

defenders. Sunlight glittered on gold and silver scales, glinted off the arnor
of the dragonriders. Only in the great wars of the past had this many dragons
of light come together to aid humans and elves in their cause. The dragons
flewin long lines—the swift-flying Silvers in the |ead, the nore ponderous
Golds in the rear.
A strange sort of mist began to flow up over the walls, seep into the streets
and al |l eyways. Gaidar thought it odd that fog should arise suddenly on a sunny
day, and then he saw suddenly that the m st had eyes and mout hs and hands. The
soul s of the dead had been sumoned to do battle. Gaidar |ooked up through the
chill mst, |looked up into the blue sky. Sunlight flashed off the

belly of a silver dragon, argent light so bright that it burned through the
msts |ike sunshine on a hot sumrer day.
The souls fled the light, sought the shadows, slunk down alleyways or sought
shelter in the shade cast by the towering walls.

Dragons do not fear the souls of dead humans, dead goblins, dead el ves.

Gai dar envisioned the blasts of fire breathed by the gold dragons incinerating
all those who manned the walls, nmelting arnor, fusing it to the living flesh
as the nen inside screaned out their lives in agony. The inmage was vivid and
filled his mnd, so that he could al nost snell the stench of burning flesh and
hear the death cries. H's hands began to shake, his mouth grew dry.
"Dragonfear,"” he told hinmself over and over. "Dragonfear. It will pass. Let it
pass."

He | ooked back at Mna to see how she was faring. She was pal e, but conposed.
The enpty anber eyes stared straight ahead, did not ook up to the skies or to
the walls fromwhich men were starting to junp out of sheer panic.
The Silvers flew overhead, flying rapidly, flying low. These were the first
wave and they did not attack. They were
spreadi ng fear, evoking panic, doing reconnai ssance. The shadows of the

gl eami ng wi ngs sliced through the streets, sending people running nad with
terror. Here and there, sone nastered their fear, overcane it. A lone ballista
fired. A couple of archers sent arrows arcing upward in a vain attenpt at a

| ucky shot. For the nost part, men huddled in the shadows of the walls and
drew in shivering breaths and waited for it all to go away, just please go
away.
The fear that descended on the popul ation worked in Mna's favor. Those who
had been clogging the streets ran terrified into their homes or shops, seeking
shelter where no shelter existed, for the fire of the Golds could nelt stone.
But at least they left the streets. Mna and Gai dar nmade sw ft progress.
Arriving at one of the guard towers that stood al ong Sanction's

curtain wall, Mna yanked open a door at the tower's base.
The tower was sparsely inhabited, nmost of its defenders had fled. Those who
were | eft, hearing the door bang open, peered fearfully

down the spiral stairs. One called out in a cracked voice, "Wo goes there?"
M na did not deign to answer, and the soldiers did not dare cone down to find
out. Gaidar heard their footsteps retreat farther



down the battlenents

He grabbed a torch, funbled to light it froma slowmtch burning in a tub

M na took the torch fromhimand | ed the way down a series of dank stone
stairs to what appeared to be a blank wall, through which she wal ked w t hout
hesitation. Either the wall was illusion, or the Dark Queen had caused the
solid stone to dissolve. Gaidar didn't know, and he had no intention of
asking. He gritted his teeth and barged in after her, fully expecting to

dash his brains out against the rock

He entered a dark tunnel that snelled strongly of brimstone. The walls were
warmto the touch. Mna had ranged far ahead of him and he had to hurry to
catch up. The tunnel was built for humans, not minotaurs. He was forced to run
with his shoul ders hunched and his horns | owered. The heat increased. He
guessed that they were passing directly under the noat of fire. The tunne

| ooked to be ancient. He wondered who had built it and why, nore questions he
was never going to have answered.

The tunnel ended at yet another wall. Gaidar was relieved to see that Mna did
not wal k through this wall. She entered a small door. He squeezed in after
her, a tight fit, to find hinself in a prison cell

Rats screeched and chittered at the light, scranbled to escape. The fl oor was
alive with some sort of crawing insects that swarned into the nooks and
crevices of the crunbing stone walls. The cell door hung on a single rusted

hi nge.

Mna left the cell, that opened up into a corridor. Gaidar caught a glinpse of
ot her roons extending off the main hall and he knew where he was—the Tenpl e of
Duer ghast .

Thi nki ng back to what he had heard about this tenple, he guessed that these
were the torture chanbers where once the

prisoners of the dragonarmy were "questioned.” The light of his torch did not
penetrate far into the shadows, for which he was grateful

He hated this place, wi shed hinself away fromit, w shed hinself anywhere but
here, even in the city above, though that city mght be crawling with gold
dragons. The screans of the dying echoed in these dark corridors, the walls
were wet with tears and bl ood.

M na | ooked neither to the right nor the left. The light of her torch
illuminated a flight of stairs, l|eading upward. Cinbing those stairs, Gaidar
had the feeling he was clawi ng his way back from death. They reached ground

| evel, the main part of the tenple.

Cracks had opened in the walls, and Gaidar was able to catch a whiff of fresh
air. Though it smelled strongly of sulfur fromthe noat of fire, the smell up
here was better than what he'd snelled below He drew in a deep breath.

Rays of dust-clouded sunlight filtered through the cracks. Gaidar started to
douse the torch, but M na stopped him

"Keep it lit," she told him "W will need it where we are going."

"Where are we goi ng?" he asked, fearing she would say the altar room

"To the arena."”

She led the way through the ruins, noving swiftly and w t hout

hesitation. He noted that piles of rubble had been cl eared aside, opening up
previously cl ogged corridors.

"Did you do this work yourself, M na?" Gaidar asked, nmarveling

"I had help," she replied.

He guessed the nature of that help and was sorry he'd asked.

Unl i ke humans, Gaidar was not disgusted to hear a tenple had an open-air arena
where people would cone to wi tness bl ood sports. Such contests are a part of a
m notaur's heritage, used to settle everything fromfamly feuds to marita

di sputes to the choosing of a new enperor. He had been surprised to find that
humans consi dered such contests barbaric. To him the

mal i ci ous, backstabbing political intrigue in which humans indul ged was

bar bari c.

The arena was open to the air and was visible fromthe highest

wal | s of Sanction. Gaidar had noted it before with some interest as being the



only arena he'd ever seen in human | ands. The arena was built into the side of
the nmountain. The floor was bel ow ground | evel and filled with sand. Rows of
benches, carved into die nmountain's slope, fornmed a senmicircle around the
floor. The arena was snmall by m notaur standards, and was in a state of ruin
and decay. Wde cracks had opened up anong the benches, hol es gaped in the
fl oor.

Gai dar followed M na through dusty corridors until they cane to a |arge
entryway that opened out onto the arena. M na wal ked t hrough the entryway.
Gai dar foll owed and went from dusty daylight to darkest night.

He stopped dead, blinking his eyes, suddenly afraid that he'd been struck
blind. He could snell the familiar odors of the outdoors,

i ncluding the sulfur of the nmoat of fire. He could feel the wind upon his
face. He should be feeling the warnmh of the sun on his face, as well, for
only seconds before he had been able to see sunshine and bl ue sky through the
cracks in the ceiling. Looking
up, he saw a bl ack sky, starless, cloudless. He shuddered all over, took an
i nvol untary step backward.

M na grabbed hold of his hand. "Don't be afraid," she said softly. "You stand
in the presence of the One God."

Considering their last neeting together, Gaidar did not find reassuring the
know edge that he was in Takhisis's presence.

He was nore determnmined than ever to |l eave. He had made a mistake in coning
here. He had conme out of love for Mna, not |ove for Takhisis. He did not
bel ong here, he was not wel cone.

Stairs led fromthe ground floor into the arena.
Mna let go of his hand. She was in haste, already hurrying down the stairs,
certain he would follow. The words to say goodbye

to her clogged in his throat. Not that there were any words that would nmake a
difference. She would hate himfor what he
was going to do, detest him Nothing he could say woul d change that. He turned
to |l eave, turned to go back into the sunlight, even though that neant the
dragons and death, when he heard Mna give a startled cry.

Acting instinctively, fearing for her life, Gaidar drew his sword and
clattered down the stairs.

"What are you doing here, Silvanoshei? Skul ki ng about in the shadows |ike an
assassi n?" M na demanded.

Her tone was cold, but her voice trenbled. The light of the torch she held
wavered in her shaking hand. She'd been caught off-guard, taken unawares.

Gai dar recogni zed Mna's besotted lover, the elf king. The elf's face was
deadly pale. He was thin and wan, his fine clothes tattered, ragged. He no

| onger had that wasted, desperate | ook about him however. He was cal m and
conposed, nore

conposed than M na.

The word "assassin"” and the young man's strange composure caused Gaidar to
l[ift his sword. He woul d have brought it down upon the young el f's head,
splitting himin twd, but Mna stopped him

"No, Gaidar," she said, and her voice was filled with contenpt.

"He is no threat to ne. He can do nothing to harmne. H's foul blood would
only defile the sacred soil on which we stand."

"Be gone then, scum" said Gaidar, reluctantly |owering his weapon. "M na

gi ves you your wetched life. Take it and | eave."

"Not before |I say sonething," said Silvanoshei with quiet dignity.

"I amsorry, Mna. Sorry for what has happened to you."

"Sorry for me?" Mna regarded himw th scorn. "Be sorry for yourself. You fel
into the One God's trap. The elves will be

anni hilated, utterly, finally, conpletely. Thousands have already fallen to ny

m ght, and thousands nore will follow until all who oppose nme have peri shed.
Because of you, because of your

weakness, your people will be w ped out. And you feel sorry for ne?"

"Yes," Silvanoshei said. "I was not the only one to fall into the trap. If |



had been stronger, | m ght have been able to save you, but | was not. For
that, I amsorry."

M na stared at him the anber of her eyes hardening around him as if she
woul d squeeze the life out of him

He stood steadfast, his eyes filled with sorrow

M na turned away in contenpt. "Bring him" she ordered Gaidar. "He will be
witness to the end of all that he holds dear."

"Mna, let me slay hi = Gai dar began

"Must you al ways oppose nme?" M na denmanded, rounding on himangrily. "I said
bring him Have no fear. He will not be the only witness. Al the enem es of
the One God will be here to see her triunph. Including you, Gaidar."

Turni ng, she entered the door that led into the arena.

The hackl es rose on the back of Gaidar's neck. Hi s hands were wet w th sweat.

"Run," he said abruptly to the elf. "I will not stop you. Go on, get out of
here.”

Si | vanoshei shook his head. "I stay as do you. W both stay for the sane
reason. "

Gai dar grunted. He stood in the doorway, debating, though he already knew what
he woul d do. The elf was right. They both stayed for the same reason

Gitting his teeth, Gaidar stal ked through the door and entered the arena

d ancing back to see if the elf king was follow ng,

Gai dar was astoni shed to see another elf standing behind Silvanoshei

Ye gods, the place is crawing with them Gaidar thought.

The el f | ooked fixedly at Gaidar, who had the sudden uneasy feeling that this
elf with the young face and the old eyes could read the thoughts of his head
and of his heart.

Gaidar didn't like this. He didn't trust this new elf, and he hesitated,
wondering if he should go back to deal with him

The elf stood calmy, waiting.

Al the enenmies of the One God will be here to witness her triunph.

Assuming that this was just one nore, Gaidar shrugged and entered the arena.
He was forced to follow the light of Mna' s torch, for he could not see her in
t he darkness.

31

The Battle of Sanction

The silver dragons flew | ow over Sanction, not bothering to use their |etha
breath weapons, relying on fear alone to drive away the eneny. CGerard had

fl own on dragonback before, but he'd never flown into battle, and he had
often

wonder ed why any person would risk his neck fighting in the air when he could
be standing on solid ground. Now, experiencing the exhilaration of a diving
rush upon Sanction's defenses, Cerard realized that he could never again go
back to the heave and crush and heat of battle on |and.

He yelled a Solammic war cry as he and his Silver dived down upon the hapl ess
def enders, not because he thought they would hear him but for the sheer joy
of the flight and the sight of his eneny fleeing before himin scream ng
panic. Al around him the other Knights yelled and shouted. Elven archers
seated on the backs of golden dragons |oosed their arrows into the throngs of
soldiers trying desperately to escape the glittering death that circled above
t hem

The river of souls swirled around Gerard, seeking to stop him seeking to wap
their chill arns around him submerge him blind him But the arnmy of the dead
was | eaderl ess now. They had no one to give themorders, no one to direct
them The wi ngs of the golden and silver dragons sliced through the river of
soul s, shredding

themlike the rays of the sun shred the norning mists that drift along the
riverbank. Gerard saw the clutching hands and pl eadi ng mout hs of the souls



whirl about him They no longer inspired terror. Only pity.

He | ooked away, |ooked back to the task at hand, and the dead vani shed.
When nost of the defenders had been swept fromthe walls, the dragons | anded
in the valleys that surrounded Sanction. The el ven and human warriors who had
been riding on their backs di smounted. They formed into ranks, began to nmarch
upon the city, while Gerard and the other dragonriders continued to patrol the
ski es.
The Silvanesti and Qualinesti placed their flags on a small knoll in the
center of the valley. Al hana would have liked to | ead the assault on Sanction
but she was the titular ruler of the

Silvanesti nation and reluctantly agreed with Samar that her place was in the
rear, there to give orders and guide the attack

"I will be the one to rescue ny son," she said to Samar. "I will be the one to
free himfromhis prison."

"My Queen— he began, his expression grave

"Do not say it, Samar," Al hana commanded. "We will find

Si | vanoshei alive and well. W will."

"Yes, Your Mjesty."

He I eft her, standing on the hill, the colors of their tattered flag formng a

faded rai nbow above her head.
G Ithas stood beside her. Like Al hana, he would have |iked to be anong the
warriors, but he knew that an inept and unpracticed swordsman is a danger to
hi nsel f and everyone unfortunate enough to be near him G lthas watched his
wife race to battle. He could pick her out of a crowd of thousands by
her wild, curling mass of hair and by the fact that she would always be in the
vanguard al ong with her Kagonesti warriors, shouting their ancient war cries
and brandi shing their weapons, challenging the eneny to quit skul ki ng behi nd
the walls and come out and fight.

He feared for her. He always feared for her, but he knew better than to
express that fear to her or to try to keep her safe by his side She would take
that as an insult and rightly so. She was a warrior with a warrior's heart and
a warrior's instincts and a warrior's courage. She would not be easy to kill
Hi s heart reached out to her, and as if she felt his |ove touch her, she
turned her head, lifted her sword, and saluted him

He waved back, but she did not see him She had turned her face toward battle.
G lthas could do nothing now but await the outcone.

Lord Tasgall led the Knights of Solamia fromthe back of a silver dragon. He
still smarted fromthe defeat of Sol anthus. Renenmbering Mna's taunts fromthe
wal | s as she stood victorious

inthe city, he was | ooking forward to seeing her once again upon a wall —her
head on a pike on that wall.
A few of the eneny had nmanaged to overcone the dragonfear and were nounting a
defense. Archers regained the battlenents, |launched a volley of arrows at the
silver dragon carrying Lord Tasgall. A golden dragon spotted the voll ey,
breathed on it, and the arrows burst into flane. Lord Tasgall guided his
silver dragon into the heart of Sanction
The armes in the valley nmarched up to the noat of fire that guarded the city.
The silver dragons breathed their frost-breath on the noat, cooling the |ava
and causing it to harden into black rock. Steamrose into the air, providing
cover for the advancing arnies as a few staunch defenders began to fire at
them fromthe towers.

El ven archers halted to fire, sending wave after wave of arrows at the eneny.
Under cover of the fire, Lord Urich led his nen-at-arnms in a rush upon the
walls. A few catapults were stil

in operation, sent a boulder or two crashing down, but they were fired in

pani cked haste. Their aimwas off. The boul ders bounded harm essly away. The
sol diers flung grappling hooks up over the walls, began to scale them
A few dari ng bands of elven archers dropped down off the backs of the
lowcircling dragons, |anding on the roofs of the houses inside Sanction. From
this vantage point, they fired their arrows into the backs of the defenders,



wr eaki ng further havoc.
They had not been able to bring with thema battering ramto smash open the
gates, but as it turned out, they had no need. A golden dragon settled in
front of the West Gate and, paying snmall heed to the arrows being fired at her
fromthe battlements, breathed a jet of flame on the gates. The gates
disintegrated into flamng cinders. Wth a triunphant cry, the humans and
el ves stormed into Sancti on.
Once inside the city, the battle became nore intense, for the defenders, faced
now with certain death, lost their fear of the dragons and fought grimy. The
dragons could do little to assist, afraid of harm ng their own forces.
Still, Gerard guessed that it would not be long before the day was theirs. He
was about to order his dragon to set himdown, so that he could join the
fighting when he heard Odila shout his nane.
As the blind silver dragon, Mrror, could not join in the assault, he and
(dila had volunteered to act as scouts, directing the attackers to places they
were needed. Calling out to Gerard, she pointed northward. A |large force of

bl ack-arnored Kni ghts of Neraka and foot sol diers had managed to escape the
city and were retreating toward the Lords of Doom They were not in

pani cked flight but marched in ragged ranks.

Loath to | et them escape, knowi ng that once they were in the nountains, they
woul d be inmpossible to ferret out, Gerard urged his own dragon to fly to
intercept them A flash of netal fromone of the nmountain passes caught his
eye.
Anot her army was marching out of the mountains to the east. These soldiers
marched in rigid order, noving swiftly
down the nountai nside, |ike some enornous, deadly, shining-scaled snake.

Even fromthis distance, Gerard recognized the force for what it was—an arny
of draconians. He could see the wings on their backs, wings that lifted them
up and carried themeasily over any obstacle in their way. Sunlight shone on
their heavy arnor, gleanmed off their helnms and their scal ed skin.

Draconi ans were coming to Sanction's rescue. A thousand or nore. The army of
escapi ng Dark Kni ghts saw t he draconi ans heading in their direction and broke
into cheers so loud that Gerard could hear themfromthe air. The retreating
arnmy of Dark Knights shifted about, intending to regroup and return to the
attack with their new allies.
The draconi ans nmoved rapidly, racing down the sides of the nmountains. They
woul d soon be over Sanction's walls, and once they were in the city, the
dragons could do nothing to stop themfor fear of harnming the Knights and
elves fighting in the streets.
Cerard's Silver was preparing to dive to the attack, when, staring in
ast oni shment, Cerard bell owed an order for his dragon to halt.
Wheeling smartly, the draconians smashed into the astonished

ranks of Dark Knights that had, only nonments before, been hailing the
draconi ans as friends.
The draconi ans made short work of the bel eagured Knights. The force crunbl ed
under the attack, and as CGerard watched, it disintegrated. The job done, the
draconi ans reformed again into orderly ranks and marched on toward Sanction
Gerard had no idea what was going on. How was it possible that draconi ans
shoul d be allies of Solammics and el ves? He

wondered if he should try to halt their march, or if he should allow the
draconi ans to enter the city. Common sense voted for one, his heart held out
for the other.
The deci sion was taken out of his hands, for the next instant, the city of
Sanction, the snaking lines of marching draconians, the silver w ngs, head,
and mane of the dragon on which he rode dissolved before his eyes.
Once again, he experienced the dizzying, stomach-turning notion of a journey
t hrough the corridors of magic.
CGerard found hinself seated on a hard stone bench under a ni ght-Dblack sky,
staring down into an arena that was illumnated by a chill, white light. The
light had no source that he could see at first, but then he realized with a



shudder that it emanated fromthe souls of the countless dead who overfl owed
the arena, so that it seened to himthat he and the arena and everyone in it
fl oated upon a vast, unqui et ocean of death.

CGerard | ooked around to see (dila, staring, open-mouthed. He saw Lord Tasgal |
and Lotd U rich seated together, with Lord Siegfried sone distance off. Al hana
St arbreeze occupied a seat, as did Samar, both staring about in anger and
bewi | derment. G lthas was present, with his wife, the Lioness, and Pl anchet.
Friend and foe alike were here. Captain Sanmuval sat in the stands, |ooking

di smayed and baffled. Two draconi ans sat there, one a | arge bozak wearing a
gol den chain around his neck, the other a sivak in full battle regalia. The
bozak | ooked stern, the sivak uneasy. More than one person in that crowd had
been snatched bodily fromthe fray. Their faces flushed and hot, spattered
wi th bl ood, they stared about in amazed conf usion.

The body of the wi zard Dal amar was here, sitting on a bench, staring at
not hi ng.

The dead nade no sound, and neither did the living. Gerard opened his mouth
and tried to call out to Odila, only to discover that he had no voice. An
unseen hand stopped his tongue, pressed himdown into his seat so that he
could not nove except as the hand guided him He could see only what he was
nmeant to see and not hi ng nore.
The t hought cane to himthat he was dead, that he'd been struck down by an
arrow i n the back, perhaps, and that he'd been taken to this place where the
dead congregated. H s fear subsided.

He could feel his heart beating, hear the blood pounding in his ears. He could
clench his hands into fists, dig his nails into his flesh and feel pain. He
could shuffle his feet. He could feel terror

and he knew then that he wasn't dead. He was a prisoner, brought here agai nst
his will for sonme purpose that he could only assume was a horrible one.

Silent and unmoving as the dead, the living were constrained to stare down
into the eerily lit arena.
The figure of a dragon appeared. Epheneral, insubstantial, five heads thrust
hi deously froma single neck. I mense wings formed a canopy that covered the
arena, blotting out hope. The huge tail coiled around all who sat in the dread
shadow of the wings. Ten eyes stared in all directions, |ooking forward and
behi nd, seeing into every heart, searching for the darkness within. Five
nmout hs gnawed hungrily, finding the darkness and feeding upon it.
The five nouths opened and gave forth a silent call that split the eardruns of

all listening, so that they gritted their teeth agai nst the pain and fought
back tears.
At the call, Mna entered the arena.

She wore the black arnmor of the Knights of Neraka. The arnmor did not shine in
the eerie light but was one with the darkness of the dragon's w ngs. She wore
no helm and her face glimered ghostly white. She carried in her hand a
dragonl ance. Behind her, alnost |lost in the shadows, stood the m notaur
faithful guard at her back.

M na faced the silent crowd in the stands. Her gaze enconpassed

both the dead and the I|iving.

"I am Mna," she called out. "The chosen of the One Cod."

She paused, as if waiting for the cheers to which she'd become accustoned.
None spoke, not the living, not the dead. Their voices stolen, they watched in
si | ence.

"Know this," Mna resumed, and her voice was cold and commandi ng. "The One CGod
is the One God for now and forever.

No others will come after. You will worship the One God now and forever. You
will serve the One God now and forever, in death as in life. Those who serve
faithfully will be rewarded. Those who rebel w Il be punished. This day, the
One God mekes mani fest her power. This day, the One God enters the

world in physical formand thus joins together the immortal with the nortal
Free to nove between both of themat will, the One God will rule both."

Mna lifted up the dragonl ance. Once lovely to | ook upon, the shining silver



| ance glimered cold and bl eak, its point stained black with bl ood.

"I give this as proof of the One God's power. | hold in nmy hand the fabl ed
dragonl ance. Once a weapon of the enenmies of the One God, the dragonl ance has
become her weapon. The dragon Malystryx died on the point of the dragonl ance,
died by the will of the One God. The One God fears nothing. In token of this,
| shatter the dragonl anee.™

Grasping the lance in both hands, M na brought it down upon her bent knee. The
| ance snapped as if it were a | ong-dead and dried-up stick, broken in twain.
M na tossed the pieces

cont empt uously over her shoul der. The pieces | anded on the sandy floor of the
arena. Their silver light flickered briefly, valiantly. The dragon's five
heads spat upon them the dragon's breath snot hered

them Their Iight dimnished and died.
The living and the dead watched in silence.

Gai dar watched in silence.

He stood behind M na, guarding her back, for somewhere in the darkness |urked
that strange elf, not to nention the wetch, Silvanoshei. Gaidar had not nuch
fear of the latter, but he was determ ned that no one should get past him No
one woul d accost Mna in this, her hour of triunph.
This will be her hour, Gaidar told hinself. She will be honored.
Takhi sis can do no less for her. He told hinmself that repeatedly,

yet fear gnawed at him

For the first tine, Gaidar wi tnessed the true power of Queen Takhisis. He
watched in ame to see the stadiumfill with people, taken prisoner in the

m dst of their lives and brought here to watch her victorious entry into the
nortal realm He |ooked in awe at her dragon form her vast w ngspan blotting
out the light of hope, bringing eternal night to the world.

He realized then that he had discounted her, and his soul sank to its knees
before her. He was a rebellious slave, one who had tried foolishly to rise
above his place. He had |l earned his | esson. He would be a slave al ways, even
after death. He could accept his fate because here, in the presence of the
Dark Queen's full mght and mjesty, he understood that he deserved not hi ng
el se.

But not Mna. Mna was not born to be a slave. Mna was born to rule. She had
proven herself, proven her loyalty. She had wal ked t hrough bl ood and fire and
never bl anched, never swerved in her unwavering belief. Let Takhisis do with
hi m what she would, let her devour his very soul. So |ong as M na was honored
and rewarded, Gaidar would be content.

"The foes of the One God are vanqui shed,” Mna cried. "Their weapons are
destroyed. None can stop her triunphant entry into the world."

M na rai sed up her hands, her anmber eyes lifted to the dragon. "Your Mjesty,
| have al ways adored you, worshiped you. | pledged ny life to your service,
and | stand ready to honor that pledge. Through my fault, you |lost the body of
ol dnoon, the body you woul d have inhabited. | offer my own. Take ny life. Use
me as your vessel. Thus, | prove my faith!"

Gai dar gasped, appalled. He wanted to stop this madness, wanted to stop M na,
but though he roared his protest, his words came out a silent screamthat no
one heard.
The five heads gazed down on M na.

"I accept your sacrifice," said Queen Takhisis.

Gai dar lunged forward and stood still. He raised his armand it didn't nove
Bound by darkness, he could do nothing but watch to see all he had ever |oved
and honored destroyed.

O ouds, black and ghastly and shot with lightning, rolled down fromthe Lords
of Doom The clouds boiled around the Dragon Queen, obscuring her from view.
The clouds swirled and churned, raised a whi pping wind that buffeted Gaidar
with bruising force, drove himto his knees.

Mna's prayer, Mna's faith unl ocked the prison door
The stormcl ouds transforned into a chariot, drawn by five dragons. Standing
in the chariot, her hand on the reins, was Queen Takhisis, in wonman's form



She was beautiful, her beauty fell and terrible to | ook upon. Her face was
cold as the vast, frozen wastelands to the south, where a man perishes in an
instant, his breath turning to ice in his lungs. Her eyes were the flames of
the funeral pyre. Her nails were talons, her hair the |ong and ragged hair of
the corpse. Her arnmor was black fire. At her side, she wore a sword
perpetual ly stained with blood, a sword used to sever the souls fromtheir
bodi es.

Her chariot hung in the air, the wings of the five dragons fanning,

keeping it aloft. Takhisis left the chariot, descended to the arena fl oor
She trod on the lightning bolts, the stormclouds were her cloak, trailing
behi nd her.
Takhi sis wal ked toward M na. The five dragons lifted their heads, cried out a
paean of triunph.

Gai dar could not nove, he could not save her. The wind beat at himw th such
force that he could not even lift his head. He cried out to Mna, but his
voi ce was whi pped away by the raging wind, and his cry went unheard.

Mna snmiled a tremulous snile. "My Queen," she whi spered.
Takhi sis stretched out her tal oned hand.

M na stood, unflinching.
Takhi sis reached for Mna's heart, to make that heart her own. Takhisis
reached for Mna's soul, to snatch it fromher body and cast it into oblivion
Takhi sis reached out to fill Mna's body with her own i mortal essence.
Takhi sis reached out, but her hand could not touch M na.

M na | ooked startled, confused. Her body began to trenble. She reached out her
hand to her Queen, but could not touch her
Takhi sis glared. The eyes of flame filled the arena with the hideous |ight of

her anger.

"Di sobedi ent child!" she cried. "How dare you oppose ne?"
"I do not!" M na gasped, shivering. "I swear to you—
"She does not oppose you. | do," said a voice.

The strange el f wal ked past Gai dar

The wi nd of the Dark Queen's fury howl ed around the elf and struck at him Her
lightning flared over himand sought to burn him Her thunder boomed and tried
to crush him The elf was bowed by the w nds, but he kept wal ki ng. He was
knocked down by the lightning, but he rose again and kept wal ki ng. Undaunt ed,
unafraid, he cane to stand before the Queen of Darkness.

"Pal adi ne! My dear brother!" Takhisis spat the words. "So you have found your
m spl aced worl d." She shrugged. "You are too |late. You cannot stop ne."
Amused, she waved her hand toward the gallery. "Find a seat. Be ny guest. | am
gl ad you canme. Now you can witness ny triunph."

"You are wong, Sister," the elf said, his voice silver, ringing. "W can stop
you. You know how we can stop you. It is witten in the book. W all agreed."
The flame of the Dark Queen's eyes wavered. The tal oned fingers

twitched. For an instant, her crystalline beauty was marred w th doubt,
anxiety. Only for an instant. Her doubts vani shed. Her beauty was restored.
She smil ed.

"You woul d not do that to ne, Brother," Takhisis said, regarding

himwi th scorn. "The great and pui ssant Pal adi ne woul d never nake the
sacrifice. "

"You m sjudge nme, Sister. | already have."

The elf thrust his hand into a pouch he wore at his side and drew out a snall
knife, a knife that had once bel onged to a kender of his acquai ntance.

Pal adi ne drew t he knife across the pal mof his hand.

Bl ood oozed fromthe wound, dripped onto the floor of the arena.

"The bal ance nmust be maintained," he said. "I amnortal. As are you."
Storm cl ouds, dragons, |ightning, chariot, all disappeared. The sun shone
bright in the blue sky. The seats in the gallery

were suddenly enmpty, except for the gods.

They sat in judgrment, five on the side of light: M shakal, gentle goddess of
healing; Kiri-Jolith, beloved of the Sol amic Knights; Mjere, friend of



Pal adi ne, who cane from Beyond; Habakkuk, god of the sea; Branchal a, whose
nmusi ¢ soot hes the heart.

Five took the side of darkness: Sargonnas, god of vengeance, who | ooked
unnoved on the fall of his consort; Morgion, god of disease; Chenosh, |ord of
t he undead, angered at her intrusion in what had once been his province;
Zeboim who bl amed Takhisis for the death of her |oved son, Ariakan; Hi ddukel
who cared only that the bal ance be maintai ned.

Si x stood between: G lean, who held the book; Sirrion, god of nature; Shinare
his mate, god of commerce; Reorx, the forger of the world; Chislev, goddess of
t he woodl and; Zivilyn, who once nore saw past, present and future.

The three children, Solinari, Nuitari, Lunitari, stood together, as always.
One place, on the side of light, was enpty.

One pl ace, on the side of darkness, was enpty.

Takhi sis cursed them She screamed in rage, crying out with one voi ce now, not
five, and her voice was the voice of a nortal. The fire of her eyes that had
once scorched the sun dwindled to the flicker of the candle flane that nay be
bl own out with a breath. The weight of her flesh and bone dragged her down
fromthe ethers. The thuddi ng of her heart sounded loud in her ears, every
beat telling her that sone day that beating would stop and death woul d cone.
She had to breathe or suffocate. She had to work to draw one breath after the
other. She felt the pangs of hunger that she had never known and all the other
pains of this weak and fragile body. She, who had traversed the heavens and
roamed anong the stars, stared dowmn with loathing at the two feet on which she
now rust pl od.

Lifting her eyes, that were gritty with sand and burning with fury, Takhisis
saw M na, standing before her, young, strong, beautiful

"You did this," Takhisis raved. "You connived with themto

bring about nmy downfall. You wanted themto sing your nane, not ny own!"
Takhi sis drew her sword and lunged at Mna. "I may be nortal, but | can stil
deal death!"

Gai dar gave a bellowing roar. He |l eaped to stop the blow, junped in front of
Mna to shield her with his body, raised his sword to defend her

The Dark Queen's bl ade swept down in a slashing arc. The bl ade severed
Gaidar's sword arm hacked it off bel ow the shoul der

Arm hand, sword fell at his feet, lay there in a w dening pool of his own

bl ood. He fell to his knees, fought the pain and shock that were trying to rob
hi m of his senses.

The Dark Queen lifted her sword and held it poi sed above M na's head.

M na said softly, "Forgive ne," and stood braced for the bl ow

Hs own |ife ebbing away, Gaidar was about to nake a desperate |unge, when
somet hing snote him from behind. Gaidar | ooked up with dinmmng eyes to see

Si | vanoshei standi ng over him

The elf king held in his hand the broken fragnment of the dragonlance. He threw
the lance, threwit with the strength of his anguish and his guilt, threw it
with the strength of his fear and his | ove.

The I ance struck Takhisis, |odged in her breast.

She stared down in shock to see the |ance protruding fromher flesh. Her
fingers nmoved to touch the bright, dark blood welling fromthe terrible wound.
She staggered, started to fall.

M na sprang forward with a wild cry of grief and | ove. She clasped the dying
gueen in her arnms.

"Don't |eave nme, Mother," Mna cried. "Don't |eave ne here al one!"

Takhi sis ignored her. Her eyes fixed upon Pal adine, and in them her hatred
burned, endl ess, eternal

"I'f I have | ost everything, so have you. The world in which you took such
delight can never go back to the way it was. | have done that nuch, at |east.'
Bl ood frothed upon the queen's lips. She coughed, struggled to draw a fina
breath. "Someday you will know the pain of death. Wrse than that,

Brot her"—Fakhisis smled, grimy, derisively, as the shadows cl ouded her
eyes—you will know the pain of life."



Her breath bubbled with bl ood. Her body shuddered, and her hands fell [|inp.
Her head lolled back on Mna's cradling arm The eyes fixed, stared into the
ni ght she had ruled so long and that she would rule no nore.

M na cl asped the dead queen to her breast, rocked her, weeping. The rest,

Gai dar, the strange elf, the gods, were silent, stunned. The only sound was
M na's harsh sobs. Silvanoshei, white-lipped and ashen-faced, laid a hand,
upon her shoul der.

"M na, she was going to kill you. | couldn't let her...."

Mna lifted her tear-ravaged face. Her anber eyes were hot, liquid, burned
when they touched his flesh

"I wanted to die. | would have died happily, gratefully, for I would have died
serving her. Now, | live and she is gone and | have no one. No one!"

Her hand, wet with the bl ood of her queen, grasped Takhisis's sword.
Pal adi ne sought to intercede, to stop her. An unseen hand shoved hi m of f
bal ance, sent himtunbling into the sand. A voice thundered fromthe heavens.
"W will have our revenge, Mortal," said Sargonnas.
M na plunged the sword into Silvanoshei's stomach.
The young el f gasped, stared at her in astoni shnent.
"Mna .. ." Hs pallid lips forned the word. He had no voice to speak it. H's
face contorted in pain.
Furious, grimfaced, Mna thrust harder, drove the sword deeper. She let him
hang, inpaled on the blade, for a long nmonent, while she | ooked at him |et
t he anber eyes harden over him Satisfied that he was dying, she yanked the
sword free.
Si I vanoshei slid down the blade that was sneared with his bl ood and crunpl ed
into the sand.
C utching the bl oody sword, M na wal ked over to Pal adi ne, who was slowy
pi cking hinself up off the floor of the arena.
M na gazed at him absorbed himinto the anber. She tossed the sword of
Takhisis at his feet.
"You will feel the pain of death. But not yet. Not now. So nmy Queen wi shed it,
and | obey her last wi shes. But know this, wetch. In the face of every elf |
meet, | will see your face. The life of every elf |I take will be your life.
And | will take many ... to pay for the one."
SJKe spat at him spat into his face. She turned to the gods, regarded themin
defiance. Then M na knelt beside the body of her queen. She kissed the cold
forehead. Lifting the body in her arns, Mna carried her dead fromthe Tenple
of Duer ghast.
Al was silent in the arena, silent except for Mna's departing footfalls.
Gai dar laid down his head in the sand that was warm fromthe sunshine. He was
very tired. He could rest now, though, for Mna was safe. She was safe at
| ast.
Gai dar cl osed his eyes and began the long journey into darkness.
He had not gone far, when he found his path bl ocked.
Gai dar | ooked up to see an enornous m notaur. The ninotaur stood tall as the
mount ai n on which the red dragon had perished. Hi s horns brushed the stars,
his fur was jet black. He wore a | eather harness, trimred in pure, cold
sil ver.
"Sargas!" Gaidar whispered. Cdutching his bleeding stunp, he stunbled to his
knees and bowed his head. Hi s horns touched the ground.
"Rise, Gaidar," said the god, his voice boom ng across the heavens. "I am
pl eased with you. In your need, you turned to ne."
"Thank you, great Sargas," said Gaidar, not daring to rise, tentatively
lifting his head.
"In return for your faith, | restore your life," said Sargas. "I give you your
life and your sword arm"
"Not my arm great Sargas," Gaidar pleaded, the pain burning hot in his
breast. "I accept ny life, and I will live it to honor you, but the armis
gone and | do not want it back."
Sargas was di spl eased. "The m notaur nation has at |ast thrown off the fetters



t hat have bound us for so many centuries. W are breaking out of the islands
where we have | ong been
i mprisoned and noving to take our rightful place upon this continent.

| need gallant warriors such as yourself, Gaidar. | need them whol e, not
mai med. "
"I thank you, great Sargas," said Gaidar hunbly, "but, if it is all the sane
to you, | will learn to fight with nmy left hand."

Gai dar tensed, waited in fear of the god's wath. Hearing nothing, Gaidar

ri sked a peep.

Sargas smiled. Hs smle was grudging, but it was a smle. "Have it your way,
Gaidar. You are free to determ ne your own fate."

Gai dar gave a long, deep sigh. "For that, great Sargas," he said, "I do truly
t hank you."
Gai dar blinked his eyes, lifted his nmuzzle fromthe wet sand. He couldn't

renenmber where he was, couldn't imagi ne what he was doing |ying here, taking a
nap, in the mddle of the day. M na would need him She would be angry to find
hi m | azi ng about. He junped to his feet and reached instinctively for the
sword that hung at his waist.

He had no sword. No hand to grasp it. H's severed armlay in the sand at his
feet. He | ooked at where the arm had been, |ooked at the blood in the sand,
and nenory returned.

Gai dar was healthy, except for his missing right arm The stunp was heal ed. He
turned to thank the god, but the god was gone. All the gods were gone. No one
remai ned in the arena except the body of the elf king and the strange elf with
t he young face and the anci ent eyes.

Slowy, clumsily, funbling with his |eft hand, Gaidar picked up his sword. He
shifted the sword belt so that he wore it now on his right hip, and, after
many clunsy tries, he finally managed to return the sword to its sheath. The
weapon didn't feel natural there, wasn't confortable. He'd get used to it

t hough. This tinme, he'd get used to it.

The air was not as warm as he had renenbered it. The sun di pped down behi nd

t he nountain, casting shadows of comi ng night. He would have to hurry, if he
was going to find her. He would have to | eave now, while there was stil
daylight left.

"You are a loyal friend, Gaidar," said Pal adine, as the m notaur stal ked past
hi m

Gai dar grunted and trudged on, following the trail of her footprints, the
trail of her queen's bl ood.

For | ove of M na.

32

The Age of Mortals

The fight for the city of Sanction did not last long. By nightfall,

the city had surrendered. It woul d have probably surrendered nmuch sooner, but
there was no one willing to nake the decision

In vain, the Dark Knights and their soldiers called out Mna's nane. She did
not answer, she did not cone, and they realized at last that she was not going
to come. Sone were bitter, some were angry. All felt betrayed. Know ng that
they if they survived the battle they would be executed or inprisoned, a few
Kni ghts fought on. Mst fought because they were trapped or cornered by the
advanci ng eneny.

Sone had decided to act on Gaidar's advice and tried to find refuge in the
caves of the Lords of Doom These formed the force that had run into the arny
of draconi ans. Thinking that they had found an ally, the Dark Kni ghts had been
prepared to halt their retreat, turn around to try to retake the city. Their
shock when the draconi ans snmashed into them had been i nmense but short-1lived.
Who t hese strange draconi ans were and why they cane to the aid of elves and
Sol ammi cs woul d never be known. The



draconi an arny did not enter Sanction. They held their position outside the
city until they saw the flag of the Dark Knights torn down and the banners of
the Qualinesti, the Silvanesti, and the Solamic nation raised in its stead.
A |l arge bozak draconi an, wearing arnor and a gol den chain around his neck

mar ched forward, together with a sivak, wearing

the trappings of a draconian high conmander. The sivak called the draconian
troops to attention. He and the bozak sal uted the banners. The draconi an
troops cl ashed their swords against their shields in salute. The sivak gave
the order to march, and the draconi ans wheel ed and departed, heading back into
t he nount ai ns.

Soneone recal l ed hearing of a group of draconi ans who had taken control of the
city of Teyr. It was said that these draconi ans

had no love for the Dark Knights. Even if this was true, Teyr was a | ong
march from Sanction, and no one could say how the draconi ans had nmanaged to
arrive at the critical time. Since no one ever saw the draconians again, this
nmystery was never sol ved.
When the victory in Sanction had been achi eved, many of the golden and sil ver
dragons departed, heading for the Dragon Isles or wherever they made their
hones. Before they left, each dragon lifted up and carried away a portion of
the ashes fromthe totem taking themfor a proper burial on the Dragon Isles.
The Golds and Silver took all the remains, even though m ngled anong them were
t he ashes of Reds and Bl ues, Wites, Geens, and Bl acks. For they were al
dragons of Krynn

"And what about you, sir?" CGerard asked Mrror. "WIIl you go back to the
Citadel of Light?"

Cerard, (dila, and Mrror stood outside the Wst Gate of Sanction, watching
the sunrise on the day after the battle. The sunrise was glorious, wth bands
of vibrant reds and oranges darkening to purple and deeper into black as day
touched the

departing night. The silver dragon faced the sun as if he could see it—and
perhaps, in his soul, he could. He turned his blind head toward the sound of
Gerard's voi ce.
"The Citadel will have no nore need of ny protection. Mshakal will nake the
temple her own. As for nme, ny guide and | have decided to join forces."
Cerard stared blankly at Qdila, who nodded.
"I am | eaving the Knighthood," she said. "Lord Tasgall has accepted ny
resignation. It is best this way, Gerard. The Knights would not have felt
confortabl e having me anong their ranks."
"What will you do?" Gerard asked. They had been through so nmuch, he had not
expected to part with her so soon
"Queen Takhisis may be gone," Qdila said sonberly, "but darkness remnains. The
m not aurs have seized Silvanesti. They will not be content with that |and and
may threaten others. Mrror and | have decided to join forces." She patted the
silver dragon's neck. "A dragon who is blind and a human who was once
blind—quite a team don't you think?"
CGerard smiled. "If you' re headed for Silvanesti, we may run into each other.
I"mgoing to try to establish an alliance between the Kni ghthood and the
el ves. "
"Do you truly believe the Knights' Council will agree to help the elves
recover their land?" Odila asked skeptically.
"I don't know," Gerard said, shrugging, "but |I'mdam sure going to nmake them
think about it. First, though, | have a duty to perform There's a broken | ock
on a tonb in Solace. | promsed to go fix it."
An unconfortable silence fell between them Too nuch was left to say to be
said now. Mrror fanned his wings, clearly eager to be gone. (dila took the
hi nt .
"Goodbye, Cornbread," she said, grinning.
"CGood riddance," said Gerard, grinning back.
(il a | eaned cl ose, kissed himon the cheek. "If you ever again take a bath
naked in a creek, be sure and let ne know. "



She nounted the silver dragon. He di pped his sightl ess head
in salute, spread his wings, and lifted gracefully into the air. dila waved.
Gerard waved back. He watched them as they dwi ndled in size, renmained watching

until long after they had vani shed from his sight.
Anot her goodbye was said that day. A farewell that would last for al
eternity

In the arena, Pal adine knelt over the body of Silvanoshei. Pal adine cl osed the
staring eyes. He cleansed the blood fromthe young elf's face, conposed the
linbs. Paladine was tired. He was not accustoned to this nmortal body, to its
pai ns and aches and needs, to the raftge and intensity of emotions: of pity
and sorrow, anger and fear. Looking into the face of the dead el ven king,

Pal adi ne saw youth and promise, all lost, all wasted. He paused in his |abor,
wi ped the sweat fromhis forehead, and wondered how, with such sorrow and
heavi ness in his heart, he could go on. He wondered how he coul d go on al one.
Feeling a gentle touch upon his shoul der, he | ooked to see a goddess,
beautiful, radiant. She snmiled down upon him but there was sadness in her
smle and the rai nbows of unshed tears in her eyes.

"I will carry the young man's body to his nother," M shakal offered.

"She was not witness to his death, was she?" Pal adi ne asked.

"She was spared that much, at least. We freed all those who had been brought
here forcibly by Takhisis to view her triunph. Al hana did not see her son die.
"Tell her," said Paladine quietly, "that he died a hero."

"I will do that, my bel oved."

A kiss as soft as a white feather brushed the elf's I|ips.

"You are not alone," Mshakal said to him "I will be with you al ways, ny
husband, nmy own."

He wanted very nmuch for this to be so, willed that it should be so. But there
was a gulf between them and he saw that gulf

grow wi der with every passing noment. She stood upon the shore, and he

fl oundered anong the waves, and every wave washed himfarther and farther
away.

"What has becone of the souls of the dead?" he asked.

"They are free," she said and her voice was distant. He could barely hear her
"Free to continue their journey."

"Someday, | will join them ny |love."

"On that day, | will be waiting," she prom sed.

The body of Sil vanoshei vani shed, born away on a cloud of silvery light.

Pal adi ne stood for a long time alone, stood in the darkness. Then he made his
solitary way out of the arena, wal ked al one into the world.

The children of the gods, Nuitari, Lunitari, Solinari, entered the forner
Tenmpl e of the Heart. The body of the w zard Dal amar sat upon a bench, staring
at not hi ng.

The gods of magic took their places before the dark and abandoned altar

"Let the wizard, Raistlin Majere, conme forth."

Rai stlin emerged fromthe darkness and ruins of the tenple. The hem of his

bl ack velvet robe scattered the anber shards that still lay upon the floor of
this temple, for no one could be found who dared touch the accursed remants
of the sarcophogus that had inprisoned the body of Col dnoon. He trod upon
them crushed the anber beneath his feet.

In his arms, Raistlin held a body, shrouded in white.

"Your spirit is freed," said Solinari sternly. "Your twin brother awaits you.
You prom sed to | eave the world. You nust keep that promse."

"I have no intention of remaining here," Raistlin returned. "M/ brother
awaits, as do ny former conpanions.”

"They have forgiven you?"

"Or | have forgiven them" Raistlin returned smoothly. "The matter is between
friends and none of your concern." He | ooked down at the body he held in his
arms. "But this is.”

Raistlin laid the body of his nephew at the feet of the gods. Then, draw ng
back his hood, he faced the three siblings.



"I ask one last boon of you, of all of you," said Raistlin. "Restore Palin to
life. Restore himto his famly."

"And why should we do this?" Lunitari denanded.

"Hi s steps strayed onto the path that | once wal ked," said Raistlin. "He saw
his mstake at the end, but he could not live to redeemit. If you give him
back his life, he will be able to retrace his wandering footsteps and find the
way hone. "

"As you could not," said Lunitari gently.

"As | could not," said Raistlin.

"Brothers?" Lunitari turned to Solinari and Nuitari. "Wat do you say to
this?"

"I say that there is another matter to be decided, as well,"
"Let the w zard Dal amar come forth.

The el f's body sat unnoving on the bench. The spirit of the w zard stood
behi nd the body. Wary, tense, Dal amar approached the gods.

"You betrayed us," said Nuitari, accusing.

"You sided with Takhisis," said Lunitari, "and we nearly |ost the one chance
we had to return to the world."

"You betrayed our worshiper Palin," said Solinari sternly. "By her conmand,
you murdered him"

Dal amar | ooked from one shining god to the next and when he spoke, his soul's
voi ce was soft and bitter. "How could you possibly understand? How woul d you
know what it feels Iike to | ose everything?"

"Perhaps," said Lunitari, "we understand better than you think."

Dal amar kept silent, made no response. "VWat is to be done with hinP" Lunitari
asked. "lIs he to be given back his life?"

"Unl ess you give ne back the magic," Dal amar interposed, "don't bother."

"I say we do not," said Solinari. "He used the dead to work his black arts. He
does not deserve our nercy."

"I say we do," said Nuitari coolly. "If you restore Palin to life and offer

hi mthe magi c, you nmust do the sanme for Dal amar. The bal ance nust be

mai nt ai ned. "

"What do you say, Cousin?" Solinari asked Lunitari

"WIl you accept ny judgnent?" she asked.

Solinari and Nuitari eyed each other, then both nodded.

"This is ny decree. Dalamar shall be restored to life and the magic, but he
nmust | eave the Tower of High Sorcery he once occupied. He will henceforth be
barred fromentry there. He nmust return to the world of the living and be
forced to make his way anong them Palin Majere will also be restored to life.
W will grant himthe magic, if he wants it. Are these terns satisfactory to
you both, Cousins?"

"They are to ne," said Nuitari

"And to ne," said Solinari

"And are they satisfactory to you, Dalamar?" Lunitari asked.

Dal amar had what he wanted, and that was all he cared about. As for the rest,
he woul d return to the world. Soneday, perhaps, he would rule the world.

"They are, Lady," he said.

"Are these satisfactory to you, Raistlin Majere?" Lunitari asked.

Rai stlin bowed his hooded head.

"Then both requests are granted. W grant life, and we gift you with the
magi c. "

"I thank you, lords and | ady," Dal amar said, bowi ng again. H s gaze |ingered
for a noment on Nuitari, who understood perfectly.

Rai stlin knelt beside the body of his nephew. He drew back the white shroud.
Palin's eyes opened. He gazed around in shocked bew | dernent, then his gaze
fixed on his uncle. Palin's shock deepened.

"Uncl e!" he gasped. Sitting up, he tried to reach out to take his uncle's
hand. H's fingers, flesh and bone and bl ood, slid through Raistlin's hand that
was the epheneral hand of the dead.

Palin stared at his hand, and the realization came to himthat he was alive.

said Nuitari



He | ooked at his hands, so |like the hands of his uncle, with their |ong,
delicate fingers, and he could nove those fingers, and they would obey his
conmmands.

"I thank you," Palin said, lifting his head to see the gods in their radi ance
around him "I thank you, Uncle." He paused, then said, "Once you foretold
that I would be the greatest mage ever to live upon Krynn. | do not think that
will come to pass.”

"We had much to |l earn, Nephew," Raistlin replied. "Mich to | earn about what
was truly inportant. Farewell. My brother and our friends await." He sniled.
"Tanis, as usual, is inpatient to be gone."

Palin saw before hima river of souls, a river that flowed placidly, slowy
anong the banks of the living. Sunlight shone upon the river, starlight
sparkled in its fathom ess depths. The souls of the dead | ooked ahead of them
into a sea whose waves | apped upon the shores of eternity, a sea that would
carry each on new journeys. Standing on the shore, waiting for his twin, was
Car anon Mj ere.

Raistlin joined his twin. The brothers raised their hands in farewell, then
both stepped into the river and rode upon its silvery

waters that flow into the endl ess sea.

Dal amar's spirit flowed into his body. The nagic flowed into his spirit. The
bl ood burned in his veins, the magic burned in his blood, and his joy was deep
and profound. Lifting his head, he | ooked up into the sky.

The one pal e noon had vani shed. Two noons it the sky, one with silver fire,
the other with red. As he watched in awe and thankful ness, the two converged
into a radiant eye. The bl ack nmoon stared out fromthe center

"So they gave you back your life, as well," said Palin, emerging

fromthe shadows.

"And the magic," Dal amar returned.

Palin smled. "Wiere will you go?"

"I do not know," said Dal amar carelessly. "The wide world is open to ne. |
intend to nove out of the Tower of High Sorcery. | was prisoner there |ong
enough. Were do you go?" His lip curled slightly. "Back to your loving w fe?"
"If Usha will have ne," said Palin, his tone and | ook sonber. "I have nuch to
make up to her."

"Do not be too long about it. W nust nmeet soon to discuss the reconvening of
the Orders," said Dalamar briskly. "There is work to be done.™

"And there will be other hands to do it," said Palin.

Dal amar stared at him now suddenly aware of the truth. "Solinari offered you
the magic. And you refused it!"

"I threw away too much of value because of it," said Palin. "My marriage. MWy
l[ife. | came to realize it wasn't worth it."

You fool! The words were on Dalamar's lips, but he did not say them al oud,
kept themto hinself. He had no i dea where he was going, and there would be no
one to wel cone hi mwhen he got there.

Dal amar | ooked up at the three noons. "Perhaps | will cone to visit you and
Usha sonetine," he said, know ng he never woul d.

"W woul d be honored to have you," Palin replied, knowi ng he woul d never see
the dark el f again.

"I had best be going," Dal amar said.

"I should be going, too," said Palin. "It is a long wal k back to Sol ace."

"I could speed you through the corridors of magic," Dal amar offered.

"No, thank you," said Palin with a wy smle. "I had best get used to wal ki ng.
Farewel |, Dal amar the Dark."

"Farewel |, Palin Majere."

Dal amar spoke the words of nagic, felt them bubble and sparkle on his |ips
like fine wine, drank deeply of them In an instant, he was gone.

Palin stood al one, thoughtful, silent. Then he | ooked up at the noons, which
were for himnow nothing but nmoons, one silver and one red.

Smiling, his thoughts turning to home, he matched his feet to the sane
direction.



The Sol ami ¢ Kni ghts depl oyed their forces on Sanction's battlenents, started
hasty work repairing the West Gate and shoring up the holes that had been made
in Sanction's walls. Scouts fromthe ranks of the Knights and those of the

el ves were sent to search for Mna. Silver dragons flying the skies kept watch
for her, but no one found her. Dragons brought word of enemny forces narching
toward Sanction, com ng fromJel ek and from Pal ant has. Sooner or |ater, they
woul d hear word that Sanction had fallen, but Jiow would they react? Wuld
they turn and flee for hone, or would they march on to try to retake it? And
woul d M na, bereft of her god-given power, return to lead them or would she

remai n in hiding sonewhere, |icking her wounds?
None woul d ever know where the body of Queen Takhisis lay buried—f she had
been buried at all. Down through the years, those who wal ked on the side of

dar kness woul d search for the tomb, for the | egend sprang up that her unqui et
spirit would grant gifts to those who found her final resting place.

The npst enduring mystery was what becane known as the Mracle of the Tenple
of Duerghast. People fromall parts of Sanction, all parts of Ansalon, al
parts of the world, had been snatched abruptly fromtheir lives by the Dark
Queen and brought to the arena in the Tenple of Duerghast to w tness her
triunphant entry into the world. Instead, they w tnessed an epoch

Those who saw firsthand the death of Queen Takhisis retained the i mages of
what they saw and heard forever, feeling it branded into their souls as the
brand burns the flesh. The shock and pain were searing, at first, but
eventual ly the pain faded away, as the body and m nd worked to hea

t hensel ves.

At first, some missed the pain, for without it, what proof was there that this
had all been real? To make it real, to insure that it had been real, sone

tal ked of what they had seen, tal ked vol ubly.

O hers kept their thoughts | ocked away inside and woul d never speak of the
event .

As with those on Krynn who had w tnessed ot her epochs—the chaotic travels of
the Gay Gem the fall of Istar, the Cataclysm+they passed their stories of
the Mracle fromone generation to the next. To future generations living on
Krynn, the Fifth Age would begin with the theft of the world at the nonent of
Chaos's defeat. But the Fifth Age would only cone to be widely called the Age
of Mortals on the day when the Judgnment of the Book took away the godhood of
one god and accepted the sacrifice of the other

Si | vanoshei was to be laid to rest in the Tonb of the Heroes in Solace. This
was not to be his final burial place. Hs grieving nother, A hana Starbreeze,
hoped to one day take himhome to Silvanesti, but that day would be long in
com ng. The m notaur nation poured in troops and supplies and were firmy
entrenched in that formerly fair |and.

Captai n Sanmuval and his mercenaries continued to raid throughout the elven

| ands of Qualinesti. The Dark Knights drove out or killed the few el ves who
remai ned and clained the | and of Qualinesti as their own. The elves were

exil es now. The remants of the two nations argued over where to go, what to
do.

The el ven exiles canped in the valley outside of Sanction, but they were not
at home there, and the Sol amic Knights, now the rulers of Sanction, urged
thempolitely to consider noving somewhere

el se. The Kni ghts' Council discussed allying with the elves to drive the
rninotaurs out of Silvanesti, but there was sone

gquestion in regard to the Measure, and the matter was referred to scholars to
settle, which they mght confidently be expected to do in ten or twenty years.
Al hana Starbreeze had been offered the rulership of the Silvanesti, but, her
heart broken, she had refused. She suggested that Glthas rule in her stead
The Qualinesti wanted this, nbost of them The Silvanesti did not, though they
had no one else to

recommend. The two quarreling nations cane together once nore, their
representatives traveling together to the funeral of Silvanoshei

A gol den dragon bore the body of Silvanoshei to the Tonb of the Heroes.



Sol ammi ¢ Knights, riding silver dragons, forned a guard of honor, |ed by
CGgrard uth Mondar. Al hana acconpani ed the body of her son, as did his cousin
G | t has.

He was not sorry to |leave the quarrels and intrigues behind. He wondered if he
had the strength to go back. He did not want the kingship of the elven
nations. He did not feel he was the right person. He did not want the
responsibility of leading a people in exile, a people w thout a hone.

Standi ng outside the tonb, G lthas watched as a procession of elves carried

t he body of Silvanoshei, covered in a shroud of golden cloth, to its tenporary
resting place. His body was laid in a marble coffin, covered over with
flowers. The shards of the broken dragonl ance were placed in his hands.

The tonb would be the final resting place of Goldnoon. Her ashes were mngl ed
with the ashes of Riverwind. The two of themtogether at |ast.

An elf dressed in travel -stai ned cl othes of brown and green cane to stand
beside G lthas. He said nothing but watched in solemm reverence as the ashes
of Gol dnoon and Riverwind were carried inside.

"Farewel |, dear and faithful friends," he said softly.
Glthas turned to him
"I amglad to have this chance to speak to you, E |i—= he began

The elf halted him "That is my nane no | onger."
"What, then, should we call you, sir?" Glthas asked.

"So many nanmes | have had," said the elf. "E'Ii anmong the el ves, Pal adi ne
anong the humans. Even Fizban. That one, | rnust adnit, was ny favorite. None
of them serve nme now. | have chosen a new nane."

"And that is— G lthas paused.

"Valthonis," said the elf.

"'The exile?' " Glthas transl ated, puzzled. Sudden understanding

rushed upon him He tried to speak but could not manage beyond sayi ng
brokenly, "So you will share our fate."

Valthonis laid his hand upon G lthas's shoul der. "Go back to your peopl e,

G lthas. They are both your people, the Silvanesti and the Qualinesti. Mke

t hem one peopl e again, and though they are a people in exile, though you have

no land to call your own, you will be a nation."

G | thas shook his head.

"The task before you is not an easy one," Valthonis said. "You will work hard
and painstakingly to join together what others will endeavor to tear apart.
You will be beset with failure, but never give up hope. If that happens, you
wi Il know defeat."

"WIl you be with ne?" G lthas asked

Val t honi s shook his head. "I have my own road to wal k, as do you, as does each
of us. Yet, at times, our paths may cross."”

"Thank you, sir," said Glthas, clasping the elf's hand. "I will do as you

say. | will return to ny people. Al ny people."” He sighed deeply, sniled
ruefully. "Even Senator Palthainon."

CGerard stood at the entrance to the tonb, waiting for the | ast of the nourners
to | eave. The cerenony was over. Night had fallen. The crowds who had gat hered
to watch began to drift away, some going to the Inn of the Last Honme, where
Palin and Usha joined with his sisters, Laura and Dezra, to confort all who
nmour ned, giving themsniles and good food and the best ale in Ansal on

As Cerard stood there, he thought back to all that had happened

since that day, so |long ago, when he had first heard Tassl ehoff's voice
shouting frominside the tomb. The world had changed, and yet it had not.
There were now three noons in the sky instead of one. Yet the sun that rose
every norning was the same sun that had ushered in the Fifth Age. The people
could look up into the sky again and find the constellations of the gods and
point themout to their children. But the constellations were not the sane as
t hey had

once been. They were made up of different stars, held different places in the
heavens. Two could not be found, would never be found, would never be seen
above Krynn again.



"The Age of Mrtals,” CGerard said to hinself. The term had a new significance,
a new meani ng.

He | ooked inside the tonb to see one |ast person still within—the strange elf
he had first seen in the arena. Gerard waited respectfully, patiently, fully
prepared to give this mourner all the tinme he needed.

The elf said his prayers in silence, then, with a final loving farewell, he
wal ked over to Cerard.

"Did you fix the |l ock?" he asked, smling.

"I did, sir," said CGerard. He shut the door to the tonb behind him He heard
the lock click. He did not inmediately | eave. He was also loath to say

goodbye.
"Sir, | was wondering." Gerard paused, then plunged ahead. "I don't know how
to say this, but did Tasslehoff—Did he ... did he do what he neant to do?"

"Did he die when and where he was neant to die?" the elf asked. "Did he defeat
Chaos? |Is that what you nean?"

"Yes, sir," said Gerard. "That's what | nean."

In answer, the elf lifted his head, |ooked into the night sky. "There once
used to be a red star in the heavens. Do you renenber it?"

"Yes, sir."

"Look for it now Do you see it?"

"No, sir," said Gerard, searching the heavens. "Wat happened to it?"

"The forge fire has gone out. Flint doused the flane, for he knew he was no
| onger needed."

"So Tassl ehoff found him" said Cerard.

"Tassl ehof f found him He and Flint and their conpani ons are all together
again," said the elf. "Flint and Tanis and Tassl ehoff, Tika, Sturm Gol dnmoon
and Riverwind. They wait only for Raistlin, and he will join them soon, for
Caranon, his twin, would not think of |eaving without him"

"Where are they bound, sir?" Gerard asked.

"On the next stage of their souls' journey," said the elf.

"I wish themwell," said Gerard

He left the Tonb of the Last Heroes, bade the elf farewell, and, pocketing the
key, turned his steps toward the Inn of the Last Home. The warm gl ow t hat
streamed fromits windows it his way.

Report on the Order of Creation and the Progression of Souls

by Val t honi s
as told to Tracy Hickman and Matthew L. Martin

I nt roduction

My nane? Ah, | have so many. Pal adine, El'i, Fizban, Bah' Mut, Draco

Pal adi n—+that |ast was a special favorite. Forgive the digression; | sonetinmes
find these academi c discourses a little disconcerting, even with old friends.
In a way, though, all ny friends are old friends, since | knew you before you
were born, not that you'd know that. In any case, | understand that you desire
a record of ny observations on the War of Souls. I'mglad to help, especially
since this series of events spans tines and concepts

only the gods and High Gods fully understand. O course, because of that,
"Il have to be careful how | put things. The gods don't experience tine in
the sane way nortals do; it sonetimes frustrates us when you can't grasp the
totality of sinmultaneous

exi stence and the stream of probability. You see what | nean? In any case,
"Il try to keep this sinple.

Foundati on of the Wrld
The origin of the War of Souls traces its origins to a tine just after the

creation of the gods by the H gh God, before the world was conpl eted and the
Order of Creation and the Destiny of Souls fully established.



The Begi nni ng

There is, forever has been, and forever will be the H gh God, who chose to
bring forth spirits out of |ove so that they nmight share in the glory, joy,
and | ove He possessed. To this purpose, he conceived the Order of Creation and
t he Progression of Souls.
As a vital part of this plan, souls are born into the nortal world. From
whence these souls cone and what their condition was before their birth is not
given to nortals to know. Nor is it given to us to know to where these souls
eventual |y depart and to what state they may exist in the life beyond
nortality. The progression of souls stretches into eternity—ef which nortality
is but a single nonent. Neverthel ess, that part of the progression

of souls we designate as nortality consists of souls brought into the world
tolive, to learn faith in the gods and in each other. Thus nortals learn to

| ove the purposes of the High God, to draw closer to himas they followthe
ways of goodness and virtue, and to share in his glory and reflect it in their
behavi or. Yet sone cone to reject the goodness of the Hi gh God, even stand
agai nst him
The Hi gh God conceived the Order of Creation and outlined his plan for the
worl d's devel oprent in the Tobril. He created the gods, powerful beings who
woul d hel p carry out the plan of Creation

and shepherd nmortals in their evolution. Geatest anong the gods was | onthas,
chi ef anpbng the shapers of the material world, who possessed nore night than
any of his brethren.

G | ean, Keeper of the Book, held the Tobril and guided |onthas in the forging
of the world, while Reorx, Sirrion, and other gods ai ded the many tasks.

Pal adi ne and Takhi sis arose to counsel the nortals who were born to this world
during the first ages. Majere served as advisor to Pal adi ne and Takhi sis, and
| esser gods hel ped with the spiritual guidance.
After speaking the world into existence, the H gh God comanded

| ont has and the other gods to shape it, bringing it to fullness.
As the gods nolded the world in confornmity with the Plan, |onthas grew proud
and haughty. Deviating fromthe Tobril, he declared hinself the true deity and
suppl anter of the Hi gh God. Pal adine, G lean, and npost of the other gods
chal l enged himin this, although some remained silent. |onthas sent his m ght
forth across Krynn, undoing the work of the other gods and doing his best to
remake the world in his own inage. As he fought against the H gh God and the
ot hers, however, lonthas found that his attenpt to dominate Krynn did little
nmore than drain him and that while he could damage and di stort what had been
he could not truly nmake anythi ng new.

| onthas's anger at his inpotence, his failure to create a world in his own

i mge, coupled with his overweening pride, caused himto turn agai nst the High
CGod, his fellow gods, and everything
that was not himself. |lonthas even repudiated his old name and identity, from
that nmoment on known to all as Chaos. Many of the other gods, |ed by Pal adi ne,
took up the struggl e against their renegade brother. Though Chaos ni ght have
stood against themall, even in his now weakened state, the H gh God granted
Pal adi ne, whose | ove for and obedience to the H gh God was second to none, the
power necessary to vanqui sh and chain Chaos. Defeated by the Pl ati num Dragon
Chaos was cast beyond creation, to drift there, alone, his pride shattered.
Thereafter, Chaos descended into an abyss of tw sted thought, rather than face
reason. He convinced hinself that he was the creator of Al and of Nothing,
that the other gods were his children, that he was sinply letting themplay in
his world. He denied the very existence

of the H gh God, although deep within hinmself he dreaded
and hated the High God and all that had sprung from his brow—everything,

i ncluding to some degree, Chaos hinself.
Though he was gone fromthe universe, Chaos's wath had undone nuch. Had they
united their natural gifts, perhaps the gods could have healed this marring of



Krynn, but such goodwi ||
was not to be. For Chaos had not only harmed Krynn, his malice and rebellion
had spread adversely ampong the gods thensel ves.
The Hi gh God had appointed as co-regent of the young world Takhi sis, who was
expected to rule jointly with Pal adi ne. However,

Chaos' evil had influenced Takhisis, for she was closely associated with
| ont has and ~admired his many skills. Like Chaos, she began to desire sole
dom ni on of Krynn. Were Chaos had lusted after the physical universe,
Takhi sis was nore concerned with the spiritual. She wi shed to be worshi ped by
t he ot her gods, and she sought to possess the very souls of the nortals who
cane to inhabit Krynn. Subtly, she began to steer others anobng the gods to her
side; the nanmes of these apostates were Mrgion, Sar-gonnas, Chenosh,

H ddukel , Zeboim and Nuitari. These renegade

gods began to draw their strength and might not fromthe Hi gh God and the
unfolding of Hs will, but |ike vanpires from negative energi es, draw ng power
from decay and w ckedness and mastering those el enents of creation that sold
t hensel ves to the darkness. This rising of the dark came to fruition as the
creation

of Krynn drew to an end and the next phase of the Celestial Plan began
The first creatures to populate Krynn were the dragons, who were tightly bound
to Pal adi ne and Takhisis, as well as to Krynn. Pal adi ne and Takhi sis, assisted
by Reorx and M shakal, crafted the Five Dragons, and the H gh God provided
their souls. Seeing these creatures of might, the first free-willed beings to
i nhabit Krynn, Takhi sis and Morgion seduced themto follow her dictates.

In this alliance, Takhisis and the gods who stood with her decl ared
t hensel ves dedi cated to usurping nastery of Krynn and thwarting the execution
of the plan. They opposed the Order of Creation and the progression of souls.
Takhi sis and her cohorts thus became the gods of Evil, falling fromtheir
lofty state into the Abyss, consumed by their own envy and malice. Their
rebel i on convinced several gods that the further devel opment of Krynn woul d

| ead only to decay and disorder. These gods nurtured specific aspects of the
Creation, while acting neither to thwart the will of the H gh God nor serve
himas they were intended. Even G| ean took this point of view These becane
known as the gods of Neutrality, because they saw thensel ves as al oof fromthe
struggl e between Good and Evil
This struggle reached a frenzy with the birth of nortals. Takhisis, Sargonnas,
and the other gods of Evil declared their intention to enslave the nortals,
for, as Takhisis said, "W forged this world. Wiy should we now surrender it
to | esser beings?"

The gods of Good stood against the evil ones, faithful to the H gh God.

Pal adi ne decl ared, "These coming nortals are children of the Hi gh God, just as
we are. This world was made for them as nmuch as for us, and in the end, the
nortals shall be greater and brighter than any of us."

The gods of Good pl edged to guide the nortals, to protect themfromthe Evi
ones and the remmants of Chaos. They woul d not betray the H gh God.

Thus began the All-Saints War, as Good strove against Evil. The gods of
Neutrality originally intended to ignore the conflict, tending to their own
gardens. In the end, Pal adine and Majere persuaded G |ean and the other
Neutrals to side with the gods of Good, for Takhisis sought dom nion over the
entire world, which would | eave those el ements cherished by the Neutral gods
ensl aved to her ends or destroyed.

The alliance of Good and Neutrality pushed the forces of Evil back, but
wi t hout a decisive resolution. The H gh God was obliged to intervene directly.
"Know ye that | amthe H gh God, and thou art nmy children, just as are these
nortal s whom | shall soon create.

"Pal adi ne, thou and thine allies hath done well in remaining faithful to thy
calling and desiring to aid the nortals. Though

they shall be free to choose for Good or against it, thou shalt be free as
well to aid and protect themso that this freedom may be maintained. And as it
shall be with the nortals who choose Good, so shall it be with thee. Thy



| abors shall in the end bring about Good, though Evil may surround thee. For
Goodness, sought truly and for its own sake, shall redeemits own.

"Takhisis, thou hast followed | onthas in foolishness, and those who foll ow
thee shall |ikew se know their folly, should they not repent. Thou and thine
shalt be free to mar, wound, and tenpt the nortals, yet in the end, thou shalt
regret this nost grievously. For | amfarther above thee than thou canst
concei ve, even nore above-thee than thou perceivest thyself to be above the
nortals. Al that thou shalt do to thwart ny designs shall in the end fulfill

t hem and be used to bring about Good. But, Evil, thy work remains, and thou
shalt suffer for this, even nore than the nortals who serve thee suffer for
their m sdeeds. For Evil, even pursued in the guise of Good, shall turn in
upon itself.

"G |l ean, though thou hast not acted directly agai nst mne designs, still thou
and those who declare thenselves Neutral hath failed to fullfill the Plan
Thou shalt fulfill it despite thyself, and | shall permt thy declared

Neutrality, for even in thy silence, thou all shalt bring Goodness. As thou
art free, so are the nortals. Yet thou shalt not remain betw xt forever; in
the end, thou nust stand either with us in the Light or with Takhisis and her
conpatriots in the Darkness. For all are free to choose for Good or against
it, but all will nmake a choice between sides in the end.

"Know ye all that there shall be a Balance. | will permt Good, Evil, and
Neutrality all to work upon this world, and the nortals shall be free to
choose between the three and garner the consequences

of their choosing. They may alter the Bal ance, but the decision nust cone
fromw thin, and not be forced upon them fromwi thout. Know thee, Pal adine,
that if those nortals in thy service seek to force Goodness upon the others,

they shall fall into Evil and bring about great suffering. Know thee, G ean
that if

thy servants try to forbid the nortals from choosing between the two, they
shall |ikew se fail and bring about devastation. Know thee, Takhisis, that

when thou dost attenpt to enslave the world to thine service, thou shalt be
thwarted in the end, and yet in thy folly, thou shalt continue to seek such
domi nion until the end of thy presence upon this world."

Thus ended the All-Saints War, naned because it affected the destiny of al
who coul d becone saints on Krynn

O the Cods

Though the gods numbered twenty-two in the begi nning, Chaos was cast from
their number in the first days of the Age of Starbirth. By the end of the

Al -Saints War, there were twenty-one gods on Krynn, divided into three orders
of seven, the CGods of Light, the Gods of Neutrality or Twilight, and the CGods
of Darkness.

The Gods of Light
Greatest anobng the righteous gods is Pal adine, the Celestial Paladin and

Pl ati num Dragon. M ghtiest of all gods, save Chaos, Pal adine is the exenplar
of virtue and holiness, patron of the great virtue of Charity. Leader of the
Order of Light, he protects Krynn agai nst the schenes of Takhisis and | eads
both nortals and his fellow gods in the path of righteousness. Thus, he guides
all who protect the innocent and seek to lead others in truth and goodness.
H's role as | eader and keeper of Krynn, though, is tenpered

by a deep and sincere hunmility, which he strives to inculcate

in his followers as well.

Majere is only slightly less in mght than Pal adi ne. Pal adi ne | oves the Hi gh
God nost fiercely and deeply of all the Powers. Majere is said to have the
great est understandi ng of the Hi gh God's wi sdom and the Celestial Plan
surpassi ng even G lean. Thus, Mjere serves an advisor to Pal adine and fosters
the virtue of Faith, as well as the diligence that encourages nortals to
pursue values of the spirit despite effort and trial. Monks are the nost



conspi cuous among Majere's followers, but he is also revered by many nystics
and theol ogi ans, as well as the intellectual

and spiritual gold dragons.

M shakal , third among the gods of Good, is nearly as bel oved as Pal adi ne anong
t he people of Krynn. Heal er and Consol er, M shakal strives to bring aid and
confort to those suffering in body and mind. O the virtues, Hope is

M shakal ' s special concern, as she inspires nortals to trust in the prom ses
and plans of the Hi gh God and the inevitable triunph of Good. She is also the
patron of natural |ove, be it between parents and chil dren, brother and
sister, or man and wife. The silver dragons, who share M shakal's concern and
enpathy for nortals, revere her deeply.

O all the gods of Light, Kiri-Jolith, Sword of Justice, is the nost marti al
Tireless in his pursuit of Justice, Kiri-Jolith inspires his followers, anong
them t he copper dragons, to protect the innocent and punish the forces of
Evil. He is not nerciless in this crusade, though, and directs his servants
and those who |l ook to him for guidance to tenper justice with mercy and not to
be carried

away by bl oodl ust and wrat h.

Habbakuk, close ally to Kiri-Jolith, is Prince of Beasts and Lord of the Seas.
He pronotes respect for the natural glories of Krynn and teaches nortals to
see in thema reflection of the glory and virtue of the eternal. At the sane
time, he inspires Tenperance, which keeps the passions of nortals' anim
qualities in harmony and bal ance. Wth the nmetallic dragons, he shares a
fondness for the sea.
Whi | e Habbakuk teaches devotion to natural beauty, Branchal a

inspires art, courage, and generosity. He encourages the people of Krynn to
use artistic talents to Iift the eyes of others heavenward and to nuster
courage, face fear, and strive for

goodness despite danger and opposition

Last anpbng the gods of Light is counted Solinari, Keeper of the Silver Mon
and the Wiite Archmage. Al White Magic falls under his dom nion, and al
Wi zards in service to good pay hi mhonor and accord. In return, Solinari
teaches them W sdom

hel pi ng gui de themin knowi ng when to use their great gifts to best further

t he goal s of Good and keepi ng them from bei ng

consumed by their hunger for magi cal power, as happens to so many nages of the
Bl ack Order.

The Gods of Neutrality

Brass and bronze dragons often consort with the neutral gods. Gl ean, the
oserver and Keeper of the Tobril, is the nost inpressive

of the neutral gods in terns of power, but he has very few followers on
Krynn. Cold in heart and passionless in spirit, Glean merely watches,

i ntervening only when it appears one side in the great conflict may end the
"experinent' prematurely. Though he does not seek followers, he accepts the

al | egi ance of historians, scientists, and others who strive for pure and

obj ective know edge.

Reorx, Lord of Earth, is also patron of craftsnmen. H's concern is with the
attention of the maker to his craft and the quality of the results. He is the
speci al patron of the dwarves, who are descended from humans he took into his
service and taught secrets.

Whil e Reorx takes an interest in craftsmanship, Shinare is patroness of trade,
taking a delight in the cycles of exchange, comerce, and econonic

devel opnent. Though admi red by honest merchants, she is only revered by those
who, while trustworthy,

see nothing in life beyond their business. Many such tradesnmen eventual ly fal
prey to avarice and slip, know ngly or unknow ngly, into Hi ddukel's grasp.
Sirrion, Master of Flame, is primarily concerned with his chosen el enent, but
al so maintains an interest in inspiration and creativity. Alcheny is a favored
subject, as well as other pursuits that seek transformation, or singular
nmonent s of beauty or intensity.



Most chaotic anobng the Neutral powers, his tendency to focus on the nonent
wi t hout a thought for consequences has nmade himoften a pawn of the gods of
Evil.
Chi sl ev, Lady of the Wods, concerns herself with the natural world of Krynn,
as it is and for its own sake rather than as a

reflection of Good, as is true of Habbakuk; nor does she attenpt to dom nate
nature and use it as a weapon, in the manner of Zeboim She concerns herself
above all with the plants and trees of Krynn, nore so than the beasts of the
world. OF all the Neutral powers, she is perhaps the nost likely to intervene
inthe affairs of the world, trying to protect nature fromthe ravages of Evi
or the unintended danage caused as a side effect when Good defends itself and
the worl d agai nst the assaults of darkness.
Zivilyn, Seeker of Wsdom is aide to Glean and conpanion to Chislev. Unlike
G | ean, who pursues know edge of what is outside

nortals, Zivilyn encourages nortals to look within, finding wisdomin their
own hearts. H s approach sonmetines brings tranquility, sometines madness.
Zivilyn sees both as viable paths to self-know edge and enli ghtennent.

Last and seventh anong the gods of Neutrality is Lunitari, Lady of the Crinson
Moon and Red Sorceress. As the Mstress of Red Magic, w zards of the Red Robes
pay her honage. Lunitari has a fondness for illusion and trickery, which nmakes
her favored by confidence nen, but her primary concern is magic for magic's
sake, rather than as a part of the order of creation or a tool for her own
domi nati on.
The Gods of Darkness
Wth Chaos bani shed, Takhisis, Queen of Darkness, becane the forenost opponent
of Truth and Light upon Krynn. It is said by sone that she betrayed Chaos and
stole nmuch of his power. What is generally accepted is that she inherited his
nmegal omani - acal pride. She sees herself as the center and rightful master of
all creation. Though she finds this, the queen of vices, distasteful in
others, it is useful in tenpting nortals away fromthe Hi gh God and into her
clutches. The Dragon Queen also retains an interest in lust. She seeks
di sordered pl easures of the spirit—adoration and subm ssi on—for herself, and
she stirs up disordered desires for pleasures of the flesh in nortals, so as
to nore easily entice them down the path of darkness.
Sar gonnas t he Vengeful stands next to Takhisis in the courts of the gods of
night, and resents this deeply. Indeed, Sargonnas resents every slight and
insult, and thus he is dominated by the vice of wath which he chanpions,
encour agi ng ranpant bl oodshed

and harsh puni shment for the slightest offense. Blue dragons,

who evince fiery tenpers, are his special favorites.
Chenosh, the Lord of the Undead, stands as counterpart to Majere and a naster
of wi cked counsel. He specializes in sloth, that chill of the spirit that
guenches the flames of love and faith and, while prom sing confort and ease,
turns life into a cold, joyless,
| ovel ess nockery. In nmany cases, this culmnates in the shadowed
life of the undead that Chenmpsh nurtures and cherishes. The white dragons,
prone to this sane col dness and | ong sl unbers,
are often associated with the Prince of Bone.
Morgi on the Seething dwells alone. He lost the glory and majesty that he so
prized in the early days, when he chose to stand with Takhisis in her
rebellion. He was wounded in the All-Saints War, reduced to wack and ruin.
Li ke his fell ow gods of Evil, he both suffers from and encourages his
particular vice. In his case, it is the sin of envy, which resents the good of
others and seeks to reduce all to conmon msery. Mrgion especially enjoys the
spread of disease, which causes suffering of the flesh, and deceit, which
often brings about torture of mnd and soul. Any who feel thenselves injured
by the good of others or seek to bring someone |low find the Spreader of
Di sease a ready ally. Because of this, he is favored by the spiteful green
dragons, who resent and hate virtue and desire to cause pain and anguish in
body and spirit.



H ddukel , Prince of Tarnished Gold, is perhaps the nost often invoked of al
the Evil Powers, being the patron of avarice. Thus he is honored by thieves,
corrupt merchants, and all seduced by the lure of gold. H ddukel does much to
foster this devotion, being hinself dom nated by the greed for souls. Red
dragons, the nmost avaricious of all their kind, often pay tribute to H dduke
and seek his aid in their acquisitions.

Zeboim Lady of Tempests, pays scant attention to the intrigues of the gods or
the affairs of nortals. As representative of gluttony,

she spends nmuch of her tine trying to consume as nuch as she can beneath the
seas of Krynn, ranging fromindividual sailors to entire ships, cities, or

i sl ands. Bl ack dragons are her pets, due to their love for water and their own
i nsati abl e hungers.

Nuitari, Master of the Dark Moon and Bl ack Wzard, stands |ast anong the gods
of Evil. Desiring recognition and prone to vanity, he fosters the growth of

bl ack magi c and attenpts to choke out the work of Solinari and Lunitari so
that he alone will be recognized as the source of magic in the world. His
fol | oners

are often obsessed with increasing their magical abilities, becom ng the
greatest wi zards in history, and being feared or revered as such

The Creation of Mrtals

When the All-Saints War was brought to an end, the Firstborn nortals were
created on Krynn, nmale and fenal e.
Al nmortals spring fromthe thought of the H gh God and have their souls
created by him The gods of Good and Neutrality, as well as the H gh God

hi nsel f, bestowed gifts upon the first parents

to help themfunction in the world and achi eve their destinies.

The gods of Evil, though, were at work fromthe begi nning of these new
nortals' lives, and though they also pronised gifts, they in truth lured the
Firstborn to fall fromtheir original state, be weakened in body and soul, and
be cast under the shadow of the Dragon Queen
Wiet her the three ol dest races were created distinct fromeach other, or

di verged fromone father and nmother into three races at sone point in history,
is a mtter best left to your scholarship and dispute. Suffice it for now that
within the earliest generations, elves, ogres, and humans were all present on
Krynn.

O the three races, the elves proved nost faithful to the H gh God and | east
seduced or deceived by the wiles of Takhisis. Thus, they have retai ned many of
the original gifts, such as a long life-span, physical health, and a clearer

nmore focused will. Their greater control of their passions nmakes them| ess
likely to succunb
conpletely to the tenptations of Evil, although they still must guard agai nst

that' weakness. Pride, selfishness, and sloth are the nost dangerous
characteristics of elvenkind.

The Irda, being strongest and physically nost beautiful of the races, were
coveted by the Dark Queen, who expended much effort to seduce them and

| argely succeeded. The Irda did not |lose their physical or nmental gifts

i mediately, yet their will and intellect were darkened, and a seed of decay
was planted within them which would bear bitter fruit in the Age of Dreans.
Thus did they becone ogres.

Regardl ess, ogres retain a crude noral sense and a capacity to choose Good.
However, while there are differences in ogrish cultures, especially those
before and after the collapse of the last ogre enpire and the historica
decline of their race, all ogres exhibit anger, vanity, avarice, lust, and
gluttony. Most ogres shrug of f concerns about "Good" and "Evil" and willingly
ensl ave thensel ves to their desires. Despite this, ogres still nust be dealt
with in a compassionate fashion, for they are not wholly Evil nor

i rredeenabl e.



Humans occupy sonething of a mddle ground, neither as conmitted to Good as
the elves nor as enslaved by Evil as the ogres. Despite this, humans have the
greatest potential for either Good or Evil and are often the key novers in the
historic events of Krynn, as they have achi eved the greatest glory and
goodness, yet also fallen into the nost appalling depravity.
And so the Age of Starbirth ended and the Age of Dreans began, with the gods
of Good determined to do their best to

realize a wondrous future for Krynn

The Progression of Souls
Mortals are born into the world of Krynn for two purposes—each ordai ned by

the Hi gh God. The first is internal: for the growmh and enhancenent of their
own soul s and those of others as they develop faith and exercise their agency

of choice between Evil, Neutrality and Good. Sone souls, when chall enged by
Evil,

choose to darken or |ose thenselves in the fires; others pass through such
tests without failing but wthout attaining higher virtue; still others are

purified and shine brighter than the stars, reflecting and radi ating the Hi gh
Cod' s Light.

The second purpose is external: that nortals should take up their role in
shaping the world of Krynn, bringing it to perfection, and, in the wake of the
deeds of Chaos and the fall of Takhisis and her cohorts, repairing the wounds
of Evil. The freedomof will given to nortals by the H gh God neans t hat
nmortals may turn to dark ends. Yet the Hi gh God weaves Neutrality and Evi

into the unfolding of the Tobril, inevitably bringing forth Good out of Evil.
What nortals have called Fate is the expression of the H gh God' s subtle but
preval ent will upon Krynn

Deat h, feared by so many nortals, is both an end and a

begi nni ng. For soul s who have chosen by their faith and actions to stand with
the Hi gh God, death is an end to the trials of this |[ife and a gateway to
sharing in the I ove and glory of the Hi gh God. Those who chose to turn their
backs on the Hi gh God, though, cast thenselves into the Abyss, tornented by
the wi ckedness they enbraced in life. Mire than that | cannot say, for sone
things nust be left to faith.

Sone nmortals fear the passage to the world beyond, either out of fear of the
unknown or, if they are w cked nortals, a suspicion of what awaits them In
some cases, the Evil god Chenbsh responds to this fear and offers nortals a
chance at a fake and

perverted formof imortality. This attenpt to "cheat death" and

circumvent the progression of souls is but a sad joke that Chenosh delights in
perpetrating. Those who accept his tenptation find thensel ves trapped within
their dead bodies or otherw se bound to the world of Krynn, doomed to a horrid
exi stence until destroyed or freed from Chenosh's bonds. Even dragons are not

i mmune to Chenobsh's seductions, as the recent case of Cyan Bl oodbane

i ndi cates. Sone wi zards have pursued a sinmilar fate through dark magic. | have
heard it said that Chenosh and Nuitari conspired to rel ease the secrets of
lichdominto the world for their own gain.

G ory of the Gods: The Four Powers
The Iife and death of nortals upon Krynn gives strength to the gods. This was
ordai ned by the H gh God, both for the sake of the gods (that they m ght
benefit and learn fromthe unfolding of the Tobril's Plan) and for the sake of
nortals (that the gods of Evil would not destroy the balance). As nortals act
on Krynn, their beliefs and deeds | end power to the gods aligned to their
actions. This is especially true when they die and nmake their fina
conmitments of the spirit. The gods not only benefit fromthis power but
return it to their followers. (Fig. 1)
Two ki nds of power can be said to exist on Krynn: the spiritua

energy of faith, fueled by the heart and spirit of nortals, and the el enental
energies driven by creation. These powers exist in tw states, the anbient



power of Krynn and the directed energies of the Cycles of Faith and Creati on,
whi ch connect gods and

nortals. Fromthese sources cones the nmagic of Krynn.

The anbi ent power of the world is the source for the magic of the Fifth Age,
both nystical (anbient spiritual energy) and

sorcerous, or "wild magic" (anmbient elenmental and creative energy). These arts
were al so practiced in the Age of Dreans but largely forgotten after that era.
This magic is fueled by nortals and their relationship with Krynn and thus
survived even during the gods' absence. WIld magic is "wild" precisely because
of the damage done to Krynn by the forces of Chaos and Evil. As it reflects
the state of creation, it also shares in the disordering of the world.

It is fromthe harnony between gods and nortals that the powers of High
Sorcery and clerical magic derive. As nortals revere the gods and pursue the
acts of living faith, they channel power to the gods. The gods conplete the
circuit by returning that power, whether Good, Neutral, or Evil. The cycle

t hus rewards both gods and nortals, providing magic to the nortals and energy
for the gods in their cosm c struggle. However, the gods are not equal, nor
are all nortal beings, and there is

constant flux and volatility.

The Fifth Age—Anot her Perspective

Despite the turnoil of Krynn and occasional disruptions of the Cycles of Faith
and Creation, the Progression of Souls remained unthreatened until the Chaos
War. (Fig. 2)

Krynn normal notion in space, tinme & reality

Chaos, released fromthe G eygemthat had trapped him resumed his chall enge
to the High God for mastery over Krynn. Some say that Takhisis enticed him
into this nmad schene, but it certainly seens |likely that she was the one who
coaxed the Irda to crack the G eygem It nust be understood that the Chaos War
was not fought nmerely over the world of Krynn, but over the souls of nortals.

The Theft of the World

The ultimate defeat of Chaos at the end of the Chaos War was the last cog in
her own master plan, which Takhisis
apparently had been devel oping for centuries. In the last instant of Chaos's
fall, the Dragon Queen stole the world of Krynn

renoving it to a place, tine, and reality unknown and unnoticed by the other
gods. She adopted many gui ses as she endeavored to achieve this and ot her ends
. .. including that of a Shadow Sorcerer

(Fig. 3)
However, Takhisis, badly weakened fromthe terrible theft of the world and
deception of the gods, needed time to rest and regather her strength. She felt
confortable in doing this, for
Chaos War Unreal i zed Future that has changed.
Spirit Krynn After Takhisis Steals the Wrld
whi l e new souls continued to be born into the world, the progression

of souls had been stopped. |Instead of noving on to a higher plane after

death, the souls of nortals were stopped, dooned to remain on Krynn. Takhisis
drew power fromtheir spirits as they were trapped in this hideous fate, in a
fashion simlar to that of her favored children, the Evil dragons, during the
early days of this age. As the power of the Dark Queen waxed, these souls
became nore ensl aved. She even began to send themforth to drain magic from
the spells of nortals, and spellcasters even began to detect her foul taint
corrupting wild magi c and nysticism (Fig. 4)
The worl d becane a cl osed source of power for the Queen of Darkness. Wile

ot her gods were deprived of the energies of nortal souls, the Dragon Queen
drew power not only fromthose who served her but fromthe energy put forth by
all nortals. In time, she believed that she woul d have enough power not only
to retain supremacy over Krynn but to challenge the H gh God for nmastery over



all creation. Thus did she follow in Chaos' path, and bring about great misery
in the world in doing so.

The Curious Case of the Render: Then and Again

Time is key to understanding the unfolding of this history of Krynn. As
creati on woul d be neani ngl ess without a past, present, or future, long ago the
H gh God forbade the powers to tanper with the River of Time. Takhisis,
typically, believed that this

conmandnent had no real meaning for her, even though her theft of Krynn

di spl aced the world both in space and tinme ... with

unf or eseen consequences.

The Future That Never Wul d Be

Prior to the Chaos War, Tassl ehoff Burrfoot—a kender of sone renown—was abl e

to travel forward in time ... to a future that woul d never take place, because
of Takhisis's subsequent sin against the H gh God.
Perhaps this illustration will best serve to clarify the matter (Fig. 5). The

kender went forward in time (A) prior to his deadly conflict with Chaos. He
visited a future (B) where the elves were at peace and Palin had attended
Caranon's funeral. He then returned to the past (C where he was caught up in
t he Chaos War. At the nonment Chaos m ght have destroyed him (D), he gratefully
recalled nmy adnmonition to trigger the device once nore. In that very nonent,
Tahki sis stole the world, establishing it along a new and different tineline.
Tassl ehof f | eaped forward once nore to the same time—€aranon's funeral —but an
entirely different future. (E) Another way of looking at it is that Tassl ehoff
junped "down" the River of Tine a ways, then returned and continued on his
regul ar

path through life. At the end of the Chaos War, Tas tried to junp forward
again, but at the sane nonment, Takhisis danmed the river and forced it into a
new course, sweeping Tassl ehoff along with it.
Time travel, it is true, is a highly specul ati ve subject. Inarguable

is the fact that Tasslehoff had nmenories of two distinct futures because of
the sinple fact that he had indeed visited two separate futures.

The Past That Never Was

| have spoken with Palin Majere at length since the end of the War of Souls.
He was nost curious as to why, when he tried to travel back in tinme, he found
no past beyond the Chaos War. As you can see fromthe di agram when Palin used
t he device inside the War of Souls tineline, he attenpted to travel back
beyond the point in time when Takhisis absconded with the world. Thus, while
everyone on Krynn fromthat time had lived in the original timeline and could
thus remenber it, fromthe point of view of the River of Time itself, there
was no past at all (F).

Palin al so expressed sonme confusion as to the rel ationship between the Hi gh
God and Chaos, drawi ng from what he

overheard in the Abyss and while working with Reorx to try and stop Chaos.
When he was in the Abyss, the domain of Takhisis, observing the gods, his
percepti ons were influenced by Takhisis. Wile much of what he overheard was
accurate in substance, his perspective was colored by the Dark Queen
Confusing Chaos with the High God, in Palin's mind, nust have seened to

Takhi sis an excellent way to advance her plans for dom nion.

As to Reorx referring to Chaos as "Hi nmsel f" and "the Father of Al and
Not hi ng". . . Chaos remained the mghtiest of the gods until the end, and the
magni t ude of his presence coul d be overwhel m ng even for Reorx. \Wen Reorx
cane face to face with Chaos, it shook himto the core and left himfleetingly
bel i eving Chaos's deluded clainms. After the Chaos War, the Forger recovered,
but by then the world had been stol en and the mi staken inpression |ingered.



The Future of the Fifth Age

Wth the return of the gods, the progression of souls has been restored, and
nortals can now nove on to their just rewards or puni shments. High sorcery
once again functions, and the gods have been reunited with the lost world with
trenmendous joy. However, Msticismand wild nagic have al so bl ossoned in the
Fifth Age and no doubt are here to stay.

As for me and ny future, who can say? The justice of the H gh God has been
satisfied. W know there are struggl es ahead. There is still evil that

t hreatens the bal ance, and there are still dragon overl ords who oppress vast
portions of Krynn. The

m notaurs now threaten the continent of Ansalon nore than ever before in

hi story.
The best that may be said is that there will be a future . . . though what
future will be up to each of us. W look forward, if not to a new age, to

cl earer Understanding of this Age of Mortals in which we live. W may not know
the future, but as for me ... | look forward with wonder to see it unfold.



